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THE RING AND THE BOOK. 

1868-9* 


\ The Ring and the Book ” appeared at the end of 1868, after a foor years* i^aiee alncse 
the pttblici^on of Dramatis refsonre.” It was issued in four volumes^ which were 
published singly^ the first in November 1868, the others between that date and February 
1869* The cOmpo^tion of it had occupied the poet for more than three years ahce the 
** memorable day” in June 1862, when he picked up, at a stall in the Pumca San Loremso 
in Florence, the “sciuare old yellow booic” with the ** crumpled vellum covers/* con¬ 
taining the record of the murder, by Count Guido Francescmni, of Pompilia his wife 
and her reputed parents, Pietro and Violanle Compaiini, in January 1698* The story of 
the genesis of the poem is told in the first book, which also gives an outline of the whole 
work, Putting aside the first and last books, which serve as prologue and epilogue, it 
consists of ten dramatic monologues, m each of which the story of the murder, and of the 
events and motives which led up to it, is told from a different point of view. Books II. 
and III* reproduce the gossip of Rome, first on the *dde frvourable to Guido, and neart: 
on that hostile to him—both cases incomplete and inaccurate, but serving to introduce 
the reader to the general fiicts of the case, book IV. gives the conversation of aristocratic 
society, indifferent, cynical, excusing and condemning both parties. The next three 
books rise to a higher level, alike of poetry and dramatic interest. The principals sure 
bought upon the stage. In Book V., Count Guido makes his defence before his }U<^es; 
in Book VI., Giuseppe Caponsacchi, the priest whom Guido charges with beii^ PompiWs 
lover» shrivels the accuser’s sophistries with his indignant eloquence; in Book %^II,, Pompilia, 
dying in the hospital, tells her stoiy in all simplicity and forgivingness. Books VIII. and 
Ia. are devoted to the sjieeches of counsel on either side, whose sole object is to display 
their own ingenuity, without much regard to what their clients may have said; and, bmng 
full of kw Latin and classical allusions, may be scarcely intelligible to some readers, ana 
can be omitted without much loss. Book X., on the other hand, is the fine soliloquy 
of the Pope, to whom, in the last resort, Guido makes appeal; while Book XL shows 
Guido in his pnson, the night before his execution, defiantly harangmng the two ecclesi¬ 
astics who have been sent to admimster to him the consolations of religion. 

TtWoughout the poem Browning adheres closely to the fects as narrated in the book 
which first suggested tlie theme, and in a contemporary p^iphlet, which he obtained 
shortly afterwards in London, giving a consecutive narrative of the murder and the 
execution. The meaning of the utle is explained in the first lines of the poem.) 


THE RING AND THE BOOK. 

I.—THE RING AND THE BOOK. 

Do you sec this Ring? 

*Tk Rome-work, made to match 
(By CastdOani^s Imitative craft) 

Etmikn dtcMi found, some i^ppy mom. 
After a dropping April; found idive a 
Spark-like 'inid unearthed slope-side figtree- 
Wts 

That roof old lombs at Chsitsi: soft, you see, 
VOL, U* 


Yet crisp as jewel-cutting. There*s one tridt, 
(Craftsmen instruct me) one approved device 
And but one, fits such slivers of pure gold 10 
As this was,—sudi mere ooiings fi^ the mine, 
Virgin as oval tawny pendent tear 
At beehive-edge when ripened combs o*cr- 
flow,— 

To bear the file’s tooth and the hammePs tap: 
Since hammer needs must widmi out the 
round, w 

And file emboss it fine with )%*floweni. 

Ere th. 
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THE KINO AND THE BOOK 


TImt trick is, the artificer melts up wax 
WiB% honey, so to speak ; he mingles gold 
^ith gold’s alloy, and, duly tapering both, 20 
Efe:ts a manageable mass, then works: 

But his work ended, once the thing a ring, 
Oh, there’s repristination ! ^ Just a spirt 
O* the proper fiery acid o’er its face. 

And forth the alloy un^tened dies in fume; ss 
While, self-sufficient now, the shape remains, 
The rondure brave, the lilied loveliness, 
Gold as it was, is, shall be evermore: 

Trime nature with an added artistry— 


Now serves re-venders to display their ware,-*- 
’Mongst odds and ends of ravage, picture- 
frames 

White through the worn gilt, mirror-sconces 
chipped, 

Bronze angel-heads once knobs attached to 
chests, #6 

(Handled when ancient dames chose forth 
brocade) 

Modem chalk drawings, studiesfrom the nude, 
Samples of stone, jet, breccia, porphyry 
\ Polished and rough, sundry amazing busts 


I - O' o 

No carat lost, and you have gained a ring, so 1 In baked earth, (broken, Providence be 
What of it? ’Tis a figure, a symbol, say; I praised !) eo 

A things sign; now for the thing signified. \ A wreck of tapestry, proudly-purposed web 

\ Whenredsand blueswere indeed red and blue, 

Do you see this square old yellow Book, I toss 
I’ the air, and catch again, and twirl about 
By the crumpled vellum covers,—pure crude 

fact 85 

Secreted from man’s life when hearts beat hard, 

And brains, high-blooded, ticked two cen¬ 
turies since ? 

Examine it yourselves ! I found this book, 

Gave a lira for it, eightpence English just, 

(Mark the predestination !) when a Hand, 40 
Always above my shoulder, pushed me once, 

One day still fierce ’mid many a day struck 
calm, 

Across a Square in Florence, crammed with 
booths, 

Buzzing and blaze, noontide and market-time, 

Toward Baccio’s marble,®—ay, the basement- 
ledge 46 

O’ the pedestal where sits and menaces 
Johnof the Black Bands with theupright spear, 

’Twixt palace and church,—Riccardi where 
they lived, 

His race, and San Lorenzo where they lie. 

This book,—precisely on that palace-step bo 
Which, meant for lounging knaves o’ the 
Medici, 

1 Repristination: restoration to its earlier 
nature. 

^ Baccids marble: the statue of Giovanni 
delle Bflmde Here (father of Cosimo de’ Medici)* 
by Baccio Bandinelli, in the Piazza San Lorenzo, 
between the Palazzo Riccardi (the|)alace of the 
Mediel) and the church of San Lorenzo. 


Now offered as a mat to save bare feet 
(Since carpets constitute a cruel cost) 
Treading the chill scagliola ® bedward: then gb 
A pile of brown-etched prints, twocrazie* each, 
Stopped by a conch a-top from fluttering forth 
—Sowing the Square with works of one and 
the same 

Master, the imaginative Sienese ® 

Great in the scenic backgrounds—(name and 
fame 70 

None of you know, nor does he fare the worse;) 
From these . . . Oh, with a Lionard going 
cheap 

I fit should prove, as promised, that Joconde® 
Whereof a copy contents the Louvre !—these 
I picked this book from. Five compeers in 
flank 7 B 

Stood left and right of it as tempting more— 
A dogseared Spicilegium, the fond tale 
O’ the Frail One of the Flower,^ by young 
I^jumas, 

Vitalized Horace for the use of schools, 
The Life, Death, Miracles of Saint Somebody, 
Saint Somebody Else, his Miracles, Death 
and Life,— si 

® Scagliola: marble or stone flooring. 

* Two crazie: about i Jd. 

® The imaginative Sienese: AdemoUo (see 

b 369). 

« Joconde: the portrait of Mona Lisa Gio- 
conda, by Leonardo da Vmci, in the Louvre. 

The Frail One of the Flower: La Pame 
aux Camellias. 
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With this, one giants at the lettered back of 
which, 

And ** Stall i ” cried I: a lira made it mine. 

Here it is, this I toss and take again ; 
Sroalbquarto me, part print part manuscript: 
A book in shape but, re^ly, pure crude feict m 
S ecreted fromman^s life when hearts beat hard, | 
And brains, high-blooded, ticked two cen¬ 
turies since. 

Give it me back 1 The thing’s restorative 
r the touch and sight. 90 

That memorable day, 
(June was the month, Lorenzo named the 
Square) 

I leaned a little and overlooked my prize 
By the low railing round the fountain-source 
Close to the statue, where a step descends: 96 
While clinked the cans of copper, as stooped 
and rose 

Thick-ankled girls who brimmed them, and 
made place 

For marketmen glad to pitch basket down, 
Dip a broad melon-leaf that holds the wet, 
And whisk their feded fresh. And on I read 
Presently, though my path grew perilous 101 
Between the outspread straw-work, piles of 
plait 

Soon to be flapping, each o’er two black eyes 
And swathe of Tuscan hair, on festas fine : 
Tlirough fire-irons, tribes of tongs, shovels in 
sheaves, loe! 

Skeleton bedsteads, wardrobe-drawers agape, 
Rows of tall slim brass lamps with dangling 
gear,—- 

And worse, cast clothes a-sweetening in the 
sim: 

None of them took my eye from oflf my prize. 
Still read I on, from written title-page no 
To written index, on, through street and street, 
At the Strozzi, at the Pillar, at the Bridge ; 
Till, by the time I stood at home again 
In Casa Guidi by Felice Church, 

Under the doorway where the black begins us 
With the first stone-slab of the staircase cold, 

, I had mastered the contents, knew the whole 
I truth 


Gathered tc^ether, bound up in this book, 
Print three-fifihs, written supplement the rest. 
** Romana Jl&muidwmm ”—nay, lao 

Better translate —** A Roman murder-case: 

“ Position of the entire criminal cause 
Of Guido Franceschini, nobleman, 

“ With certain Four the cutthroats in his pay, 
“ Tried, all five, and found guilty and put to 
death 235 

** By heading or hanging as befitted ranks, 
“At Rome on February Twenty Two, 

Since our salvation Sixteen Ninety Eight: 

“ Wherein it is disputed if, and when, 
“Husbands may kill adulterous wives, yet 
’scape 130 

“ The customary forfeit.” 

Word for word, 

So ran the title-page : murder, or else 
Legitimate punishment of the other crime, 
Accounted murder by mistake,—^just that 135 
And no more, in a Latin cramp enough 
When the law had her eloquence to launch, 
But interfilleted with Italian streaks 
When testimony stooped to mother-tongue,— 
That, was this old square yellow book 
about. 140 

Now, as the ingot, ere the ring was forged, 
Lay gold, (beseech you, hold that figure fast!) 
So, in this book lay absolutely truth, 
Fanciless fiict, the documents indeed, 

Primary lawyer-pleadings for, against, i 4 b 
T he aforesaid Five ; real summed-up circum¬ 
stance 

Adduced in proof of these on either side, 

Put forth and printed, as the practice was. 

At Rome, in the Apostolic Chamber’s type, 
And so submitted to the eye o’ the Court lec 
Presided over by His Reverence 
Rome’s Governor and Criminal Judge,—the 
trial 

Itself, to all intents, being then as now 
Here in the book and nowise out of it; 
Seeing, there properly was no judgment-bar, 
No bringing of accuser and accused, I66 
And whoso judged both parties, face to face 
Before some court, as we conceive of courts. 
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Tiuftfe IVES E Hall of Justice; that came last: 
For Justice had a chacsber by the hall m 
Where she took evideiicc fct, summed up 
the same» 

Then sent accuser and accused alike, 

In person of the advocate of each, 

To weigh its worth, thereby arrange, array 
The battle. *Twas the so-styled Fisc * began, 
Headed (and since he only spoke in print m 
The printed voice of him lives now as then) 
The public Prosecutor—Murder’s proved ; 
“ With five . . . what we call qualities of bad, 
Worse, worst, and yet worse still, and still 
worse yet; 170 

** Crest over crest crovTiing the cockatrice, 
“That beggar hell’s regalia to enrich 
“ Count Guido Franceschini: punish him I ” 
Thus was the paper put before the court 
In the next stage, (no noisy work at all,) m 
To study at case. In due time like reply 
Came from the so-styled Patron of the Poor, 
Official mouthpiece of the five accused 
Too poor to fee a better,—Guido’s luck 
Or else his fellows’,—which, I hardly know,— 
An outbreak as of wonder at the world, iw 
A fury-fit of outraged innocence, 

A passion of betrayed simplicity; 

“Punish Count Guido? For what crime, 
what hint 

‘ ‘ O* the colour of a crime, inform tis first! iss 
“ Reward him rather ! Recognize, we say, 

^ ‘ In thedeed done, a righteous judgment dealt! 
“All conscience and all courage,—there’s 
our Count 

“ Charactered in a word ; and, what’s more 
strange, 

“ He had companionship in privilege, lao, 
“Found four courageous conscientious friends i 
Absolve, applaud all five, as props of law, 
Sustainers of society 1—perchmice 
“ A trifle over-hasty with the hand m 
“ To hold her tottering ark, had tumbled else; 

But thaPs a splendid fault whereat we wink, 
'^Wishing your cold correctness sparkled so! ” 
Thun paper second followed paper first, 
did the two join issue—nay, the four, 

I Mse : Counsel for the Treasury, or 

Prosecutor. 


Eadi pleader having an adjunct. **True, 
he killed soo 

“ —So to speak—^in a certain sort—his wife, 
“ But laudably, since thus it happed 1 ’* quoth 
one; 

Whereat, more witness and the case postponed. 
‘ ‘ Thus it happed not, since thus he did the deed, 
“And proved himself thereby portentousest 
“ Of cutthroats and a prodigy of crime, m 
“As the woman that he slaughtered wasasaint, 
“ Martyr and miracle 1 ” quoth the other to 
match: 

Again, more witness, and the case postponed. 
“ A miracle, ay—of lust and impudence ; aio 
“Hear my new reasons!” interposed the first: 
“—Coupled with more of mine I” pursued his 
peer. 

“ Beside, the precedents, the authorities ! ” 
From both at once a cry with an echo, that! 
That was a firebrand at each fox’s tail 215 
Unleashed in a cornfield: soon spread flare 
enough, 

As hurtled thither and there heaped themselves 
From earth’s four corners, all authority 
And precedent for putting wives to death, 

Or letting wives live, sinful as they seem, m 
How legislated, now, in this respect, 

Solon and his Athenians ? Quote the code 
Of Romulus and Rome ! Justinian speak ! 
Nor modern Baldo, Bartolo he dumb 1 
The Roman voice was potent, plentiful; 295 
Cornelia de Sicariis ® hurried to help 
Pompeia de Parricidiis ; Julia de 
Sometbing-or-other jostled Lex this-and-that; 
King Solomon confirmed Apostle Paul; 

That nice decision of Dolabella, eh ? m 
hat pregnant instance of Theodoric, oh! 
Down to that choice example .^lian* gives 
(An instance I find much insisted on) 

Of the elephant who, brute-beast though he 
were, 

Yet understood and punished on the spot ass 
His master’s naughty spouse and faithless 
friend; 

s Cornelia 4 e Sicariis, PompHa de Par¬ 
ricidiis: the titles of Roman laws dealing with 
homicide. 

* MUan: De Animalium Natura, xi. 15. 
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A true tale which has edified each child, 
Much more shall flourish favoured by our court I 
Images of proof this way, and that way proof, 
And always—once again the case post-; 
poned. S 40 

Thus wrangled, brangled, jangled they a 
month, 

—Only on paper, pleadings all in print. 

Nor ever was, except i’ the brains of men, 
More noise by word of mouth than you hear 
now— 

Till the court cut all short with “Judged, 
your cause. 245 

“ Receive our sentence 1 Praise God ! We 
pronounce 

“ Count Guido devilish and damnable : 

* ‘ His wife Pompilia in thought, word and deed, 
“ Was perfect pure, he murdered her for that: 
“As for the P'our who helped the One, all 
P'ive— 250 

“ Why, let employer and hirelings share alike 
“ In guilt and guilt’s reward, the death their 
duel” . 

So wi*s the trial at end, do you suppose ? 

“ Guilty you find him, death you doom him to 
“ Ay, were not Guido, more than needs, a 
priest, 255 

“ Priest and to spare I ”—this was a shot 
reser\"ed; 

I learn this from epistles which Ixigin 
Here where the print ends,—see the pen and 
ink 

Of the advocate, the ready at a pinch !— 
“My client boasts the clerkly privilege, 200 
“ Has taken minor orders many enough, 

“ Shows still sufficient chrism upon his pate 
“To neutralize a blood-stain : presbyter 
“ Primes t&nsurm^ subdiaconuSf 
SacerdffSt so he slips from underneath 265 

* Presbyter, &c. : the names of orders in the 
Roman Church, of which the minor ones can be 
assumed without causing the holder to cease to 
be a layman; thus (a point of importance in 
Count Guido's case) they do not prevent him 
from marrying, yet they are sufficient to entitle 
him to appeal io the Pope, os head of the 
Church. 


“Your power, the temporal, slides inside 
the robe 

“ Of mother Church: to her we make appeal 
* ‘ By the Pope, the Church’s head I ” 

A parlous plea, 
Put in with noticeable effect, it seems; m 
‘ ‘ Since straight,”—resumes the zealous orator, 
Making a friend acquainted with the facts,— 
“ Once the word * clericality ’ let fall, 

“ Procedure stopped and freer breath was 
drawn 

“ By all considerate and responsible Rome.” 
Quality took the decent part, of course ; m 
Held by the husband, w'ho was noble too : 
Or, for the matter of that, a churl would side 
With too-refined susceptibility, 

And honour which, tender in the extreme, sso 
Stung to the quick, must roughly right itself 
At ail risks, not sit still and whine for law 
As a Jew would, if you squeezed him to the 
wall, 

Brisk'trotting through the Ghetto. Nay, it 
seems, 

Even the Emperor’s Envoy had his say 385 
To say on the subject; might not see, un¬ 
moved, 

Civility menaced throughout Christendom 
By too harsh measure dealt her champion here. 
I-astly, whal'made all safe, the Pope was kind, 
From his youth up, reluctant to take life, 290 
If mercy might be just and yet show grace ; 
Much more unlikely then, in extreme age, 
To take a life the general sense bade spare. 
’Twas plain that Guido would go scatheless 
yet. m 

But human promise, oh, how short of shine ! 
How topple down the piles of hope we rear I 
How history proves . . . nay, read Hero¬ 
dotus I * 

Suddenly starting from a nap, as it were, 

A dog-sleep with one shut, one open orb, 
Cried the Pape’s® great self,—Innocent by 
name m 

® Herodotus: the stories of Croesus or 

of Xerxes. 

• The Pope: Innocent XII., pope x69i'-X7oa 
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AiH^ lo®> and eighty-six years old, 
Ant<»do Bigmrtelli of Naples, Pope 
Whohad trod many lands, known many deeds, 
frobed many hearts, banning with his own, 
And now was iar in readiness for God,— sob 
*Twas he who first bade leave those souls in 
peace, 

Those Jansenists, re-nicknamed Molinists,* 
f Gainst whom the cry went, like a frowsy tune, 
Tkkimg men^s ears—the sect for a quarter 
of an hour 

I* the teeth of the world which, clown-Uke, 
loves to chew m 

Be it but a straw *twixt work and whistling- 
while. 

Taste some vituperation, bite away, 

Whether at maijoram-sprig or garlic-clove, 
Anght it may sport with, spoil, and then spat 
forth) 

Leave them alone,” bade he, “those 
MoUnists! m 

“ Who may have other light than we perceive, 
“ Or why is it the whole world hates them 
thus?” 

Also he peeled off that last samdal-rag 
Of Nepotism; and so observed the poor 
That men would merrily say, “Halt, deaf 
and blind, sao 

“ Who leed on fet things, leave the master’s 
self 

“ To gather up the firagments of his feast, 

“ These be the nephews of Pope Innocent I— 
His own meal costs but five carlines® a day,; 
Poor-priesfs allowance, for he claims no| 
more.” m ^ 

—He cried of a sudden, this great good old 
Pope, 

Wlien they appealed in last resort to him, 

1 MoUnists: followers of Miguel Molinos, 
a Spaniard, who published at Rome in 1675 
a work of mysticm or “quietistic” theology, 
entitled the Gidda SpirituaU or Spiritual 
Guide, whidh attracted much attention, but 
was declared heretical by the heads of the 
Ctonrcli. Afiusions to the orthodox dislike or 
dread of MoHnism at this time recur frequently | 

t ! a small silver coin, worth about! 

twaininiiiL 


** I have mastered the whole matter * I no¬ 
thing doubt. 

“ Though Guido stood forth priest ffom head 
to heel, 

“ Instead of, as alleged, a piece of one,— m 
“And further, were he, from the tonsured 
scalp 

“ To the sandaled sole of him, my son and 
Christ’s, 

“ Instead of touching us by finger-tip 
“As you assert, and pressing up so close 
“ Only to set a blood-smutch on our robe,— 
“ 1 and Christ would renounce all right in 
him. 3M 

“ Am I not Pope, and presently to die, 

“ And busied how to render my account, 

“ And shall I wait a day ere I decide 
“ On doing or not doing justice here ? S 40 

“Cut off his head to-morrow by this time, 

‘ ‘ Hang up his four mates, two on either hand, 
“ And end one business more ! * 

So said, so done— 
Rather so writ, for the old Pope bade this, 84 b 
I find, with his particular chirogmph, 

His own no such infirm hand, Friday night; 
And next day, February Twenty Two, 

Since our salvation Sixteen Ninety Eight, 

—Not at the proper head-and-hanging-place 
On bridge-foot close by Castle Angelo, S6i 
Where custom somewhat staled the spectacle, 
(’Twasnot so well i’ the way of Rome, beside, 
The noble Rome, the Rome of Guido’s rank) 
But at the city’s newer gayer end,— m 

The cavalcading promenading place 


Beside the gate and opposite the church 



Square, 

Did Guido and his fellows find their fete, m 
All Rome for witness, and—my writer adds— 
Remonstrant in its universal grief, 

Since Guido had the suffrage of all Rome. 

8 ObsHsk: the obelisk brought from Egypt 
by Augustus and placed in the Circus Maximus; 
whence, having feJlen down, it was removed by 
Pope Sixtus V, in 1589 , and set ^ In the Piazza 
ddf Popoio, below the Monte Pincio. 
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This is the bookful; thus fer take the truth, 
The uutempered gold, the fact untampered 

with, 869 

The mere ling-metal ere the ring be made ! 
And what has hitherto come of it? Wlio 
preserves 

The memory of this Guido, and hLs wife 
Pompilm, more than AdemoUo’s name, 

The etcher of those prints, two crazie each, 370 
Saved by a stone from snowing broad the 
Square 

With scenic backgrounds? Was this truth 
of force ? 

Able to take its own part as truth should, 
Sufficient, self-sustaining ? Why, if so— 
Yondfir\s a fire, into it goes my l)ook, 375 
As who shall say me nay, and what the loss ? 
You know the tale already: I may ask, 
Rather than think to tell you, more thereof,— 
Ask you not merely who were he and she, s7» 
Husband and wife, what manner of mankind, 
But how you hold concerning this and that 
Other yet-unnamed actor in the piece. 

The young frank handsome courtly Canon, 
now, 

The priest, declared the lover of the wife, 

He who, no question, did elope with her, 385 
For certain bring the tragedy about, 

Giuseppe Caponsacchi;—his strange course 
r the matter, was it right or wrong or both ? 
Then the old couple, slaughtered with the wife 
By the husband as accomplices in crime, m 
Those Comparini, Pietro and his spouse,— 
What say you to the right or wrong of that, 
When, at a known name whispered through 
the door 

Of a lone villa on a Christmas night, 

It opened that the joyous hearts inside aw 
Might welcome as it were an angel-guest 
Come in Christas name to knock and enter, 
sup I 

And satisfy the loving ones he saved; | 

And so did welcome devils and their death ? 

I have been silent on that circumstance 400 
Although the couple paased for close of kin 1 
To wife and husband, were by some accounts I 
Pompilia’s very parents; you know best. j 
Also that infant the great joy was for, | 


That Gaetano, the wife’s two-weeks’ babe, 405 
The husband’s first-bom child, his son and 
heir, 

Whose birth and being turned his night to 
day— 

Why must the father kill the mother thus 
Because she lx>re his son and saved himself? 

Well, British Public, ye who like me not, 410 
(God love you !) and will have your proper 
laugh 

At the dark question, laugh it I I laugh first. 
Truth mast prevail, the proverb vows; and 
truth 

—Here is it all i’ the book at last, as first 
There it was all V the heads and hearts of 
Rome 419 

Gentle and simple, never to fall nor fede 
Nor be forgotten. Yet, a little while, 

The passage of a century or sp, 

Decads thrice five, and here’s time paid his tax, 
Oblivion gone home with her harvesting, 420 
And all left smooth again as scythe could 
shave. 

Far from beginning with you London folk, 

I took my book to Rome first, tried truth’s 
power 

On likely people. ‘ ‘ Have you met such names ? 
“ Is a tradition extant of such facts ? m 
“ Your law-flcourts stand, your records frown 
a-row : 

‘‘ What if I rove and mmmage ? ” “ —Why, 
you’ll waste 

** Your pains and end as wise as you began!” 
Everyone snickered : ** names and foots thus 
old m 

** Axe newer much than Europe news we find 
* ‘ Down in to-day’s Diario, Records, quotha? 
“Why, the French burned them, what else 
do the French ? 

“The rap-and-rending nation ! And it tells 
“Against the Church, no doubt,—another 
gird 484 

“At the Temporality, your Trial, of course?” 
“—Quite otherwise this time,” submitted I; 
“Clean for the Church and dead against the 
world, 

“ The fleshand the devil, does it tell for once. ” 
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** tarer and the happier S All thesame, 
Coat^t yoti with your treasure of a book, 44o 
‘‘And waive what’s wanting! Take a 
friend’s advice I 

“ It*$ not the custom of the country. Mend 
“Your ways indeed and we may stretch a 
point: 

“ Go get you manned by Manning and new- 
manned 

“By Newman and, mayhap, wise-manned 
to boot 44S 

“ By Wiseman, and we’ll see or else we won’t! 
“Thanks peantime for the storj’, long and 
strong, 

“ A pretty piece of narrative enough, 
“Which scarce ought so to drop out, one 
would think, 449 

* ‘ From the more curious annals of our kind. 
“ Do you tell the story, now, in off-hand style, 
“ Straight from the book ? Or simply here 
and there, 

“ (The while you vault it through the loose 
and large) 

“ Hang to a hint? Or is there book at all, 

“ And don’t you deal in poetiy, make-believe, 
“And the white lies it sounds like ?” 4stj 

Yes and no! 

From the book, yes; thence bit by bit I dug 
The lingot ^ truth, that memorable day, 
Assayed and knew my piecemeal gain was i 

gold,- 4«0 

Yes ; but from something else surpassing that. 
Something of mine which, mixed up with 
the mass, 

Made it bear hammer and be firm to file. 
Fancy with feet is just one fact the more ; 404 
To-wit, that fancy has informed, transpierced, 
Thiidded and so thrown fest the facts else free, 
As light through ring and ring runs the 
djereed ® 

And binds the loose, one bar without a break. 

I fused my live soul and that inert stuff, 
Befi>re attempting smithcraft, on the night m 

^ the same word as ingot; here= 

the solia mass of truth. 

^ an Arab spear. The allusion is 

to a anah^otts to tilting at a ring. 


After the day when,—truth thus grasped and 
gained,— 

The book was shut and done with and laid by 
On the cream-coloured massive agate, broad 
’Neath the twin cherubs in the tarnished frame 
O’ the mirror, tall thence to the ceiling-top. 475 
And from the reading, and that slab I leant 
My elbow on, the while I read and read, 

I turned, to free myself and find the world, 
And stepped out on the narrow terrace, built 
Over the street and opposite the church, 4 «<' 
And paced its lozenge-brickwork sprinkled 
cool; 

Because Felice-chiirch-side stretched, a-glow 
Through each square window fnngcd for 
festival, 

Whence came the clear voice of the cloistereS 
ones 

Chanting a chant made for midsummer 
nights— 495 

I know not what particular praise of (iod, 

It always came and went with J une. Beneath 
V the street, quick shown by openings of the 
sky 

When flame fell silently from cloud to cloud, 
Richer than that gold snow® Jove rained on 
Rhodes, 4»o 

The townsmen walked by twos and threes, 
and talked. 

Drinking the blackness in default of air— 

A busy human sense beneath my feet; 

While in and out the terrace-plants, and round 
One branch of tall datura, waxed and waned 
The lamp-fly lured there, wanting the white 
flower. 496 

Over the roof o’ the lighted church I looked 
ijUj^wshot to the street’s end, north away 
Out of the Roman gate to the Roman road 
By the river, till I felt the Apennine. aoo 
And there would lie Arezzo,^ the man’s town, 
The woman’s trap and cage and torture-place, 
Also the stage where the priest played his part, 
A spectacle for angels,--ay, indeed, 

There lay Arezzo I Farther then I fered, #06 

* Thai gold snow .* the shower of gold in 
which Jove visited Dana^f. 

* AroMMo: in Tuscany, about 40 miles south- 
of Florettce, 
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Feeling my way on through the hot and dense, 
Homeward, until I found the wayside inn 
By Castelnuovo’s few mean hut-like homes 
Huddled together on the hill-fbot bleak. 
Bare, broken only by that tree or two sio 
Against the sudden bloody splendour poured 
Cursewise in day’s departure by the sun 
O’er the low house-roof of that squalid inn 
Where they three, for the first time and the 

last, 514 

Husband and wife and priest, met face to face. 
Whence I went on again, the end was near, 
Step by step, missing none and marking all, 
Till Rome itself, the ghastly goal, I reached. 
Why, all the while,—^how could it otherwise?— 
The life in me alxilished the death of things. 
Deep calling unto deep : as then and there 521 
Acted itself over again once more 
The tragic piece. I saw with my own eyes 
In Florence as I trod the terrace, breathed 
The beauty and the fearfulness of night, 525 
How it had run, this round from Rome to 
Rome— 

Because, you are to know, they lived at Rome, 
Pompilia’s parents, as they thought them¬ 
selves, 

Two pCM 3 r ignoble hearts who did their best 
Part God’s way, part the other way than 
God’s, 530 

To somehow make a shift and scramble through 
The world’s mud, careless if it splashed and 
spoiled, 

Provided they might so hold high, keep clean 
Their child’s soul, one soul white enough for 
three, 

And lift it to whatever star should stoop, 6 S 6 
What possible sphere of purer life than theirs 
Should come in aid of whiteness hard to save. 
I saw the star stoop, that they strained to 
touch, 

And did touch and depose their treasure on, 
As Guido Franceschini took away 540 

Pompilia to be his for evermore, 

While they sang ** Now let us depart in peace, 
Having beheld thy glory, Guido’s wife !” 

I saw the star supposed, but fog o* the fen. 
Gilded star-feshion by a glint from hell ; 545 
Having been heaved up, haled on its gross way, 


9 

By hands unguessed before, invisible help 
From a dark brotherhood, and specially 
Two obscure goblin creatures, fox-faced this, 
Cat-clawed the other, called his next of kin m 
By Guido the main monster,—cloaked and 
caped, 

Making as they were piiests, to mock God 
more,— 

Abate Paul, Canon Girolamo. 

These who had rolled the starlike pest to Rome 
And stationed it to suck up and absorb 555 
The sweetness of Pompilia, rolled again 
That bloated bubble, with her soul inside, 
l$ack to Arezzo and a palace there— 

Or say, a fissure in the honest earth 
Whence long ago had curled the vapour first, 
Blown big by nether fires to appal day: 661 

It touched home, broke, and blasted far and 
wide. 

I saw the cheated couple find the cheat 
And guess what foul rite they were captured 
for,— 

Too fain to follow over hill and dale m 
That child of theirs caught up thus in the cloud 
And carried by the Prince o* the Power of 
the Air 

Whither he would, to wilderness or sea. 

I saw them, in the potency of fear, 

Break somehow through the satyr-family m 
(For a grey mother with a monkey-mien. 
Mopping and mowing, was apparent too, 

As, confident of capture, all look hands 
And danced about the captives in a ring) 

—Saw them break throt^h, breathe safe, at 
Rome again, b 75 

Saved by tlie selfish instinct, losing so 
Their loved one left with haters. These I saw, 
In recrudescency of baffled hate, 

Prepare to wring the uttermost revenge 
From body and soul thus left them : all was 
sure, ’ #80 

Fire laid and cauldron set, the obscene ring 
traced, 

The victim stripped and prostrate: what of 
God? 

The cleaving of a cloud, a cry, a emsh* 
Quenched lay their cauldron^ i’ the 

dust the crew. 
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CNit ttgalti sprai}g the young good beauteous 
IMdest 

Beadng away the lady in his arms, 

Saved for a splendid minute and no more. 
For, whom i’ the path did that priest come 
upon. 

He and the poor lost lady lx>me so brave, 69 o 
—Checking the song of praise in me, had else 
Swelled to the full for God*s will done on 
earth— 

Whom but a dusk misfeatured messenger. 

No other than the angel of this life, m 
Whose care is lest men see too much at once. 
He made the sign, such God-glimpse must 
suffice, 

Nor prejudice the Prince the Power of the 
Air, 

Whose ministration pies us overhead 
What we call, first, earth’s roof and, last, 
heaven’s floor. 

Now grate o’ the trap, then outlet of the 
cage: 6 oo 

So took the lady, left the priest alone, 

And once more canopied the world with 
black. 

But through the blackness I saw Rome again, 
And where a solitary villa stood 
In a lone garden-quarter : it was eve, m 
The Jiecond of the year, and oh so cold ! 

Ever and anon there flittered through the air 
A snow-flake, and a scanty couch of snow 
Crusted the grass-walk and the garden-mould. 
All was grave, silent, sinister,—when, ha ? eio 
Ghinmeringiy did a pack of were-wolves pad 
The snow, those flames were Guido’s eyes in 
ftont. 

And all five found and footed it, the track, 
To where a threshold-streak of warmth and 
light 

Betrayed the villa-door with life inside, 015 
While an inch outside were those blood- 
bright eyes. 

And blacklips wrinkling o’er the flash of teeth, 
And tongues that lolled—Oh God that madest 
nkan I 

{Milqwd in their language. Then one 

wUned— 


That was the policy and master-stroke*— m 
Deep in his throat whispered what seemed a 
name— 

“ Open to Caponsacchi! ” Guido cried; 

** Gabriel I ” cried Lucifer at Eden-gate. 
Wide as a heart, opened the door at once, 
Showing the joyous couple, and their child m 
The two-weeks’ mother, to the wolves, the 
wolves 

To them. Close eyes! And when the 
corpses lay 

Stark-stretched, and those the wolves, their 
wolf-work done, 

Were safe-embosomed by the night again, 

1 knew a necessary change in things; m 
As when the worst watch of the night gives way, 
And there comes duly, to take cognizance, 
The scrutinizing eye-point of some star—^ 
And who despairs of a new daybreak now ? 
Ijy, the first ray protnided on those five J m 
It reached them, and each felon writhed 
transfixed 

Awhile they palpitated on the spear 
Motionless over Tophet: stand or fall ? 

“I say, the spear should fall—should stand, 
I say! ” 

Cried the world come to judgment, granting 
grace «40 

Or dealing doom according to world’s wont, 
Those world’s-bystanders grouped on Rome’s 
cross-road 

At prick and summons of the primal curse 
Which bids man love as well as make a lie. 
There prattled they, discoursed the right and 
wrong, 

Turned wrong to right, proved wolves sheep 
ii>%nd sheep wolves, 

So that you scarce distinguished fell from 
fleece; 

Till out spoke a great guardian of the fold, 
Stood up, put forth his hand that held the crook, 
And motioned that the arrested point de¬ 
cline : ««> 

Horribly off, the wriggling dead-weight reeled, 
Rushed to the bottom and lay ruined there. 
Though still at the pit’s mouth, despite the 
smoke 

O’ the buwfiug, taitiers turned again to talk 
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And tfim the Imhuace, and detect at least m 
A touch of wolf in what showed whitest sheep, 
A cross of sheep redeeming the whole wolf,— 
Vex truth a little longer;—less and less, 
Because years came and went, and more and 
more 

Brought new lies with them to be loved in 
turn. 680 

Till all at once the memory of the thing,— 
The fact that, wolves or sheep, such creatures 
were,— 

Which hitherto, however men supposed, 

Had somehow plain and pillar-like prevailed 
r the midst of them, indisputably feet, 686 
Granite, time’s tooth should grate against, 
not graze,— 

Why, this proved sandstone, friable, fest to dy 
And give its grain away at wish o’ the wind. 
Ever and ever more diminutive, 

Base gone, shaft lost, only entablature, m 
Dwindled into no bigger than a Ixxik, 

Lay of the column ; and that little, left 
By the roadside ’mid the ordure, shiirds and 
weeds. 

Until I haply, wandering that lone way, 
Kicked it up, turned it over, and recognifed, 
For all the crumblemenl, this alxicus,^ 67 « 
This square old yellow l)ook,—could calculate 
By this the lost proportions of the style. 

This was it from, my fancy with those fects, 

I used to tell the tale, turned gay to grave, m 
But lacked a listener seldom ; such alloy. 
Such substance of me interfused the gold 
Which, wrought into a shapely ring therewith, 
Hammered and filed, fingered and favoured, 
last 

I.ay ready for the renovating wash «8 

O’ the water. “ How much of the tale was 
true?” 

I disap{)eared; the book grew all in all; 

The lawyers* pleadings swelled back to their 
size,— 

Doubled in two, the crease u|X)n them yet, 
For more commodity of carriage, see!— «90 

^ the upper part of the capital of 

a pillar, on which the architrave rests. In its 
earliest forms it is generally square in shape. 


And these are letters, veritable fleets 
That brought posthaste the news to Flor¬ 
ence, writ 

At Rome the day Count Guido died, we find. 
To stay the craving of a client there, 

Who Vx)und the same and so produced my 
book. m 

Lovers of dead truth, did ye fere the worse ? 
Ixjvers of live truth, found ye false my tale? 

Well, now j there’s nothing in nor out o’ the 
world 

Good except truth: yet this, the something else, 
What’s this then, which proves good yet 
seems untrue ? too 

This that I mixed with truth, motions of mine 
Thai quickened, made the inertness malleo- 
lable 

O’ the gold was not mine,—what’s your 
name for this ? 

Arc means to the end, themselves in part the 
end? 

Is fiction which makes fact alive, fact too ? 706 
The somehow may l>e thishow. 

I find first 

Writ down for very A B C of fact, 

“ In the Ixjginning Ciod made heaven and 
earth ; ” too 

From which, no matter w^ith what lisp, I spell 
And speak^ou out a consequence—that man, 
Man,—as l)efits the made, the inferior thing,— 
Purposed, since made, to grow, not make in 
turn, 

Yet forced to try and make, else fail to grow, — 
Formed to rise, reach at, if not grasp and 
gain m 

The gcxxi beyond him,—which attempt is 
giowth,— 

Repeats God’s process in man’s due degree, 
Attaining man’s proportionate result,— 
Creates, no, but resuscitates, perhaps. 
Inalienable, the arch-prerogative tsd 

Which turns thought, act—conceives, ex¬ 
presses too! 

No less, man, bounded, yearning to be free, 
May so project his surplusage of soul 
In search of body, so add self to self 
By owning what lay ownerless before,— m 
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So find, so fill fiill, so appropriate forms — 
Thati although nothing which had never life 
get life from him, be, not having been. 
Yet, something dead may get to live again, 
Something with too much life or not enough, 
Which, either way imperfect, ended once i 78 i 
An end whereat man’s impulse intervenes, 
Makes new beginning, starts the dead alive, 
Completes the incomplete and saves the thing. 
Man’s breath were vain to light a virgin 
wick,— 786 

Half-bumed-out, all but quite-quenched wicks 
o’ the lamp 

Stationed for temple-service on this earth, 
These indeed let him breathe on and relume! 
For such man’s feat is, in the due degree, 

—Mimic creation, galvanism for life, 740 
But still a glory portioned in the scale. 

Why did the mage say,—feeling as we are 
wont 

For truth, and stopping midway short of truth. 
And resting on a lie,—“ I raise a ghost ” ? 

“ Because,” he taught adepts, “ man makes 
not man. 746 

“ Yet by a special gift, an art of arts, 

** More insight and more outsight and much 
more 

‘‘Will to use both of these than Ixmst my 
mates, 

I can detach from me, commission forth ! 
* ‘ Half of my soul; which in its pilgrimage 76 o 
‘^O’er old unwandered waste ways of the 
world, 

“ May chance upon some fragment of a whole, 
** Rag of flesh, scrap of bone in dim disuse, 
“Smoking flax that fed fire once: prompt 
therein 764 

“ I enter, spark-like, put old powers to play, 
“ Push lines out to the limit, lead forth last 
“ (By a moonrise through a ruin of a crypt) 
“What shall be mistily seen, mmrmuringly 
heard, 

“ Mistakenly Mt: then write my name with 
Faust’s I” 

Ohi Faust, why Faust? Was not Elisha 
once?^ 790 

Who hade them lay his staf on a corpse-fece. 
Thef e was no voioe^ no hearing: he went in 


Therefore, and shut the door upon them twain, 
And prayed unto the Lord: and he went 
up 7«4 

And lay upon the corpse, dead on the couch, 
And put his mouth upon its mouth, his eyes 
Upon its eyes, his hands upon its hands. 

And stretched him on the flesh; the flesh 
waxed warm: 

And he returned, walked to and fio the house, 
And went up, stretched him on the flesh again, 
And the eyes opened. ’Tis a credible feat 771 
With the right man and way. 

Enough of me ! 

The Book ! I turn its medicinable leaves 
In London now till, as in Florence erst, 776 
A spirit laughs and leaps through every limb, 
And lights my eye, and lifts me by the hair. 
Letting me have my will again with these 
— How title I the dead alive once more ? 

Count Guido Franceschini the Aretine, 7«o 
Descended of an ancient house, though poor, 
A beak-nosed bushy-bearded black-haired 
lord. 

Lean, [>allid, low of stature yet robust, 

Fifty yeiirs old,—having four years ago 
Married Pompilia Comparini, young, 786 
Good, beautiful, at Rome, where she was born, 
And brought her to Arezzo, where they lived 
Unhappy lives, whatever curse the cause,— 
This husljand, taking four accomplices, 
Followed tliiswifeto Rome, where she was fled 
From their Arezzo to find peace again, 7 »i 
In convoy, eight months earlier, of a priest, 
Aretine also, of still nobler birth, 

Giuseppe Caponsacchi,—caught her there 
in a villa on a Christmas night, 796 

Wth only Pietro and Violante by, 

Both her putative parents; killed the three. 
Aged, they, seventy each, and she, seventeen, 
And, two weeks since, the mother of his Imbe 
First-bom and heir to what the style was 
worth 600 

O’ the Guido who determined, dared and did 
This deed just as he purposed point by point 
Then, bent upon escape, but hotly pressed, 
And captured withhisco-matesthatsamenight, 
He, brought to trial, stood on this defence--* 
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Injury to his honour caused the act; m 
And since his wife was fcilse, (as manifest 
By flight from home in such companionship,) 
Death, punishment deserved of the feJse wife 
And Pithless parents who abetted her sio 
r the flight aforesaid, wronged nor God nor 
man. 

Nor false she, nor yet faithless they,^’ replied 
The accuser; “cloaked and masked this 
murder glooms; 

“ True was Pompilia, loyal too the pair ; 8i4 
* ‘ Out of the man’s own heart a monster curled 
“Which—crime coiled with connivancy at 
crime— 

“His victim’s breast, he tells you, hatched 
and reared; 

‘ ‘ U ncoil we and stretch stark the worm ofhell! ” 
A month the trial swayed this way and that 
Ere judgment settled down on Guido’s 
guilt; 830 

Then was the Pope, that gcxxl Twelfth 
Innocent, 

Appealed to: who well weighed what went 
before, 

Affirmed the guilt and gave the guilty doom. 

Let this old woe step on the stage again ! 

Act itself o’er anew for men to judge, m 
Not by the very sense aiul sight indeed— 
(Which take at best imjKirfect cognizance. 
Since, how heart moves brain, and how lx)th 
move hand, 

Wliat mortal ever in entirety saw ?) 

—No dose of purer truth than man digests, 830 
But truth with falsehood, milk that feeds him 
now, 

Ntjt strong meat he may get to bear someday— 
To-wil, by voices we call evidence, 

Uproar in the echo, live iket deadened down, 
Talked over, bruited abrorwl, whispered away, 
Yet helping us to all we seem to hear: m 
For how else know we save by worth of word ? 

Here are the voices presently shall sound 
In due succession. First, the world’s outcry 
Around the rush and ripple of any fact wo 
Fallen stonewise, plumb on the smooth iace 
of things; 


The world’s guess, as it crowds the bank o’ 
the pool, 

At what were figure and substance, by their 
splash: 

Then, by vibrations in the general mind, 

At depth of deed already out of reach. m 
This threefold murder of the day before,— 
Say, Half-Rome’s feel after the vanished 
truth ; 

Honest enough, as the way is: all the same, 
Harbouring in the centre of its sense 
A hidden germ of failure, shy but sure, m 
To neutralize that honesty and leave 
That feel for truth at feult, as the way is too. 
Some prepossession such as starts amiss, 

By but a hair’s breadth at the shoulder-blade, 
The arm o’ the feeler, dip he ne’er so bold ; 
So leads arm waveringly, lets fall wide 866 
O’ the mark its finger, sent to find and fix 
Truth at the bottom, that deceptive speck. 
With this Half-Rome,—the source of swerv¬ 
ing, call 

Over-belief in Guido’s right and wrong m 
Rather than in I’ompilia’s wrong and right: 
Who shall say how, who shall say why ? ’Tis 
there — 

The instinctive theorizing whence a feet 
l/ooks to the eye as the eye likes the look. 
Gossip in a public place, a sample-speech, m 
Some worrtiy, with his pievious hint to find 
A husljand's side the safer, and no whit 
Aware he is not riiacus ^ the while,— 

How such an one supposes and states feet 
To whosoever of a multitude aro 

Will listen, and perhaps prolong thereby 
The not-unpleasant flutter at the breast, 

Born of a certain spectacle shut in 
By the church I^>renzo opposite. So, they 
lounge 

Midway the mouth o’ the street, on Corso 
side, 878 

’Twixt palace Fiano and palace Ruspoli, 
Linger and listen; keeping clear o’ the crowd, 
Yet wishful one could lend that crowd erne’s 
eyes, 

* ^acm: the colleague of Minos and Rha- 
damanthus as judge of the nether world; hence 
a type of impartiality. 
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So so fill fijill, so apfKopriate forms— 
Thai, s^tliough nothing which had never life 
Shall get life from him, be, not having been, 
Yet, something dead may get to live again, 
Somethii^ with too much life or not enough, 
Which, either way imperfect, ended once : 78 i 
An end whereat man’s impulse intervenes, 
Makes new beginning, starts the dead alive, 
Completes the incomplete and saves the thing. 
Man’s breath were vain to light a \irgin 
wick,— 786 

Half-bumed-out, all but quite-quenched wicks 
o’ the lamp 

Stationed for temple-service on this earth, I 
These indeed let him breathe on and relume! 
For such man’s feat is, in the due degree, 

—Mimic creation, galvanism for life, 740 
But still a glory portioned in the scale. 

Why did the mage say,—feeling as we are 
wont 

For truth, and stopping midway short of truth, 
And resting on a he,—** I raise a ghost ” ? 
“Because,” he taught adepts, “man makes 
not man. 746 

“ Yet by a special gift, an art of arts, 

“ More insight and more outsight and much 
more 

•‘Will to use both of these than boast my 
mates, 

“I can detach from me, commission forth 
“ Half of my soul; which in its pilgrimj^je reo 
“O’er old unwandered waste ways of the 
world, 

“ May chance upon some fragment of a whole, 
“ Rag of flesh, scrap of bone in dim disuse, 
Smoking flax that fed fire once: prompt 
therein 754 

I enter, spark-like, put old powers to play, 
“ Rush lines out to the limit, lead forth last 
“ (By a moonrise through a ruin of a crypt) 
**What shall be mistily seen, murmurtngly 
heard, 

“ Mistakenly felt: then write my name with 
Faust’s 1 ” 

Oh, Faust, why Faust? Was not Elisha 

once?-*- 790 

Who bade them lay his stafi* on a coip5e-&ce. 
There iKaa no voice, no hearing: he went in 


Therefore, and shut the door upon them twain, 
And prayed unto the Lord: and he went 
up 784 

And lay upon the corpse, dead on the couch, 
And put his mouth upon its mouth, his eyes 
Upon its eyes, his hands upon its hands, 

And stretched him on the flesh; the flesh 
waxed warm: 

And he returned, walked to and fro the house, 
And went up, stretched him on the flesh again, 
And the eyes opened. ’Tis a credible feat 77i 
With the right man and way. 

Enough of me ! 

The Book ! I turn its medicinable leaves 
In London now till, as in Florence erst, 776 
A spirit laughs and leaps through every limb, 
And lights my eye, and lifts me by the hair, 
Letting me have my will again with these 
—How title I the dead alive once more ? 

Count Guido Franceschini the Aretine, 790 
Descended of an ancient house, though poor, 
A l^eak-nosed bushy-bearded black-haired 
lord, 

Lean, pallid, low of stature yet robust, 

Fifty years old,—having four years ago 
Married Porapilia Comparini, young, m 
Good, beautiful, at Rome, where she was lx>rn, 
And brought her to Arezzo, where they lived 
Unhappy lives, whatever curse the cause,— 
This husljand, taking four accomplices, 
Followed this wife to Rome, where shewasfied 
From their Arezzo to find peace again, m 
In convoy, eight months earlier, of a priest, 
Aretine also, of still nobler birth, 

Giuseppe Caponsacchi,—caught her there 
(^et in a villa on a Christmas night, 7 s& 
’mth only Pietro and Violante by, 

Both her putative parents; killed the three, 
Aged, they, seventy each, and she, seventeen, 
And, two weeks since, the mother of his babe 
First-born and heir to what the style was 
worth 800 

I O’ the Guido who determined, dared and did 
I This deed just as he purposed point by point. 
Then, bent upon escape, but hotly pressed, 
And captured with his co-mates that samenight, 
He, brought to trial, stood on this defence— 
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Injury to his honour caused the act ; m 
And since his wife was &]se, (as manifest 
By Eight from home in such companionship,) 
E>eath, punishment deserved of the false wife 
And fiiithless parents who abetted her sio 
r the flight aforesaid, wronged nor God nor 
man* 

** Nor felse she, nor yet faithless they,” replied 
The accuser; “ cloaked and masked this 
murder glooms; 

“ True was Pompilia, loyal too the pair ; 8 i 4 
“ Out of the man’s own heart a monster curled 
“Which—crime coiled with connivancy at 
crime— 

“ His victim’s breast, he tells you, hatched 
and reared; 

‘ ‘ U ncoil we and stretch stark the worm ofhell! ” 
A month the trial swayed this way and that 
h>e judgment settled down on Guido’s 
guilt; 820 

Then was the Pope, that good Twelfth 
Innocent, | 

Appealed to: who well weighed what went 
l)efore, 

Affirmed the guilt and gave the guilty doom. 

Let this old woe step on the stjige again ! 

Act itself o’er anew for men to judge, sso 
Not by the very sense and sight indeed— 
(Winch take at best iinfKirfect cognizance, 
Since, how heart moves brain, and how both 
move hand, 

What mortal ever in entirety saw ?) 

—No dose of puior truth than man digests, sso 
But truth with falsehood, milk that feeds him 
now, 

Not strong meat he may get to bear someday— 
To-wit, by voices we call evidence, 

Uproar in the echo, live fact deadened down, 
Talked over, bruited abroad, whispered away, 
Yet helping us to all we seem to hear ; m 
For how else know we save by worth of word ? 

Here are the voices presently shall sound 
In due succession. First, the world’s outcry 
Around the rush and ripple of any fact sw 

Fallen stonewise, plumb on the smooth fece 
of things; 


The world’s guess, as it crowds the bonk o’ 
the pool, 

At what were figure and substance, by their 
splash: 

Then, by vibrations in the general mind. 

At depth of deed already out of reach. m 
This threefold murder of the day before,— 
Say, Half-Rome’s feel after the vanished 
truth; 

Honest enough, as the way is : iUl the same, 
Harbouring in the centre of its sense 
A hidden germ of failure, shy Init sure, 880 
To neutralize that honesty and leave 
That feel for truth at fault, as the way is too. 
Some prepossession such as starts amiss, 

By but a hair’s breadth at the shoulder-blade, 
The arm o’ the feeler, dip he ne’er so bold; 
So leads arm waveringly, lets fell wide sm 
O’ the mark its finger, sent to find and fix 
Truth at the bottom, that deceptive speck. 
With this Half-Rome,—the source of swerv¬ 
ing, call 

Over-l>elief in Guido’s right and wrong turn 
Rather than in Pompilia’s wrong and right; 
Who shall say how, who shall say why? ’Tis 
there— 

The instinctive theorizing whence a fact 
IxK^ks to the eye as the eye likes the look. 
Gossip in a public place, a sample-speech, sea 
Some wofthy, with his previous hint to find 
A husband’s side tlie safer, and no whit 
Aware he is not ^'Facus ^ the while,— 

How such an one supposes and states fact 
To w hosoever of a multitude sro 

Will listen, and perhaps prolong thereby 
The not-unpleasant flutter at the breast, 

Born of a certain sj^ectacle shut in 
By the church Lorenzo opposite. So, they 
lounge 

Midway the mouth o’ the street, on Corso 
side, 875 

’Twixt palace Fiano and palace Ruspoli, 
Linger and listen; keeping clear o’ the crowd, 
Yet wishful one could lend that crowd one’s 
eyes, 

1 Macus: the colleague of Minos and Rha- 
damanthus as judge of the nether world; hence 
a type of impartisdity. 
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tubemi is its pli^e of squint) 

AM nsfike hourts beat our time that flutter 
Mse: seo 

—^All for the truth’s sake, mere truth, nothing 
else I 

How Half-Rome found for Guido much 
excuse. 

Next, from Rome’s other half, the opposite 
feel 

For truth with a like swerve, like unsuccess,— 
Or if success, by no skill but more luck ass 
This time, through siding rather with the wife, 
Because a fancy-fit inclined that way. 

Than with the husband. One wears drab, j 
one pink; 

Who wears pink, ask him Which shall win 
the race, m 

** Of coupled runners like as egg and egg ? ’’ i 
«< —Why, if I must choose, he with the pink | 
scarf” 

Doubtless for some such reason choice fell 
here. 

A fuece of public talk to correspond 
At the next st^e of the story; just a day 
Let pass and new day brings the proper 
change. m 

Another sample-speech i’ the market-place 
O’ die Barberini by the Capucins ; 

Where the old Triton, at his fountam-sport, 
Bernini’s creature plated to the paps, 

Puis up steel sleet which breaks to diamond 
dust, 900 

A spray of sparkles snorted from his conch, 
High over the caritellas, out o’ the way 
O’ the motley merchandizing multitude. 

Our murder has been done three days ago, 
The foost is over and gone, the south wind 
laughs, 

AM, to the very tiles of each red roof 
A*$moke i* the sunshine, Rome lies gold and 
glad: 

So» J^en how, to the other half of Rome, 
BofnlMlia seemed a saint and martyr )x>th ! 

thhUf Ipfit another day let come and go, »io 
prelusive still of novelty, 

Hcaf speaker 1—mrither this nor that 


Half-Rome aforesaid; something bred of 
both: 

One and one breed the inevitable three. 

Such is the personage harangues you next; sis 
The elaborated product, tertium quid: 
Rome’s first commotion in subsidence gives 
The curd o’ the cream, flower o’ the wheat, 
as it were, 

And finer sense o’ the city. Is this plain ? 
You get a reasoned statement of the case, m 
Eventual verdict of the curious few 
Who care to sift a business to the bran 
Nor coarsely bolt it like the simpler sort. 
Here, after ignorance, instruction speaks; 
Here, clarity of candour, history’s soul, m 
The critical mind, in short: no gossip-guess. 
What the superior social section thinks, 

In person of some man of quality 
Who,—breathing musk from lace-work and 
brocade, 

His solitaire amid the flow of frill, m 

Powdered peruke on nose, and hag at back, 
And cane dependent from the ruffled wrist,— 
Harangues in silvery and selectest phrase 
’Neath waxlight in a glorified saloon 
Where mirrors multiply the girandole : ^ m 
('ourting the approbation of no mob, 

But Emmence This and Ail-Illustrious That 
Whe take snuff softly, range in well-bred 
nng, 

Card-table-quitters for observance* sake, 
Around the argument, the rational word— mo 
S till, spite its weight and worth, a sample- 
speech. 

How Quality dissertated on the case. 

So#much for Rome and rumour; smoke 
comes first: 

Once let smoke rise untroubled, we descry 
Clearlier what tongues of flame may spire 
and spit m 

To eye and car, each with appropriate tinge 
According to its food, or pure or foul. 

The actors, no mere rumours of the act. 
Intervene. First you hear Count Guido’s voice, 
In a small chamber that adjoins the court, m 

1 Oimnd&k: a branched candlestick. 
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Where Governor and Judges, summoned 
thence, 

Tommati, Venturini and the rest, 

Find the accused ripe for declaring truth. 
Soft-cushioned sits he; yet shifts seat, shirks 
touch, 

As, with a twitchy brow and wincing lip m 
And cheek that changes to all kinds of white, 
He proffers his defence, in tones subdued 
Neartomock-mildnessnow, so mournful seems 
The obtuser sense truth fails to satisfy; 

Now, moved, from pathos at the wrong 
endured, 900 

To passion ; for the natural man is roused 
At fools who first do wrong then pour the 
blame 

Of their wrong-doing, Satan-like, on Job. 
Also his tongue at times is hard to curb ; 
Incisive, nigh satiric bites the phrase, m 
Kough-raw, yet somehow claiming privilege 
—It is so hard for shrewdness to admit 
Folly means no harm when she calls black 
white I 

—Eruption momentary at the most, 

Modified forthwith by a fall o’ the fire, 970 
Sage acquiescence ; for the world’s the world, 
And, what it errs in, Judges rectify : 
lie feels he has a fist, then folds his arms 
Crosswise and makes his mind up to be meek. 
And never once does he detach his eye m 
From those ranged there to slay him or tosavc, 
liut does his best man’s-service for himself, 
Despite,—what twitches brow and makes 
lip wince,— 

His limW late taste of what was called the Cord, 
Or Vigil-torture more facetiously. m 

Even so; they were wont to lease the truth 
Out of loth witness (toying, trifling lime) 

By torture; ’twas a trick, a vice of the age, 
Here, there and everywhere, what would you 
have? 

Religion used to tell Humanity m 

She gave him warrant or denied him course. 
And since tbecoursewasmuch to his own mind, 
Of pinching flesh and pulling bone firom bone 
To unhusk truth a-hiding in its hulls. 

Nor whisper of a warning stopped the w-^ay, 090 
He, in their joint behalf, the burly slave, 


Bestirred him, mauled and maimed all 
recusants, 

While, prim in place, Religion overlooked ; 
And so had done till doomsday, never a sign 
Nor sound of interference from her mouth, m 
But that at last the burly slave wiped brow, 
I.et eye give notice as if soul were there, 
Muttered ^^’Tis a vile trick, foolish moie 
than vile, 

“Should have been counted sin; I make it so: 
“At any rate no more of it for me— looo 

“Nay, for I break the torture-engine thus !” 
Then did Religion start up, stare amain. 
Look round for help and see none, smile 
and say 

“ What, broken is the rack ? Well doneofthee! 
“ Did I forget to abre^ate its use? looe 
“ Be the mistake in common with us both ! 

“ — One more fault our blind age shall answer 
for, 

“Down in my hook denounced though it 
must lx? 

“ Somewhere. Henceforth find truth by 
milder means! ” 

Ah but, Religion, did we wait for thee 1010 
To ope the book, that serves to sit upon, 
And pick such place out, we should wait 
indeed ! 

That IS ail history : and what is not now, 
Was then,'defendants found it to their cost. 
How Guido, after being tortured, spoke. 101s 

Also hear Caponsacchi who comes next, 

Man and priest—could you comprehend the 
coil !— 

In days when that was rife which now is rare. 
How, mingling each its multifarious wires, 
Now heaven, now earth, now heaven and 
earth at once, losw 

Had plucked at and perplexed their puppet 
here, 

Played off the young fiank personable priest; 
Sworn fast and tonsured plain heaven’s celibate, 
And yet earth’s clear-accepted servitor, 

A courtly spiritual Cupid, squire of dames im 
By law of love and mandate of the mode. 
The Church’s own, or why parade her seal, 
Wherefore that chrism and consecrative work? 
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vediy the world’s, or why go badged 
A prince of sonneteers and lutanists,^ loso 
Show colour of each vanity in vogne 
Borne with deconua due on blameless breast ? 
All that is changed now, as he tells the court 
How he had played the part excepted at; 
Tells it, moreover, now the second time: loso 
Since, for his cause of scandal, his own share 
F the flight from home and husband of the wife, 
He has been censured, punished in a sort 
By relegation,—exile, we should say. 

To a short distance for a little time,— io4o 

Whence he is summoned on a sudden now, 
Informed that she, he thought to save, is lost, 
And, in a breath, bidden re-tell his tale, 
Since the first telling somehow missed effect, 
And then advise in the matter. There stands 
he, 1040 

While the same grim black-panelled chamber 
blinks 

As though rubbed shiny with the sins of Rome 
Told the same oak for ages—wave-washed 
wall 

Against which sets a sea of wickedness, loie 
Hicre, where you yesterday heard Guido speak, 
Speaks Caponsacchi j and there face him too 
Tommati, Venturini and the rest 
Who, eight months earlier, scarce impressed 
the smile, 

Forewent the wink ; waived recognition so 
Of peccadillos incident to youth, im 

Especially youth high-born; for youth means 
love, 

Vows can’t change nature, priests are only men. 
And love likes stiatagcm and subterfuge 
Which age, that once was youth, should 
recognise, im 

May blame, but needs not |Mress too hard upon. 
Here sit the old Judges then, but with no grace 
Of reverend carriage, magisterial port: 

For why? The accused of eight months 
since,—the same 

Who cut the conscious figure of a fool, 
Changed countenance, dropped bashful gaze 
to ground, im 

While hesitating for on answer then,-— 

t player on the lute. 


Now is grown judge himself, terrifies now 
This, now the other culprit called a judge, 
Whose turn it is to stammer and look strange, 
As he speaks rapidly, angrily, speech that 
smites: roTO 

And they keep silence, bear blow after blow, 
Because the seeming-solitary man, 

Speaking for God, may have an audience too, 
Invisible, no discreet judge provokes. 

How the priest Caponsacchi said his say. tors 

Then a soul sighs its lowest and its last 
After the loud ones,—so much breath remains 
Unused by the four-days’-dying; for she lived 
Thus long, miraculously long, ’twas thought, 
Just that Ifompilia might defend herself, loso 
How, while the hireling and the alien stoop, 
Comfort, yet question,—since the time is brief. 
And folk, allowably inquisitive, 

Encircle the low pallet where she lies i 064 
In the good house that helps the poor to die,— 
Pompilia tells the story of her life. 

For friend and lover,—leech and man of law 
Do service ; busy helpful ministrants 
As varied in their calling as their mind, im 
Temper and age : and yet from all of these, 
Alx)ut the white l)ed under the arched roof, 
Is somehow, as it were, evolved a one,— 
Small separate sympathies comlnned and large, 
Nothings that were, grown something very 
much: * 

As if the I bystanders gave each his straw, io»6 
All he had, though a trifle in itself, 

Which, plaited all together, made a Cross 
Fit to die looking on and praying with, 

Just as well as if ivory or gold. 

the common kindliness she speaks, iioo 
There being scarce more privacy at the last 
For mind than body; but she is used to bear, 
And only unused to the brotherly look. 

How she endeavoured to explain her life. 

Then, since a Trial ensued, a touch o’ the same 
To sober us, flustered with frothy talk, iioe 
And teach our common sense its helplessness. 
For why deal simply with divining-rod, 
Scrape where we ftuicy secret sources flow, 
And ignore law, the recognized machine, ma 
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Eklx^ale display of pipe and wheel 
Framed to uncboke, p«mp up and pour apace 
Truth till a flowery foam shall wash the world? 
The patent truth-extracting process^—ha ? 
Let us make that grave mystery turn one wheel, 
Give you a single grind of law at least I iiifi 
One orator, of two on either side, 

Shall teach us the puissance of the tongue 
—That is, o’ the pen which simulated tongue 
On pajXT and saved all except the sound nao 
Which never was. I^w’s sj)eech l)eside law’s 
thought ? 

That w^ere too stunning, too immense an odds: 
Tlmt point of vantage law lets nol)ly pass. 
One lawyer shall admit us to }>ehold 
The manner of the making out a case, iiss 
First fiisluon of a speech ; the chick in egg, 
The masterpiece law’s i)osom incul)atcs. 

1 low Don (iiacinlo of the Arcangeli, 

Called Procurator of the Poor at Rome, 

Now advocate for (iuido and his mates,— iiso 
The jolly leanted man of middle age, 

Cheek and jowl all in Iai>s with fat and law, 
Mirthful as mighty, yet, as great hecirts use, 
Despite thename and fame that tempt our flesh. 
Constant to that devotion of the hearth, luw 
Still captive in those dear domestic ties !— 
How he*—having a cause to triumph with, 
All kind of interests to keep intact, 

More than one efficacious personage 
To tranquillize, condliate and secure, n40 
And above all, public anxiety 
To quiet, show its Guido in gcKxl hands,— 
Also, as if such burdens were too light, 

A certain family-feast to claim his care, 

The birthday-lianquet for the only son— 1145 
Paternity at smiling strife with law— 

How he brings lioth to buckle in one l)ond ; 
And, thick at throat, with waterish under- 
eye, 

Turns to his task and settles in his seat 1149 
And puts his utmost means in practice now: 
Wheezes out law-phrase, whiffles Latin forth. 
And, just as though roast lamb would never 

Makes logic levigate ^ the big crime small: 

^ LevigaU: make light, 
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Rubs palm on palm, rakes foot with itchy 
foot. 

Conceives and inchoates the argument, im 
Sprinkling each flower appropriate to the 
time, 

—Ovidian quip or Ciceronian crank, 
A-bubble in the larynx while he laughs, 

As he had fritters deep down frying there. ii 5 » 
How he turns, twists, and tries the oily thing 
Shall be—first speech for Guido ’gainst the 
Fisc. 

Then with a skip as it were from heel to 
head, 

lycaving yourselves fill up the middle bulk 
O’ the Trial, reconstruct its shape august, 
From such exordium clap we to the close ; im 
Give you, if we dare wing to such a height, 
The absolute glory in some full-grown speech 
On the other side, some finished butterfly, 
Some breathing diamond-flake with leaf-gold 
fans, ii6» 

That takes the air, no trace of worm it was, 
Or cabl)age-bed it had prcxiuction from. 
Giovambattista o’ the Bottini, Fisc, 
Pompilia’s patron by the chance of the hour, 
To-morrow her persecutor,—composite, he, 
As liecomes who must meet such various 
calls— - 1175 

Odds of age joined in him with ends of youth. 
A man of ready smile and facile tear, 
Improvised hopes, despairs at nod and beck, 
And language—ah, the gift of eloquence ! 

I .anguage that goes, goes, easy as a gl ove, iiao 
O’er good and evil, smoothens both to one. 
Rashness helps caution with him, fires the 
straw. 

In free enthusiastic careless fit, 

On (he first proper pinnacle of rock 
Which oflers, as reward for all that zeal, 

To lure some bark to founder and bring gain : 
While calm sits Caution, rapt with heaven¬ 
ward eye, 

A true confessor’s gaze, amid the glare 
Beaconing to the breaker, death and hell. 
“Well done, thou good and fiiithfull” she 
approves: 

“ Hadst thou let slip a fi®ot to the beach, j»i 

B 
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^^The crew might surely spy thy precipice 
** AM save their boat; the simple and the 
slow 

Might so, forsooth, forestall the wrecker*s 
fee 1 

‘*Let the next crew be wise and hail in 
lime I ” lies 

Just so compounded is the outside man, 

Blue juvenile pure eye and pippin cheek, 

And brow all prematurely soiled and seamed 
With sudden age, bright devastated hair. 1199 
Ah, but you miss the very tones o’ the voice, 
The scrannel pipe that screams in heights of 
head, 

As, in his modest studio, all alone. 

The tall wight stands a-tiptoe, strives and 
strains, 

Both eyes shut, like the cockerel that would 
crow, 

Tries to his own self amorously o’er 1205 
What never will ]je uttered else than so— 
Since to the four walls, Forum and Mars’ Hill, 
Speaks out the poesy which, penned, turns 
prose. 

Clavecinist^ debarred his instrument, 

He yet thrums—shirking neither turn nor 
trill, 1210 

With desperate finger on dumb table-edge— 
The sovereign rondo, shall conclude his Sui/e^ 
Charm an imaginary audience there, 

From old Corelli to young Haendel, both isi 4 
I* the flesh at Rome, ere he perforce go print 
The cold black score, mere music for the 
nund-— 

The last speech against Guido and his gang, 
With special end to prove Pompilia pure. 
How the Fisc vindicates Pompilia’s feme. 

Then comes the all but end, the ultimate 1220 
Judgment save yours. Pope Innocent the 
Twelfth, 

Simple, sagacious, mild yet resolute, 

With prudence, probity and—what beside 
From the otherworld he feels impress at times, 
Havii^ attained to fourscore years and 

ms 

* player on the harpsichord. 


! I low, when the court found Guido and the rest 
I Guilty, but law supplied a subterfuge 
And passed the final sentence to the Pope, 
He, bringing his intelligence to bear 12» 
This last time on what ball behoves him drop 
In the urn, or white or black, does drop a 
black, 

Send five souls more to just precede his own, 
Stand him in stead and witness, if need were, 
How he is wont to do God’s work on earth. 
The manner of his sitting out the dim 3258 
Droop of a sombre February day 
In the plain closet where he does such work. 
With, Wn all Peter’s treasury, one stool, 
One table and one lathen crucifix. im 

There sits the Pope, his thoughts for company ; 
(irave but not sad,—nay, something like a 
cheer 

Leaves the lips free to be lienevolent, 

Wliich, all day long, did duty firm and fast. 
A cherishing there is of foot and knee, 

A chafing loose-skinned large-veined hand 
with hand,— i 34 fl 

What steward but knows when stewardship 
earns its wage, 

May levy praise, anticipate the lord ? 

He reads, notes, lays the papers down at last, 
Muses, then takes a turn about the room ; 
Unclasps a huge tome* in an antique guise, i*jo 
P rimitive print and tongue half obsolete, 

That stands him in diurnal stead ; opes page, 
Finds place where falls the passage to be 
conned 

According to an order long in use: 1254 

And, as he comes upon the evening’s chance, 
Starts somewhat, solemnizes straight hissmile, 
Then reads aloud that portion first to last, 
And at the end lets flow his own thoughts forth 
Likewise aloud, for respite and relief, 

Till by the dreary relics of the west 
Wan through the half-moon window, all his 
light, 

He bows the head while the lips move in 
prayer, 

Writes some three brief lines, signs and seals 
the same, 

® A huge tome: the history of the Popes; 
see the opening of Book X. 
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Tinkles a hand-bell, bids the obsequious Sir 
Who puts foot presently o’ the closet-sill i28s 
He watched outside of, bear as superscribed 
That mandate to the Governor forthwith : 
Then heaves abroad his cares in one good sigh, 
Traverses corridor with no arm’s help, im 
And so to sup as a clear conscience should. 
The manner of the judgment of the Tope. 

Then must .s|)eak (hiido yet a second time, 
Satan’s old saw being apt here--skin for skin, 
All a man hath that will he give for life. 
While life was grasjrahle and gainable, im 
And bird-Iikc buzzed her wings round Guido’s 
brow, 

Not much truth stiffened out the web of words 
He wove to catch her : when away she flew 
And death came, death’s breath rivelled up 
the lies, 

I^ft bare the metal thread, the fibre fine iisw 
Of truth, i’ the spinning: the true words 
shone last. 

How Guido, to another purpose quite, 
Speaks and des*pairs, the last night of his life, 
In that New Prison by Castle Angelo 
At the bridge foot: the same man, another 

voice. 1285 

On a Slone Ijench in a close fetid cell, 

Where the hot vapour of an agony, 

Struck into drops on the cold wall, nms 
down— 

Horrible worms made out of sweat and tears— 
There crouch, well nigh to the knees in dun¬ 
geon-straw, 1290 

Lit by the sole lamp suffered for their sake, 
Two awe-struck figures, this a Cardinal, 

That an Abate, both of old styled friends 
O’ the thing part man part monster in the 
midst, 

So changed is Franceschini’s gentle blood. 1295 
The tiger-cat screams now, that whined before, 
That pried and tried and trod so gingerly, 
Till in its silkiness the trap-teeth joined j 
Then you know how the bristling fury femms. 
They listen, this wrapped in his folds of red, 
While his feet fumble for the filth below; mi 
The otheic ^ beseems a stouter heart, 
Working his best with beads and cross to ban 


The enemy that comes in like a flood 
Spite of the standard set up, verily tm 
And in no trope at all, against him there: 
For at the prison-gate, just a few steps 
Outside, already, in the doubtful dawn, 
Thither, from this side and from that, slow 
sweep 

And settle down in silence solidly, isio 

Crow-wise, the frightful Brotherliood of Death. 
Black-hatted and black-hoexied huddle they, 
Black rosaries a-dangling from each waist; 
So take they their grim station at the door, 
Torches lit, skull - and-cross-lx>nes-banner 
spread, ^ 1335 

And that gigantic Christ with open arms, 
Grounded. Nor lacks there aught but that 
the group 

Break forth, intone the lamentable psalm, 
“Out of the deeps, I^rd, have I cried to 
thee ! ”— isis 

When inside, from the tnie profound, a sign 
Shall bear intelligence that the foe is foiled, 
Count Giiidt> Franceschini has confessed, 

And is absolved and reconciled with God. 
Then they, intoning, may l>egin their march, 
Make by the longest way for the People’s 
Square, im 

('arry the criminal to his crime’s award : 

A mob to cleave, a scaffolding to reach, 

Two gallows and Mannaia ^ crowning all. 
How Guido made defence a second time. 

Finally, even as thus by step and step isso 
I led you from the level of to-day 
Up to the summit of so long ago, 

Here, whence I point you the wide prospect 
round— 

I^et me, by like steps, slope you back to 
smooth, 2384 

Land you on mother-earth, no whit the worse, 
To feed o’ the fat o’ the furrow : free to dwell, 
Taste our time’s better things profusely spread 
For all who love tlie level, corn and wine, 
Much cattle and the many-folded fleece. 1339 
Shall not my friends go feast again on sward. 
Though cognizant of country in the clouds 

1 Mamaia / a kind of guillotine 
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libber than wistful eaglets horny eye 
Evet undosed for, ’mid ancestral crags, 
When morning broke and Spring was back 
once more, 

And he died, heaven, save by his heart, un- 
reached ? is 46 

Yet heaven my ikncy lifts to, ladder-like,— 
As Jack reached, holpen of his beanstalk* 
rungs 1 

A novel country: I might make it mine 
By choosing which one aspect of the year 
Suited mood best, and putting solely that rsso 
On panel somewhere in the House of Fame*, 
Landscaping what I saved, not what I ssL\i : 
—Might fix you, whether frost in goblin-time 
Startled the moon with his abrupt bright laugh, 
Or, August’s hair afloat in filmy fire, isss 
She fell, arms wide, face foremost on the w'orld, 
Swooned tliere and so singed out the strength 
of things. 

Thus were abolished Spring and Autumn both, 
The land dwarfed to one likeness of the land, 
life cramped corpse-feshion. Rather learn 
and love 106O 

Each feioet-fiash of the revolving year !— 
Red, green and blue that whirl into a white, 
The variance now, the eventual unity, 

Which make the miracle. See it for your¬ 
selves, 

This man’s act, changeable because alive I 
Action now shrouds, nor shows the informing 
thought; 

Man, like a glass ball with a spark a-top, 

Out of the magic fire that lurks inside, 

Shows one tint at a time to take the eye: 
Which, let a finger touch the silent sleep, istt 
S hifted a hairis-breadth shoots you dark for 
bright, 

Sufifuses bright with dark, and baffles so 
Yohr sentence absolute for shine or shade. 
Once Set such orbs,—^white styled, black 
Stigmatised,— 

A*rolltng, see them once on the other side ws 
ycitw men and your bad men every one 
FfCP Guido Fiauceschini to Guy Faux, 

OR wouM you rub your eyes and change 


Such, British Public, ye who like me not, 
(God love you 1)—whom I yet have laboured 
for, iMO 

Perchance more careful whoso runs may read 
Than enst when all, it seemed, could read 
who ran,— 

Perchance more careless whoso reads may 
praise 

Than late when he who praised and read and 
wrote 1384 

Was apt to find himself the self-same me,— 
Such lalKuir had such issue, so I wrought 
This arc, by furtherance of such alloy, 

And so, by one spirt, take away its trace 
Till, justifiably golden, rounds my ring. 

A ring without a posy, ^ and that ring mine ? law 

O lyric Love, half angel and half bird 
And all a wonder and a wild desire,— 
Boldest of hearts that e\"er braved the sun, 
Took sanctuary within the holier blue, 

And sang a kindred soul out to Ins — ms 

Yet human at the red-ripe of the heart— 
When the first summons from the darkling 
earth 

Reached thee amid thy chambers, blanched 
their blue, 

And bared them of the glory—to drop down. 
To toil for man, to suffer or to die,— 1400 

This IS the same voice: can thy soul know 
change ? 

Hail then, and hearken from the realms of 
help! 

Never may I commence my song, my due 
To God who best taught song by gift of thee, 
Except with bent head and beseeching 
hand— i4«s 

That still, despite the distance and the dark, 
What was, again may be; some interchange 
Of grace, some splendour once thy very 
thought, 

Some benediction anciently thy smile : 140 > 

—Never conclude, but raising hand and head 
Thither where eyes, that cannot reach, yet yearn 
For all hope, all sustainment, all reward, 

1 : a motto or rhyme, engraved inside 

a ring. 
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Their utmost up and blessing back 

In those thy realms of help, that heaven thy 
home, 

Some whiteness which, I judge, thy iace 
makes proud, ms 

Some wanness where, I think, thy foot may 
MU 


II.-HALF-ROME. 

What, you, Sir, come too? (Just the man 
rd meet.) 

lie ruled by me and have a care o’ the crowd: 
This way, while fresh folk go and get their 
gaze: 

rU tell you like a book and save your shins. 
Fie, what a roaring day we’ve had ! Whose 
fault ? 6 

Lorenzo in Lucina,—here’s a church 
To hold a crowd at need, accommodate 
All comers from the Corso ! If this crush 
Make not its priests ashamed of what they show 
For temple-nx)m, don’t prick them to draw 
purse 10 

And down with bricks and mortar, eke us out 
The bttggarly transept with its bit of ajjsc 
Into a decent space for Christian ease, 

Why, to-day’s lucky pearl is cast to swine. 
Listen and estimate the luck they’ve had ! is 
(The right man, atid I hold him.) 

Sir, do you see, 
They laid both bodies in the church, this morn 
The first thing, on the chancel two steps up, 
Behind the little marble lialustradc ; ao 

T>isposed them, Ih‘etro Uie old murdered fool 
To the right of the altar, and his wretched wife 
On the other side. In trying to count stabs, 
People supposed Violante showed the most, 
Till somebody explained us that mistake; 26 
His wounds had be^n dealt out indifferent 
where, 

But she tooA all her stabbings in the face, 
Since punished thus solely for honour’s sake, 
Bomris camd, that’s the proper term. 

A delicacy there is, our gallants hold, so 
When you avenge your honour and only then, 
That you disfigure the subject, fray the face, 




Not just take life and end, in clownish guise. 
It was Violante gave the first offence, 

Got therefore the conspicuous punishment: m 
While Pietro, who helped merely, his mere 
death 

Answered the purpose, so his face went free. 
Wc fancied even, free as you please, that face 
Showed itself still intolerably wronged ; 

Was wrinkled over with resentment yet, 4o 
Nor calm at all, as murdered faces use, 

Once the worst ended : an indignant air 
O’ the head there was—’tis said the body turned 
Round and away, rolled from Violantc’s side 
Where they had laid it loving-husband-like. 
If so, if corpses can be sensitive, 4ft 

Why did not be roll right down altar-step, 
Roll on through nave, roll fairly out of church. 
Deprive Lorenzo of the spectacle, 

Pay back thus the succession of affronts m 
Whereto this church had served as theatre ? 
For see : at that same altar where he lies, 

To that same incl of step, was brought the 
bal)e 

For blessing after baptism, and there styled 
Ptnnpilia, and a string of names beside, 56 
By his Imd wife, some seventeen years ago, 
Wht^ purchiised her simply to palm on him. 
Flatter his dotage and defraud the heirs. 

Wait awhile I Also to this very step 
Did this Violante, twelve years afterward, «« 
Bring, the mock-mother, that child-cheat 
full-grown, 

Pompilia, in pursuance of her plot, 

And there brave God and man a second time 
By linking a new victim to the lie. »4 

There, having made a match unknown to him, 
She, still unknown to Pietro, tied the knot 
Which nothing cuts except this kind of knife; 
Yes, made her daughter, as the girl was held, 
Marry a miin, and honest man beside, 

And man of birth to boot,—clandestinely 70 
Because ©f this, because of that, because 
O* the devil’j^ jij^lll to work liis worst for once,— 
Confident she could top her part at need 
! And, when her husband must be told in turn, 

I Ply the wife’s trade, play off the sex’s trick 7® 
And, alternating worry with quiet qualms, 
Bravado witli submissiveness, prettily fool 
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Het Hetio into patience i so it proved. 

Ay^ *tis four years since man and wife they 
grew, 

This Guido Franceschim and this same so 
Pompilia. foolishly thought, felsely declared 
A Comparini and the couple’s child; 

Just at this altar where, beneath the piece 
Of Master Guido Reni, Christ on cross, 
Second to nought observable in Rome, ss 
That couple lie now, murdered yestereve. 
Even the blind can see a providence here. 

From dawn till now that it is growing dusk 
A multitude has flocked and filled the church. 
Coming and going, coming back again, so 
Till to count craaed one. Rome was at the 
show. 

People climbed up the columns, fought for 
spikes 

O’ the chapebrail to perch themselves upon. 
Jumped over and so broke the wooden work 
Painted like porphyry to deceive the eye ; 95 | 
Serve the priests right! The organ-loft was ! 
crammed, 

Women were fainting, no few fights ensued. 
In short, it was a show repaid your pains: 
For, though their room was scant undoubtedly, 
Yet they did manage matters, to l>e just, io<» 
A little at this Lorenzo. Body o’ me ! 

I saw a body exposed once . . . never mind! 
Enough that here the bodies had their due. 
No stinginefss in wax, a row all round. 

And one big taper at each head and foot. lOft 

So, people pushed their way, and to<jk their 
turn, 

Saw, threw their eyes up, crossed themselves, 
gave place 

To pressure from behind, since all the world 
Knew the old pair, could talk the tragedy 
Over from first to last; Pompilia too, no 
Those who had known her—what ’twas worth 
to them! 

Guido’s acquaintance was in less request; 
Tbt Count had lounged somewhat too long 
in Rome, 

Made himself cheap; with him were hand 
and glove 


Barbers and blear-eyed, as the ancient^ sings. 
Also he is alive and like to be; ue 

Had he considerately died,—aha ! 

I jostled Luca Cini on his staff, 

Mute in the midst, the whole man one 
amaze, ua 

Staring amain and crossing brow and breast. 
“How now?” asked I. “’Tis seventy 
years,” quoth he, 

“ Since I first saw, holding my father’s hand, 

“ Bodies set forth : a many have I seen, 

“Yet all was poor to this I live and see* I'ii 
“ Here the world’s wickedness seals up the sum: 
“ What with Molinos’ doctrine and this deed, 

‘ ‘ Antichrist surely comes and doomsday’s near. 

“ May I depart in {K*ace, I have seen my see.” 
“ Depart then,” I advised, “nor block the road 
“ For youngsters still behindhand with such 
sights! ” 130 

I “Why no,” rejoins the venerable sire, 

“ I know it’s horrid, hideous past belief, 

“ Burdensome far beyond what eye can bear; 
“ But they do promise, when Pompilia dies 
“ r the course o’ the day,—and she can’t 
outlive night,— las 

“ They’ll bring her l>ody also to expose 
“ Beside the parents, one, two, three a-breast *, 
“ That were indeed a sight, which might I sec, 
“ I trust I should not last to see the like ! ” 
Whereat I bade the senior sjmre his shanks, uo 
Since doctors give her till to-night to live, 
And tell us how the butchery hapf)ened. “ Ah, 
“ But you can’t know !” sighs he, “ 1*11 not 
despair: 

“ Beside I’m useful at explaining things— 

‘ ‘ ^s, how the dagger laid there at the feet, i 4 r> 
Caused the peculiar cuts ; I mind its make, 
“ Triangular i’ the blade, a Genoese, 
“Armed with those little hook-teeth on the 
edge 

“ To open in the flesh nor shut again : 

“ I like to teach a novice: I shall stay ! ” m 
And stay he did, and stay be sure he will. 

A personage came by the private door 
At noon to have his look : I name no names : 

t The ancient: Horace (6'a/. I 7i 3i "Om¬ 
nibus et lippis notum et tonsoribus 
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Well then, His Eminence the Cardinal, 
Whose servitor in honourable sort m 

Guido was once, the same who made the 
match, 

(Will you have the truth ?) whereof we see 
effect. 

No sooner whisper ran he was arrived 
Than up pops Curate Carlo, a brisk lad, 

Who never lets a good occasion slip, leo 
And volunteers improving the event. 

We looked he’d give the history’s self some 
help, 

Treat us to how the wife’s confession went 
(This morning she confessed her crime, we 
know) 

And, may-be, throw in something of the 
Priest— 165 

If he’s not ordered back, punished anew, 

The gallant, Cap<msacchi, Lucifer 
r the garden where Pompilia, Eve-like, lured 
Her Adam Guido to his £iult and fall. 

Think you we got a sprig of speech akin i7o 
To this from Carlo, with the Cardinal there? 
Too wary he was, too widely awake, I trow\ 
He did the murder in a dozen words ; 

Then said that all such outrages crop fortli { 
r the course of nature when MoUnos’ Ures 175 
Are sown for wheat, flourish and choke the 
Church: 

vSo slid on to the abominable sect 
And the philoscjphic sin—we’ve heard all that, 
And the Cardinal too, (who lx)ok-m.Mle on 
the same) 

But, for the murder, left it w'here he k)und. lao 
Oh but he’s (juick, the Curate, minds his game! 
And, after all, we have the main o’ the fact; 
Ca-^e could not well be simpler,—mapped, a> 
it were, 

We follow the murder’s maze from source 
to sea, 184 

By the red line, jmst mistake: one sees indeed 
Not only how all wm and must have lx.*en, 
But cannot other than be to the end of time. 
Turn out here by the Ruspoli! Do you hold 
Guido was so prodigiously to blame ? 

A certain cousin of yours has told you so? i»o 
Exactly ! Here’s a friend shall set you right, 
Let him but have the handsel of your ear. 




These wretched Comparini were once gay 
And galliard, of the modest middle class: 
Bom in this quarter seventy years ago m 
And married young, they lived the accustomed 
life, 

Citizens as they were of good repute; 

And, childless, naturally took their ease 
With only their two selves to care about iw 
And use the wealth for : wealthy is the word, 
Since Pietro was possessed of house and land— 
And specially one house, when good days 
smiled, 

In Via \'ittoria, the aspectable street 
Where he lived mainly ; but another house 
Of less pretension did he buy l)etimes, at® 
The villa, meant for jaunts and jollity, 

I’ the Pauline district, to be private there— 
Just w'hat puts murder in an enemy’s head. 
Moreover,—here’s the worm i’ the core, the 
germ 200 

O’ the rottenness and ruin which arrived,— 
He owned some usufruct, had moneys’ use 
Lifelong, but to deteniiine with his life 
In heirs’ default: so, Pietro craved an heir, 
i (The story always old and always new) 

I Shut his fvxfl’s-eyes fast on the visible good 21 a 
I And wealth for certain, o^>encd them owl-wide 
(Jn fortune’s sole piece of forgetfulness, 

The child that should have been and would 
not be. 

1 lence, seventeen years ago, conceive his glee 
When first Violante, ’twixt a smile and blush, 
With touch of agitation proper too, m 

Announced that, spite of her unpromising age, 
The miracle would in time be manifest, 

An heir’s birth was to happen : and it did. m 
Somehow or other,—how, all in good time ! 
By a trick, a sleight of hand you are to hear,— 
A child was bora, Pompilia, for his joy. 
Plaything at once and prop, a fairy-gift, 

A saints’ gmee or, say, grant of the good 
God,— 2 J» 

A fiddle-pin’s end 1 What imbeciles arc we ! 
Look now: if some one could have prophesied, 
“ For love of you, for liking to your wife, 

“ I undertake to crush a snake I spy 
“ Settling itself i’ the soft of both your breasts. 
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**M 5 yoJi babe to stitangle painlesslyt 
soar to the safe: you’ll have your 
cryit^ out, m 

**Th«n sleep, then wake, then sleep, then 
end your days 

'** In peace and plenty, mixed with mild regret, 
** Thirty years hence when Christmas takes 
old folk”-- 

How had old Pietro sprung up, crossed him¬ 
self, m 

Andkicked the conjuror I Whereas you and I, 
Being wise with aiter-wit, had clapped our 
hands; 

Nay, added, in the old fool’s interest, 

* * Strangle the black-eyed babe, so far so good, 
“But on condition you relieve the man 245 
“ O’ the wife and throttle him Violante too— 
“ She is the mischief I ” 

We had hit the mark. 
She, whose trick brought the babe into the 

world, 249 

She it was, when the babe was grown a girl, 
Judged a new trick should reinforce the old, 
Send vigour to the lie now somewhat spent 
By twelve years’ service; lest Eve’s rule 
decline 

Over this Adam of hers, whose cabljage-plol 
Throve dubiously since turned fools’-paradise. 
Spite of a nightingale on every stump. aae 
Pietro’s estate was dwindling day by day, 
While he, rapt fer above such mundane care. 
Crawled all-fours with his baby jack-a-back, 
Sat at serene cats’-cradle with his child, 350 
Or took the measured tallness, top to toe, 

Of what was grown a great girl twelve years 
old: 

Till sudden at the door a tap discreet, 

A visitor's premonitory cough, 964 

And poverty had reached him in her rounds. 

This came when he was past the working¬ 
time, 

Had learned to dandle and forgot to dig, 
And who must but Violante cast about. 
Contrive and task that head of hers again ? 
She ifho had caught one fish, could make 


A l^g^r still, in angler^s policy; 

So, with an angler’s mercy for the bait, 

Her minnow was set wriggling on its barb 
And tossed to mid-stream; which means, 
this grown girl m 

With the great eyes and bounty of black hair 
And first crisp youth that tempts a jaded taste, 
Was whisked i’ the way of a certain man, 
who snapped. 

Count Guido Franceschini the Aretine^ 

Was head of an old noble house enough. 

Not over-rich, you can’t have everything, m 
But such a man as riches rub against, 

Readily stick to,—one with a right to them 
Bi>rn in the blood : ’twas in his very brow 
Always to knit itself against the world, 3 S 4 
Beforehand so, when that world stinted due 
Service and suit: the world ducks and defers. 
As such folks do, he had come up to Rome 
To better his fortune, and, since many years, 
Was friend and follower of a cardinal; 
Waiting the rather thus on providence m 
That a shrewd younger poorer brother yet. 
The Abate Paolo, a regular priest, 

Had long since tried his powers and found 
he swam 

With the deftest on the Galilean pool; ssi 
But then be was a web'fcx>l, free o’ the wave, 
And no ambiguous dab-chick hatched to strut, 
Humbled by any fond attempt to swim 
When fiercer fowl usurped his dunghill top— 
A whole priest, Paolo, no mere piece of one 
Like Guido lacked thus to the Church’s tail! 
Guido moreover, as the head o’ the house, noi 
Claiming the main prize, not the lesser luck, 
T^«entre lily, no mere chickweed fringe. 

He waited and learned waiting, thirty years; 
Got promise, missed performance — what 
would you have ? m 

No petty post rewards a nobleman 
For spending youth in splendid lackey-work, 
And there’s concurrence for each rarer prize; 
Wlien that fttlls, rougher hand and readier foot 
Push a<ade Guido spite of his black looks, sio 

* Areiint: native of Armo, 
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The was, Oiiido, when the warning 
^owed. 

The first white hair i’ the glass, gave up the 
game, 

Determined on returning to his town, 

Making the best of bod incurable, sw 

Patching the old palace up and lingering there 
The customary life out with his kin, 

Where honour helps to spice the scanty bread. 

Just as he trimmed his lamp and girt his loins 
To go his journey and be wise at home, 

In the right mood of disappointed worth, 320 
Who but Violante sudden spied her prey 
{\^^ere was I with that angler-simile ?) 

And threw her bait, Pompilia, where he 
sulked— 

A gleam i* the gloom ! 

What if he gained thus much, 
Wrung out this sweet drop from the bitter 
Past, 8a5 

Bore off this rose-bud from the prickly brake 
Tb justify such tom clothes and scratchc<I 
hands, 

And, after all, brought something Imck from 
Rome ? 

Would not a wife serve at Arezzo well 330 

To light the dark house, lend a look of youth 
To the mother’s face grown meagre, left alone 
And famished with the emptiness of hope, 
Old Donna Beatrice? Wife you want 
Would you play family-representative, m 

Carry you elder-brotherly, high and right 
O’er what may prove the natural petulance 
Of the third brother, younger, greedier still, 
(lirolamo, also a fledgeling priest, 

Beginning Ufe in turn with callow beak 340 
Agape for luck, no luck had stopped and 
stilled. 

Such were the pinks and greys about the bait 
Persuaded Guido gulp down hook and all. 

What constituted him so choice a catch, 

You question? Past his prime and poor 
beside I jwb 

Ask that of any she who knows the trade. 
Why first, here was a nobleman with friends, 


as 

A palace one might run to and be safe 
When presently the threatened fete should fell, 
A Ijig-browed master to block door-way up, 
Parley with people bent on pushing by ssi 
And pra 3 dng the mild Pietro quick clear 
scores ; 

Is birth a privilege and power or no ? 

AJso,—but judge of the result desired, 

By the price paid and manner of the sale, m 
The Count was made woo, win and wed at 
once: 

Asked, and was haled for answer, lest the 
heat 

Should cool, to San I^renzo, one blind eve, 
And had Pompilia put into his arms 
O’ the sly there, by a hasty candle-blink, aso 
With sanction of some priest-confederate 
Properly jxiid to make short work and sure. 

So did old Pietro’s daughter change her style 
I For (iuido Franceschini’s lady-wife 
I Ere Guido knew it well; and why this haste 
And scramble and indecent secrecy ? 366 

“ Lycsl Pietro, all the while in ignorance, 

“ Should get to learn, gainsay and break the 
match : 

His peevishness had promptly put aside 
“ Such honour and refused the proffered 
l)oon, ^ S70 

“ Pleased to l)ecome authoritative once. 

“ She remedied the wilful man’s mistake— 
Did our discreet Violante. Rather say. 

Thus did she, lest the object of her game, S74 
Guido the gulled one, give him but a chance, 
A moment's respite, time for thinking twice, 
Might count the cost before he sold himself, 
And try the clink of coin they paid him with. 

But coin paid, bargain struck and business 
df>ne, 

Once the clandestine marriage over thus, 380 
AJl parties made perforce the best o’ the feet j 
Pietro could play vast indignation off, 

Be ignorant and astounded, dupe, poor soul, 
Please you, of daughter, wife and son-in-law. 
While Guido found himself in flagrant feult, S85 
Must e’en do suit and service^j»on<?he, 9»bdue 
A fether not unreasonably ^ 
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^‘CSlTe me fm bftbe to strangle pninlesdlyl 
** Slie’Il soar to the safe j you’ll have yoitr 
crying out, m 

**lrhen sleep, then woke, then sleep, thm 
end your days 

** In peace and plenty, mixed with mild regret, 
** Thirty years hence when Christinas takes 
old folk 

How had old Pietro sprung up, crossed him¬ 
self, m 

And kicked the conjuror! Whereas you and I, 
Being wise with after-wit, had cla{^>ed our 
hands; 

Nay, added, in the old fool’s interest, 

“ Strangle the black-eyed babe, so far so good, 
“ But on condition you relieve the man m 
** O’ the wife and throttle liim Violante too— 
“ She is the mischief! ” 

We had hit the mark. 
She, whose trick brought the babe into the 
world, 248 

She it was, when the babe was grown a girl, 
Judged a new trick should reinforce the old, 
Send vigour to the lie now somewhat S()ent 
By twelve years’ service; lest E%^e’.s rule 
decline I 

Over this Adam of hers, whose cabbage-plot 
Throve dubiously since turned fools’-paradise, 
Spitj^ of a nightingale on every stump. m 
Pietro’s estate was dwindling day by day, 
While he, rapt hir above such mundane care, 
Crawled all-fours with his l)aby pick-a-back, 
Sat at serene cats’-cradie with his child, aw 
Or took the measured tallness, top to toe, 

Of what was grown a great girl twelve years 
old: 

Till sudden at tlie door a tap discreet, 

A visitor’s premonitory cough, 9 S 4 

, And poverty had reached him in her rounds. 

ITus came when he was past the working¬ 

time, 

Had learned to dandle and forgot to dig, 

Jllid Who must but Violante cast about, 
Omtarive and task that head of hers again ? 
She who bad cat^ht one hsh, could make 
Ihiitoaleh m 


A bigger still, in angleris policy s 
So, with an angler’s mercy for the bait, 

Her minnow was set wriggling on its barb 
And tossed to mid-stream; which mesns, 
this grown girl m 

With the great eyes and bounty of black hair 
And first crisp youth that tempts a jaded taste, 
Was whisked i’ the way of a certain man, 
who snapped. 

Count Guido Franceschini the Aretine' 

Was head of an old noble house enough, 

Not over-rich, you can’t have everything, m 
But such a man as riches rub againsst, 
Readily stick to,—one with a right to them 
Born in the blood : ’twas in his very brow 
Always lo knit itself against the world, ssi 
Beforehand so, when that world stinted due 
Service and suit: the world ducks and defers. 
As .such folks do, he liad come up to Rome 
To better his fortune, and, since many years, 
Was firiend and follower of a cardinal; 
Waiting the rather thus on providence aw 
That a shrewd younger poorer brother yet, 
The Abate Paolo, a regular priest, 

Had long since tried his powers and found 
he swam 

With the deftest on the Galilean pool: m 
But then he w^as a web-fool, free o’ the w^ave, 
And no ambiguous dab-chick hatched to strut, 
Humbled by any fond attempt to swim 
When fiercer fowl usurjjed his dunghill top— 
A whole priest, Paolo, no mere piece of one 
Like Guido tacked thus to the Church’s tail 1 
Guido moreover, as the head o’ the house, wi 
Claiming the main prize, not the lesser luck, 
TJip^^enlre lily, no mere chickweed fringe. 

He waited and learned waiting, thirty years; 
Got promise, missed performance — what 
would you have ? m 

No petty post rewards a nobleman 
For spending youth in splendid lackey-work, 
And there’s concurrence for each rarer prize; 
When that falls, rougher hand and readier foot 
Push aside Gtiido spite of his black looks, sio 

* native of Areszo. 
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The wa», GtiidOi when the warning 
showed. 

The first white hair i* the glass, gave up the 
game, 

Determined on returning to his town, 

Making the best of bad incurable, 8i4 

Patching the old palace up and lingering there 
The customary life out with his kin. 

Where honour helps to spice the scanty bread. 

Just as be trimmed his lamp and girt his loins 
To go his journey and be wise at home, 

In the right mood of disappointed worth, aa) 
Who but Violante sudden spied her prey 
(^^’here was I with that angler-simile ?) 

And threw her liait, Pompilia, where he 
sulked — 

A gleam i’ the gloom 1 

What if he gained thus much, 
Wrung out this sweet drop from the bitter 
Past, 3A? 

Bore off this rose-bud from the prickly brake 
To justify such tom clothes and scratched 
hands, 

And, after all, brought something liack from 
Rome? i 

Would not a wife serve at Arezro well 330 i 
To light the dark house, lend a look of youth 
To the mother’s face grown meagre, left alone 
And famished with the emptiness of ho{)e, 
Old Donna Beatrice ? Wife you want 
Would you play family-representative, 335 
Carry you elder-brotherly, high and right 
O’er what may prove the natural petulance 
Of the third brother, younger, greedier still, 
Clirolamo, also a fledgeling priest, 

Beginning life in turn with callow licak s4o 
Agape for luck, no luck had stopped and 
stilled. 

Such were the pinks and greys about the bait 
Persuaded Guido gulp down hook and all. 

What constituted him so choice a catch, 

Vou question ? Past his prime and poor 

b^ide I m 

Ask that of any she who knows the trade. 
Why first, here was a nobleman with friends, 


A palace one might run to and be safe 
When presently the threatened fete should fell, 
A big-browed master to block door-way up, 
Parley with people bent on pushing by ssi 
And praying the mild Pietro quick clear 
scores : 

Is birth a privilege and power or no ? 

Also,—but judge of the result desired. 

By the price paid and manner of the sale, m 
The Count was made woo, win and wed at 
once: 

Asked, and was haled for answer, lest the 
heat 

Should c<x)l, to San Lorenzo, one blind eve, 
^Vnd had Pompilia put into his arms 
O’ the sly there, by a hasty candle-blink, m 
With siinction of some priest-confederate 
Properly paid lo make short work and sure. 

Sv did old Pietro’s daughter change her style 
For Guido Franceschmi’s lady-wife 
Eic Guido knew it veil; and why this haste 
And scramble and indecent secrecy ? m 

“ I^est Pietro, all the w^hile in ignorance, 

“ Should get ti> learn, gainsay and break the 
match : 

His peevishness had promptly put aside 
** Sucli honiAir and refused the proffered 
Inxin, - 3?o 

‘‘ Pleaserl to become authoritative once. 

** She remedied the wilful man’s mistake— 
Did our discreet Violante. Rather say, 

Thus did she, lest the object of her game, m 
Guido the gulled one, give him but a chance, 
A moment’s respite, time for thinking twice, 
Might count the cost before he sold himself, 
Amd try the clink of coin they paid him with. 

But coin paid, liargain struck and business 
done, 

Once the clandestine mttWfege over thus, sso 
All parties made perforce the best o’ the feet; 
Pietro could play vast indignation off, 

Be ignorant and astounded, efepej, poor soul, 
Please you, of fkughtcr, wife and |on-in-law. 
While Guidofoundhimself in flagifel^tfeult, m 
Must e’en do suit aitid 
A fether not uitreaaooahfy 


36 
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Bilug Mm to tarms by paymg son^s devoir. 
FkaMnt initiation! 

The end, this: m 

Gciido*s broad back was saddled to bear all— 
Pietro, Violante, and Pompilia too,— 

Three lots cast confidently in one lap, 

Three dead*weights with one arm to lift the 
three 

Out of their limbo up to life again* m 

The Roman household was to strike fresh 
root 

In a new soil, graced with a novel name, 

Gilt with an alien glory, Aretine 
Henceforth and never Roman any more, 

By treaty andjengagement; thus it ran: m 
Pompilia’s dowry for Pompilia’s self 
As a thing of course,—she paid her own 
expense ; 

No loss nor gain there ; but the couple, you 
see, I 

They, for their part, turned over first of all 
Their fortune in its rags and rottenness 405 
To Guido, fusion and confusion, he 
And his with them and theirs,—whatever rag 
With coin residuary fell on floor 
When Brother Paolo’s energetic shake 
Should do the relics justice; since ’twas 
thought, 410 

Once vulnerable Pietro out of reach, 

That, left at Rome as representative, 

The Abate, backed by a potent patron here. 
And otherwise with purple flushing him. 
Might play a good game with the creditor, 415 
Make up a moiety’which, great or small, 
Should go to the common stock—if anything, 
Guido's, so flu* repayment of the cost 
About to be,—and if, as looked more like, 
Nothing,—why, all the nobler cost were his 
Who guaranteed, for better or for worse, 421 
To Pietro and Violante, house and home. 
Kith and kin, with the pick of company 
And life o' the iitt o' the land while life should 
kst* 

How say you to the Ijorgain at first blush ? m 
Why did H middle-aged not-silly man 
Show Misiielf thus besottetl all at once ? 

Quc# ISolomoh, one bkck eye does it all. 


They went to Areiaco,—Pietro and his spouse, 
With just the dusk o* the day of life to spend, 
Eager to use the twilight, taste a treat, 4#i 
Enjoy for once with neither stay nor stint 
The luxury of lord-and-lady-ship, 

And realize the stuff and nonsense long 
A-simmer in their noddles; vent the fume 435 
Born there and bred, the citizen's conceit 
How fares nobility while crossing eartli, 
What rampart or invisible body-guard 
Keeps off the taint of common life from such. 
They had not fed for nothing on the tales 440 
Of grandees w'ho give banquets worthy Jove, 
.Spending gold as if Plutus paid a whim, 
Served with obeisances as when . . . what 
God? 

I’m at the end of my tether ; 'tis enough 
You understand what they came primed to 
see: 445 

While Guido w'ho should minister the sight, 
Stay all this qualmish greediness of soul 
With apples and with flagons—for his part, 
Was set on life diverse as pole from pole : 44i> 

LiLst of the flesh, lust of the eye,—what else 
Was he just now awake from, sick and Siige, 
After the very debauch they would l^gin ?-~ 
Suppose .such stuff and nonsense really were. 
That bubble, they were bent on blowing big, 
He had blown already till he burst his 
cheeks, m 

And hence found s<5a}>suds bitter to the tongue. 
He hoped now to walk softly all his days 
In soberness of spirit, if haply so, 

I’inching and paring he might furnish forth 
A frugal board, bare sustenance, no more, m 
Till times, that could not w^ell grow worse, 
^ should mend. 

Thus minded then, two parties mean to meet 
And make each other happy. The first WTek, 
And fancy strikes feet and explodes in full. 
“This,” shrieked the Comparini, “this the 
Count, 40 S 

“ The palace, the signorial privilege, 

“ The pomp and pageantry were promised us ? 
“ For this have we exchanged our liberty, 

“ Oiur competence, our darling of a child ? 

“ To home as spectres in a sepulchre m 
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‘‘Under this black stone-heap, the street’s 
disgrace, 

“ Grimmest as that is of the gruesome town, 
“ And here pick garbage on a pewter plate | 
“ Or cough at verjuice dripped from earthen¬ 
ware? 

“ Oh Via Vittoria, oh the other place 475 
“ r the Pauline^ did we give you up for this? 
“Where’s the foregone housekeeping good 
and gay, 

“ The neighbourliness, the comixmionship, 
“The treat and feast when holidays came 
round, 471 * 

“ The daily faist that seemed no treat at all, 
“ Called common by the uncommon f(x>ls we 
were ! 

“ Even the sun that used to shine at Rome, 

“ Where is it ? Robbed and starveil and 
frozen too, 

“ We will have justice, justice if there be ! 
Did not they shout, did not the town resound ! 
Ciuido’s old lady-motlier Beatrice, 4W 

Who since her husl>and, Count Tommjxso’s 

death, 

Had held sole sway i’ the house,—the doited 
crone 

Slow loacknowlerlge, curtsey and alKlicate,- 
WiLS recognized of true novercal ty{)e, 4’o 

Dragon and devil. His brother Girolamo 
Came next in order: priest was he ? The 
worse 1 

No way of winning liini to leave his mumjjs 
And help the laugh against old ancestry 
And formal habits long since tml of date, 4.^5 
lotting his youth lie patterned on the mode 
Approvixl of where Violante laid dow n law. 
Or did he brighten up by way of change. 
Dispose himself for affability? 

The malapert, too complaisant l>y half 500 
To the alarmed young novice of a bride ! 

him go buzz, l)etake himself elsewhere 
Nor singe his fly-wings in the candle-flame ! 

Four months’ probation of this purgatory, 
H{)g-snap and cat-claw, curse and counter¬ 
blast, fiOB 

The devil’s self were sick of his own din ; 
And Pietro, after trumpeting huge wrongs 


a? 

At church and market-place, pillar and post, 
Square’s comer, street’s end, now the palace- 
step 

And now the wine-house bench—while, on 
her Side, jsio 

Violante up and down was voluble 
In whatsoever [>air of ears would perk 
From good)', gossip, cater-cousin and sib, 
Curious to j.x;ep at the inside of things 
And catch in the act pretentious jwverty sis 
At its wits’ end to keep apjiearance up, 

Make lx)th ends meet,—nothing the vulgar 
loves 

Like what this couple pitched them right and 
left. 

Then, their worst done that way, both struck 
tent, marched : 

—Renounced their share o’ the l>argain, flung 
what dues sao 

(}uido w'as Ijound to {>ay, in Guido’s face, 
Left their hearts’-darling, treasure of thetwain 
And so forth, the pfx»r inexperienced bride. 
To her own devices, liade Are7jr,o rot, 

Cursed life signorial, and sought Rome once 
more, 6 S® 

1 see the comment ready on your lip, 

I “The l>eUer fortune, tiuido’s—free at least 
“ By this defection v)f the foolish pair, 

“He could lx;gin make profit in some sort 629 
“ Of llic young bride and the new quietness, 
Ixad his own life now, henceforth breathe 
unplogued.” 

Could he ? You know the sex like Guido’s self. 
Learn the Violante-nature ! 

Once in Rome, 
By way of helping Guido lead such life, 639 
Her first act to inaugurate return 
Was, she got pricked in conscience: Jubilee 
Gave her the hint. Our Pope, as kind as just, 
Attained his eighty years, announced a boon 
Should make us bless the fact, held Jubi¬ 
lee— wo 

Short siirift, prompt pardon for the light 
offence, 

And no rough dealing with the regular crime 
So this occasion were not suffered slip— 
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Otlierwke, ains comintited as before, Such was the sm had come to be confessed 

Without the least abatement in the price, ms Which of the tales, the first or last, was true ? 
Now, who had thought it ? All this while, Did she so sin once, or, confessing now, m 
it seems, Sin for the first time ? Either way you will. 

Our sage Violante had a sin of a sort One sees a reason for the cheat: one secs 

She must compound for now or not at all. A reason for a cheat in owning cheat 

Now be the ready riddance I She confessed Where no cheat liad been. What of the 
Pompilia was a fable not a fact: ceo revenge ? wo 

She never bore a child in her whole life. What prompted the contrition all at once, 

Had this child been a changeling, that were Made the avowal easy, the shame slight ? 

grace Why, prove they but Pompilia not their child, 

In some degree, exchange is hardly theft. No child, no dowry ! this, supposed their 
You take your stand on truth ere leap your lie: child, 

Here was all He, no touch of truth at all, sac Had clainted what this, shown alien to their 
All the He hers—not even Pietro guessed blood, aw 

He was as childless still as twelve years since. Claimed nowise: Guido’s claim was through 
The babe had been a find i’ the filtli-heap, Sir, his wife, 

Catch from the kennel ! There was found at Null then and void with hers. The biter bit, 
Rome, Do you see ! For sudi repayment of the post, 

Down in the deepest of our social dregs, m One might conceive the penitential pair 
A woman who professed the wanton’s trade Ready to bring their case l)efore the courts, eoo 
Under the requisite thin coverture, Publish their infamy to all the world 

Cammtmis meretHx and washer-wife: And, arm in arm, go chuckling thence content. 

The creature thus conditioned found by chance 

Motherhood like a jewel in the muck, sss Is this your view 1 *Twas Guido’s anyhow 
And straight way either trafficked with herprue And colourable ' be came forward then, 

Or listened to the tempter and let lx;,— Protested in his very bride’s l»chalf m 
Made pact abolishing her place and part Against this lie and all it led to, least 
In womankind, beast-fellowship indeed, m Of all the loss o’ the dowry; no ! From her 
She sold this babe eight months before its birth And him alike he would expunge the blot, 
To our Violante, Pietro’s honest spouse, Erase the brand of such a bestial birth, 
Well-femed and widely-instanced as that Participate in no hideous heritage m 

crown Ciathered from the gutter to be garnered up 

To the husband, virtue in a woman’s shape. And glorified in a palace. Peter and Paul I 
Sie it was, bought, paid for, passed off the But that who likes may look upon the pair 
thing ^xposed in yonder church, and show his skill 

As very flesh and blood and child of her m By saying which is eye and which is mouth m 
Despite the flagrant fifty years,—and why ? Thro* those stabs thick and threefold,—but 
Partly to please old Pietro, fill his cup for that— 

With wine at the late hour when lees are left, A strong word on the liars and their He 
And send him from Hfe’.s feast rejoicingly,— Might crave expression and obtain it, Sir ! 
Partly to cheat the rightful heirs, agape, m —Though prematurely, since there’s more to 
Each unde’s c^sin’s brother’s .son of him, come, 

For d»at same principa’ of the usufruct ^ More that will shake your confidence in things 
It WBsrt ipm he must die and icave behind. Your cousin tells you,—may I be so bold ? 

force,—«non 

The sombre element comes stealing in 
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Till all is black or blood-r«<i in the piece. 
Guido# thtis made a laughing-stock abroad, m 
A proverb for the market-place at home, 

Left alone with Pompilia now, this graft 
So reputable on his ancient stock, 

This plague-seed set to fester his sound flesh, 
What does the Count ? Revenge him on his 
wife ? 630 

Unfasten at all risks to rid himself 
The noisome lazar-talge, fall foul of fate, 
And, careless whether the jKJor rag was Vare 
O’ the i^art it played, or heljxrd unwittingly, 
Bid it go bum and leave his frayed flesh free? 
Plainly, did Guido open lx)th doors wide, eac 
Spurn thence the cur-aist creature and clear 
scores 

As man might, tempted in extreme like this ? 
No, birth and breeding, and com[Kission too 
Saveti her such scandal. She was young, he 
thought, m 

Not privy to the treason, punished most 
r the proclamation of it; why make her 
A party to the crime she sufiered by ? 

Then the black eyes were now her very own. 
Not any more Violante’s : let her live, 645 
Ixjse in a new air, under a new sun, 

The taint of the imputed parentage 
Truly or ftilsely, take no more the touch 
Of Pietro and his partner anyhow ! 

All might go well yet. m 

So she thought, herself, 
It seems, since what was her first act and deed 
When news came how these kindly ones at 
Rome 

Had stripped her naked to amuse the world 
With spots here, spots there and spots every¬ 
where ? 6S5 

—For I should tell you that they noised abroad 
Not merely the main scandal of her birth, 
But slanders written, printed, published wide, 
Pamphlets whidi set forth all the pleasantry 
Of how the promised glory was a dream, aeo 
The power a bubble, and the wealth—why, 
dust 

There was a picture, painted to the life, 

Of those we doings, that superlative 
Initiation in magnificence 


Conferred on a poor Roman femily m 

By favour of Arezzo and her first 
And famousest, the Franceschini there. 

You had the Countship holding head aloft 
Bravely although bespattered, shiftsand straits 
In keeping out o’ the way o’ the wheels o’ 
the world, m 

The comic of those home-contrivances 
W^hen the old lady-mother’s wit was taxed 
To find six clamorous nirmths in focxlmore real 
Than fruit plucked off the cobwehljed family- 
tree, €74 

Or acorns shed from its gilt mouldered frame— 
Cold glories served up with stale fame for sauce. 
What, 1 ask,—when the drunkenness of hate 
lliccuped return for hospitality, 

Befouled the table they had feasted on, 

Or say,—God knows Til not prejudge the 
case,— 6»o 

(irie\ances thus distorted, magnified, 
Coloured by quarrel into calumny,— 

What side did our Pompilia first espouse? 
Her first deliberate measure was— she wrote, 
Pricked by some loyal impulse, straight to 
Rome €85 

And her huslxind’s brother the Aliate there, 
Who, haWng managed to effect the match, 
Might take men's censure for its ill success. 
She made a clean breast also in her turn, 

And qualified the couple properly, m 

Since whose deijarUire, hell, she said, was 
heaven, 

And the house, late distracted by their peals, 
Quiet as Carmel where the lilies live. 

Herself had oftentimes complained: but why? 
All her complaints had l>een their prompting, 
talcs m 

Trumped up, devices to this very end. 

Their game had been to thwart her husband’s 
love 

And cross his will, malign his words and ways, 
To reach this issue, fiirnisli this pretence m 
For impudent withdrawal from their bond,^ 
Theft, indeed murder, since they meant no less 
Whose last injunction to her simple self 
Had been — what parents’-precept do you 
think ? 

That she should follow after with all speed, 
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Fly from her husband's house clandestinely, 
Join them at Rome again, but first of all 7m 
Pick up a fresh companion in her flight, 

So putting youth and beauty to fit use,— 

Some gay dare-devil cloak-and-rapier spark 
Capable of adventure,—helpe<i by whom no 
She, ssoine fine eve when lutes were in the air, 
Having put poison in the posset-cup. 

Laid hands on money, jewels and the like, 
And, to conceal the thing with more effect, 

By way of ptirting benediction too, ns 

Fired the house,—one would finish famously 
r the tumult, slip out, scurry off and away 
And turn up merrily at home once more. 

Fact this, and not a dream o* the devil, Sir ! 
And more than this, a feet none dare dispute, 
Word for word, such a letter did she write, rn 
And such the Abate read, nor simply read 
But gave all Rome to ruminate upon, 

In answer to such charges as, I say, 

The couple sought to lie beforehand with. 725 

The cause thus carried to the courts at Rome, 
Guido away, the Abate liad no choice 
But stand forth, take liis absent brother's part, 
Defend the honour of himself l>eside. m 

He made what head he might against the pair, 
Maintained Pompilia's birth legitimate 
And all her rights intact—^hers, Guido's now : 
And so fer by his policy turned their flank, 
(The enemy being beforehand in the place) 
That,—though the courts allowed the cheat 
for feet, 735 

Suffered Violante to fXtrade her shame, 

Publish her infemy to heart's content, 

And let the tale o’ the feigned bbrth pass 
proved,— 

Vet they stopped there, refused to intervene 
And dispossess the innocents, befooled 74b 
By gifts o* the guilty, at guilt’s new caprice. 
They would not take away the dowry now 
Wrongfully given at first, nor bar at all 
Succession to the aforesaid usufruct, 
Etebhshed on a fraud, nor play the game 
Of Pietro's eWd and now not Pietro's child 
As it might mil the gamester’s ptuq>ose. Thus 
Wa* lustica ever ridiculed in Rome : 
ikudi he Urn 4mUe verdicts fevoured here 


Which send away both parties to a suit tsq 
Nor puffed up nor cast down,—foreachacrumb 
Of right, for neither of them the whole loaf. 
Whence, on the Comparini’s part, appeal—* 
Counter-appeal on Guido’s,—that's the game: 
And so the matter stands, even to this hour, 
Bandied as balls are in a tennis-court, rw 
And so might stand, unless some heart broke 
first, 

Till doomsday, 

I^ave it thus, and now revert 
To the old Arerzo whence we moved to 
Rome. 7W 

We’ve had enough o' the parents, false or true, 
Now for a touch o’ the daughter's quality. 

The start's fair henceforth, every obstacle 
Out of the young wife’s footjmth, she's alone, 
Left to walk warily now : how does she 
walk ? 788 

Why, once a dwelling’s threshold marked and 
crossed 

In rubric by the enemy on his rounds 
As eligiljle, as fit place of prey, 

Baffle him henceforth, keep him out who can ! 
Stop up the door at the first hint of hoof, 770 
Presently at the >vindow taps a horn, 

And Satan’s by your fireside, never fear ! 
Pompilia, left alone now, found herself; 

F ound herself young U k>, sprightly, feir enough, 
Matched with a husband old l>eyond his age 
(Though that was something like four times 
her own) 7r« 

Because of cares past, present and to come : 
Found t<x> the house dull and its inmates dead, 
Ko, looked outside for light and life, m 

And love 

Did in a trice turn up with life and light,— 
The man with the aureole, synupathy made 
flesh, 

The all-consoling Capottsacchi, Sir! 

A priest—what else should the consoler be ? 
With goodly shoulderbkde and proper leg, rm 
A portly make and a symmetric rirvapie, 

And curls that clustered to the tonsure quite* 
This was a bishop in the bud, and ifw 
A canon fiill-hlowii so fer t priest, and priest 
Nowise exorbitantly overworked^ m 
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The courtly Christian, not so much Saint Paul 
A$ a saint of Caesar’s household: there posed he 
Sending his god-glance after his shot shaft, 
Apollos turned Apollo, while the snake 
Fompilia writhed transfixed through all her 
spires. tss 

He, not a visitor at Guido’s house, 

Scarce an acquaintance, but in prime re<|uest 
With the magnafes of Arezzo, was seen here, 
Heard there, felt cverj’where in (iuido’s jxilh 
If Guido’s wife’s jmth \ye her husband’s loo. 
Now he threw comfits at the theatre »oi 

Into her lap,—what harm in Carnival ? 

Now he pressed close till his foot touchetl 
her gown, 

His hand brushed hers,—how help on pro¬ 
menade ? fKW 

And, ever on weighty business, found his steps 
Incline to a certain haunt of doiibtful fame 
Which fronted Guido’s palace bymerechance; 
While--how do accidents sometimes com¬ 
bine !— 

Fompilia chose to cloister up her charms m 

Just in a chanil>er that o’erlooked the street, 

Sat there to pray, or peep thence at mankind. 

I'his passage of arms and wits amused the 
town. 

At last the husVjand lifted eyebrow,— I>ent 
On <iay-boak and the study how^ to wring 
Half the due vintage from the worn-out vines 
At the villa, tease a quarter the old rent «« 
From the fimustead, tenants swore would 
tumble soon,— 

Pricked up his ear a-singing lay and night 
With “ruin, ruin;”-—and so surprised at 
last— 

Why, wdmt else but a titter? Up he jumps, 
liack to mind come those scratchings at the 
grange, 

Prints of the jraw about the outhoust*; rife 
In his head at once again are word and wink, 
^fum here and there, the smell o’ 

the fox. 

The musk o* the galknu “ Friends, there’s i 
Msenes&hefe 1” sas 

' hfnm, hudgii: see Shakespeare, Merry 
Wives ef Windsor, V. iL f. 


The proper help of friends in such a strait 
Is wa( 5 gery, the world over. Laugh him free 
O’ the regular jealous-fit that’s incident 
To all old husbands that wed brisk young 
wives, 

And he’ll go duly docile all his days. sso 
“ Somebcxly courts your wife, Count ? Where 
and when ? 

“How and why? Mere horn - madness : 
have a care ! 

“ Your lady loves her owm room, sticks to it, 

“ l>()cks herself in for hours, you say yourself. 

“ And—what, it’s Caponsacchi means you 
harm ? m 

“The Canon? We caress him, he’s the 
world’s, 

‘ ‘ A man of such acceptance—never dream, 

“ Though he were fifty times the fox you fear, 

“ He’d risk his brush for your particular chick, 
“When the wide town’s his hen-r<x»st ! Fie 
o’thefofd!” S40 

So they distx.‘n-sed their comfort of a kind, 
(iuklo at last cried “ Something is in the air, 
“Under the earth, some plot against my 
|x*ace. 

“ The trouble of eclipse hangs overhead ; 

“ How' it should come of that officious orb 845 
“Your Canon in my system, you must say: 

“ I say—tlvat from the pressure of this spring 
“ Began the chime and interchange of bells, 

‘ Ever one whisper, and one whisper more, 

‘ And just one w^his|)er for the silvery last, sjw 

* Till all at once a-row the bronze-throats 

burst 

* Into a larum tx>th s{g;nificant 

* And sinister : stop it I must and will. 

* lA't Caponsacchi take his hand away 

“ From the wire \—disport himself in other 
paths 885 

“ Than lead precisely to my palace-gate,— 
“lAX)k where he likes except one windows 
way 

“Where, cheek on hand, and elbow set 
on sill, 

“ Happens to lean and say her litanies m 
«* Every day and all dayloiig, just my wife— 
“Or wife aitd Caponsacchi may fiure the 
woraet" 
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the tjcm^$ simplicity, Til da this, 
TEnothftvethat, Fllpunishandprevent!”— 
*Tis easy saying* Bat to a fray, you see, 8S4 
Two parties ga The badger shows his teeth: 
Hie §M nor lies down sheep-like nor dares 
fight. 

Oh, the wife knew" the appropriate warfere 
well. 

The way to put suspicion to the blush ! 

At first hint of remonstrance, up and out 
I’ the face of the world, you found her: she 
could speak, sro 

State her case,—Franceschini was a name, 
Guido had his full share of foes and friends— 
Why should not she call these to arbitrate ? 
She bade the Governor do governance, 

Cried out on the Archbishop,—why, there 

now, 876 

Take him for sample ! Three successive times, 
Had he to reconduct her by main-force 
From where slie look her station opposite 
His shut door,—cm the public steps thereto. 
Wringing her hands, when he came out to 
see, m 

And shrieking all her wrongs forth at his 
foot,— 

Back to tlie husband and the house she fled : 
Judge if that husband warmed him in the fere 
Of feiends or frowned on foes as heretofore ! 
Judge if he missed the natural grin of folk, 
Or lacked the customary compliment m 

Of cap and bells, the luckless husband’s fit! 

So it went on and on till-—who was right? 
One merry April morning, Guido woke 
After the cuckoo, so late, near noonday, m 
With an inordinate yawning of the jaws, 

Ears plumed, eyes gummed together, palate, 
tongue 

And teeth one mud-paste made of poppy-milk; 
And fetmd his wife fiown, his scritoire the 
worse 8IM 

JPipr a nimmage,^jewelry that was, was not, 
Scm^ money there had made itself wings 
too,— 

door lay wide and yet the servants slept 
dead, or dosed which does 

mmU. 


In short, Fompilia, she who, candid soul, 
Had not so much as spoken all her life m 
To the Canon, nay, so much as peeped at him 
Between her fingers while she prayed in 
church,— 

This lamb-like innocent of fifteen years 
(Such she was grown to by this time of day) 
Had simply put an opiate in the drink m 
Of the whole household overnight, and then 
Got up and gone about her work secure, 

Laid hand on this waif and the other stray, 
Spoiled the Philistine and marclied out of 
dcH>rs 

In comfjany of tht‘ Canon who, Lord’s love, 
Wha: witli his daily duty at the church, 
Nightly devoir wnere ladies congregate, 

Had something else to mind, assure yourself, 
Beside Pompilia, paragon though she be, 

Or n( >tice if her nose were sharp or blunt 1 m 
Well, anyhow, albeit impossible, 

Both of them were together jullily 
Jaunting it Rome-ward, half-way there by this, 
While (iuido was left go and get undrugged, 
< lather his wi'ts up, groani ngly give thanks m 
When neighIxmrs crowded round him to 
condole. 

I Ah,” quoth a gossip, “ well I mind me now, 
** The Count did always say he thought he felt 
** He feared as if this very chance might fall 1 
And when a man of fifty finds his corns m 
** Ache and his joints throb, and foresees a 
storm, 

“ Though neighlxiurs laugh and say the sky 
is clear, 

Let us henceforth believe him weatherwise! ” 
IJhen was the story told, I’ll cut you short: 
Alltteighboursknew: no mysteryin the world. 
The lovers left at nightfall—over night m 
Had Caponsacchi come to carry off 
Pompilia,—not alone, a friend of his, 

One Guillichini, the more conversant sii 
With Guido’s housekeeping that he was just 
A cousin of Guido’s and might play a prank— 
(Have not you too a cousin that’s a wag?) 

—Lord and a Canon JaJso,—what would you 
have? 

Such are the red-clothed milk-swollen poppy- 
heads 
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That stand and siMtn ’mid the wheat o* the 
Church I — m 

This worthy came to aid, abet his best I 
And so the house was ransacked, booty bagged, 
The lady led downstairs and out of doors 
Guided and guarded till, the city passed, 

A carriage lay convenient at the gate. ms 
G cx>d«bye to the friendly Canon; the loving one 
Could peradventure do the rest himself. 

In jumps Pompilia, after her the priest, 

* * Wlup, driver! Money makes the mare to go, 
“And we’ve a bagful. Take the Roman 
road 1 ” MO 

So said the neighlx»urs. This was eight hours 
since. 

Guido heard all, swore the l)efitting oaths, 
Sht)ok off the relics of hLs poison-drench, 

Got horse, was fturly started in pursuit m 
With never a friend to follow, found the truck 
F^ist enough, *twas the straight Perugia way, 
Tr(x1 soon upon their veiy’ heels, too late 
By a minute only at Camoscia, reached 
('hiusi, Foligno, ever the fugitives 
Just ahead, just out as he gallo^xid in, mo 
( ietting the gcxxl news ever fresh and fresh, 
Till, lo, at the last stage of all, last post 
Before Rome,—as we say, in sight of Rome 
And safely (there’s impunity at Rome 
For priests, you know) at—what’s the little 
place ?— MS 

What some call Castelnuovo, some just call i 
The Osterin, becau^ o’ the post-house inn, 
1'hcre, at the journe/s all but end, it seems, j 
Triumph deceived them and undid them both, j 
Secun they might foretaste felicity ro 

N(jr f(*ar aurprisal; so, they were surprised. 
There did they halt at early evening, there 
l>kl Guido overtake them : ’twas day-break; 
He came in time enough, not time too much, 
vSinre in the courtyard stood the Canon’s self 
Urging the drowsy stable-grooms to haste ws 
Harness the horses, have the journey end, 
ITie trifling four-hours*-nmning, so reach j 
Rome. j 

And the other runaway, the wife? Upstairs, j 
Still on the couch where she had spent the; 
night, ^ m 


One couch in one room, and one room for both. 
So gained they six hours, so were lost therel^. 

Sir, what’s the sequel ? Lover and beloved 
Fall on their knees? No impudence serves 
here ? SM 

They beat their breasts and beg for easy death. 
Confess this, that and the other ?—anyhow 
Confess there wanted not some likelihood 
To the supposition so preposterous, 

That, O Pompilia, thy sequestered eyes 
Had noticed, straying o’er the prayer book’s 
edge, m 

More of the Canon tlian that black his coat, 
Buckled hi', shoes were, broad his hat of brim : 
And that, O Canon, thy religious care 
I lad breathed t^>o w>ft a henedicite 
Til lianish trouble from a lady’s breast m 

S(> lonely and so hively, nor so lean! 

This you expect? Indeed, then, much you err. 
Not to such ordinary end as this 
Had (^aponsiicchi flung the cassock far, dm 

Dofted the priest, donned the pertect cavalier. 
The die was cUvSt: over shoes oA-er IxKits: 
And just as she, I presently shall show, 
Pompilia, s<.x)n IiKiked Helen to the life, 
RecumlieiU upstairs in her pink and Avhite, 
So, in the inn-yard, lH>ki as ’twere Troy-town, 
There strutted Paris in correct costume, looe 
C’ltHik, capand feather, no appointment missed, 
Even to a wicked-looking sword at side, 

He seemed to find and feel familiar at. 

Nor wanted words as ready and as big mid 
As the fiart he played, the l)old al>ashlcss one. 
“ I interposed to save your wife frt>m death, 
“Ytmiself from shame, the true and only 
shame: 

“ Ask your own conscience else I—or, ftuling 
that, 

* ‘ What I have done I answer, anywhere, lois 
“ Here, if you will; you see I have a sword : 
“ Or, since I have a tonsure as you taunt, 
“At Rome, by all means,—priests to try a 
priest. 

“Only, speak where your wife’s voice can 
reply! ” 

And then he fingered at the sword again, vm 
So, Guido called, in aid and witness both. 

c 
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Tine BuMlc Ewe. The Commissary came, 
Oncers also $ they secmred the priest; 

’Hicn, ibr his more confusion, mounted up 
With him, a guard on either side, the stair 1095 
To the hed-room where still slept or feigned 
a sleep 

His paramour and Guido’s wife : in burst 
The company and bade bet wake and rise. 

Her defence ? This. She woke, saw, sprang 
upright 

r the midst and stood as terrible as truth, loso 
Sprang to her husband’s side, caught at the 
sword 

That hui^ there useless,—since they held 
each hand 

O* the lover, had disarmed him properly,— 
And in a moment out flew the bright thing 
Full in the fece of Guido: but for help losa 
O* the guards who held her back and pinioned 
her 

With pains enough, she had finished you my 
tale 

With a flourish of red all round it, pinked her 
man 

Prettily; but she fought them one to six. 
They stopped that,—but her tongue con¬ 
tinued free: kmo 

She spat forth such invective at her spouse, 
O’erfirothed him with such foam of murderer, 
Thief, pandar—that the popular tide soon 
turned. 

The fevour of the very shWi, straight itt44 
Ebbed from the husband, set toward bis wife, 
People cried Hands off, pay a priest re¬ 
spect J ’’ ^ 

And ^‘persecuting fiend” and “martyred 

saint ” 

Began to lead a measure from lip to lip. 

But hats are fects and flinch not; stubborn 
things, 

And the question “ Prithee, friend, how 

ccaaes my parse sm 

Um polce of yon —admits of no reply. 
How was a {wxe^ found out in mosquem^, 
cmighi {flaying truant if no more ; 

^ hioitilied in mien enough, 

Of '• 


And, nose to fece, an added palm in length, 
Was plain writ “husband” every jnece of 
him: UOS 

Capture once made, release could hardly be. 
Beride, the prisoners both made appeal, 

“ Take us to Rome ! ” 

Taken to Rome they were t 
The husband trooping after, piteously, i<m 
Tail between legs, no talk of triumph now— 
No honour set firm on its feet once more 
On two dead bodies of the guilty,—nay, 

No dubious salve to honour’s Woken pate 
From chance that, after all, the hurt might seem 
A skin-deep matter, scratch that leaves no 
scar; 

Ft»r Guido’s first search,—ferreting, poor soul. 
Here, there and everywhere in the vile place 
Abandoned to him when their backs were 
turned, im 

Found,—furnishing a last and best regale,— 
All the love-letters bandied ’twixt the pair 
Since the first timid trembling into life 
O’ the love-star till its stand at fiery full. 

Mad prose, mad verse, fears, hopes, triumph, 
despair, i(V« 

Avowal, disclaimer, plans, dates, names,— 
was nought 

Wanting to prove, if proof consoles at all, 
That this had l>een but the fifth act o’ the 
piece 

Whereof the due procmium, months ago 
These playwrights had put forth, and ever 
since tm 

Matured the middle, added ’neath his nose. 
He might go cross himself: the case was clear. 

Therefore to Rome with the clear case ; there 
plead 

Each party its l>est. and leave law do each 
right, 

Let law shine forth and show, as God in 

heaven, uw 

Vice prostrate, virtue pedestailed at last, 

The triumph of truth ! What else shall glad 
our gaxe 

When once authority has knit the brow 
And set the Itrain behind it to decide tm 

Between the wolf and sheep turned Utigonta? 
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This i» indeed a business T’ law shook head; i 
A husband charges hard things on a wife, | 
** The wife as hard o* the huslmnd: whose 
fault here } 

** A wife that flies her huslmncFs house, does 
wrong; 1094 

“ The male friend’s interference looks amiss, 
** l^nds a suspicion ? but suppose the wife, 
“On the other hand, be jeo[>ardized at 
home— 

“ Nay, that she simply hold, ill-groundedly, 

“ An apprehension slie is jeopardized,— 

“ And further, if the friend partake the fear, 

“ And, in a commendable cliarity 1101 

“ Which trusteth all, trust her that she mis¬ 
trusts,— 

“ What do they but oljey law—natural law ? 

‘ ‘ Pretence may this be and a chmk for sin, iim 
“ And circumstances tliat concur i’ the close 
“Hint as much, loudly—yet scarce loud 
enough 

“To drown the answer ‘ strange may yet lie 
true: * 

“ IniUKrence often looks like guiltiness. 

“ The accused declare tliat in thought, word 
and dec'd, 

“ Innocent were theylx>th from first to last mo 
“As maledmlx* haply laid by female-ljalx; 

“ At church on edge of the liaptismal font 
“Together for a minute, perfect-pure. 

“ DiiiicuU to believe, yet possible. 1114 

“ As witness Joseph, the friend’s patron-saint. 
“The night at the inn—there charity nigh 
chokes 

“ Ere swallow what they lx>th asseverate ; 

“ Though down the gullet faith may feel it go, 
“ Wlien mindful of what flight fatigued the 
flesh 

Out of its faculty and fleshliness, im 
“ Subdued it to the soul, as saints assure: 
long a flight necessitates a fall 
On the first bed, though in a lion’s den. 
And the first pillow, though the lion’s back : 
“ Oiflicult to believe* yet possible. im 
“ last come the letters* bundled beastliness— 
“ Authority repugns give glance to—nay, 

** Turns head, and almost lets her whip-lash 
Mi 


$% 

“ Vet here a voice cries * Kesjate 1 ’ from the 
clouds— 

“The accused, both in a tale, protest, dis¬ 
claim, iiao 

“ Aboipinate the horror : ‘ Not my hand * 

“ Asserts the friend—‘ Nor mine’ chimes in 
the wife, 

“ * Seeing I have no hand, nor write at all.* 

“ Illiterate—for she goes on to ask, 

“ What if the friend did pen now verse now 
prose, iiM 

“Commend it to her notice now and then? 

“ ’Twas pearls to swine: she read no more 
than wrote, 

“ And kept nt> more than read, for as they fell 
“ She ever brushed the hurr-like things away, 
“Or, better, burned them, quencherl the fire 
in smoke. 1140 

“ As for this fardel, filth and foolishness, 

“ She sees it nou the first time : burn it too ! 
“ While for his part the friend vows ignorance 
“ Alike of what tiears his name and lx*ars hers: 

“ ’Tis forgery, a felon’s masterpiece, ii4» 

“ And, as 'tissaid the fox still finds the stench, 
“ Uome-inanufactureand the husband’s work. 
“ Though he confesses, the ingenuous friend, 
“ That certain missives, letters of a sort, 
“Flighty and feeble, which assigned them¬ 
selves IIBO 

“ To the wife, no less have fallen, for tCK> oft, 
“ In his |)ath : wherefrom be understood just 
this— 

“ That were they verily the lady’s own. 

“ Why, she wdio penned them, since he never 
saw 

“ Save for one minute the mere face of her, im 
“ Since never had there been the interchange 
“Of word with word between them all their 
life, 

“ Why, she must be the fondest of the frail, 
“ And fit, she for the ^ he flung, tm 

“ Her letters for the flame they went to feed f 
“But, now he sees her fecc and hears hei 
sjieech, 

“ Much he repents him if, in frincy-freak 
“ For a moment the minutest measurable, 

: “away with thee I ” 
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** He ewpled ber with the first flimsy word 
“ (y the self-spun fobric some mean spider- 

SOttl 114$ 

** Furnished forth; stop his films and stamp 
on him ! 

** Never was such a tangled knottiness, 

“ But thus authority cuts the Gordian through. 
And mark how her decision suits the need ! 
“Here’s troublesomeness, scandal on both 
sides, 1170 

“ Plenty of fault to find, no absolute crime : 
“ each side own its fault and make amends! 

“ What does a priest in cavalier’s attire 
“Consorting publicly with vagrant wives 
“ In quarters close as the confessional, iirs 
“Though innocent of harm? ’Tis harm 
enough: 

** I^t him pay it,—say, lie relegate a gcKxl 
“ Three years, to spend in some place not 
too fer 

“ Nor yet too near, mid way’iwixt near and far, 
“ Rome and Arezjto,—Civita we ('ha^se, iieu 
“ Where be may lounge away time, live at 
large, 

“ Find out the proper function of a priest, 

“ Nowise an exile,—^thal were punishment,— 
“ But one our love thus keeps out of harm’s 
way 

“ Not more from the husliand’s anger than, 
mayhap nss 

“Hisown. . . say, indiscretion, waywardness, 
“And wanderings when Easter eves grow 
warm. 

“ For the wife,—well, our best step to take 
with her, 

“ On her own showing, were to shift her roof^ 
“Frtwn the old cold shade and unhappy 
soil 1100 

“ Into a generous ground that fronts the south 
** Where, since her callow soul, a-shiver late, 
**Cnived simply warmth and called mere 
passers-by 

** To the rescue, she should have her All of 
shine. 

•‘Bo house and husband hinder and not 
htlp? im 

*• then, hrgtt both and stay here at peace, 

into mi eonnnunity, enioll 


“ Herself along with those good Convertites,^ 
“ Those sinners saved, those Magdaiens re¬ 
made, 

“Accept their ministration, well bestow laoo 
“ Her body and patiently possess her soul, 

“ Until we see what Iwitter can be done, 

“ IasI for the husband : if his tale prove tme, 
“ Well is he rid of two domestic pLigues— 
“Both wife that ailed, do whatsoever he 
would, 

“ And friend of hers that undertook the cure. 
“ See, what a double load we lift from breast! 
“Off he may go, return, resume old life, 

“ Laugh at the priest here and PompiUa there 
“In hmlx) each and punished for their pains, 
“And grateful tell the inquiring neighlioiir- 
htxxi— mi 

“ In Rome, no wrong but has its remedy,” 
The case was closed. Now, am I fair or no 
In what 1 utter? Do I state the facts, im 
Having forechosen a side ? I promised you 1 

The Canon Ca}.K)nsacchi, then, was sent 
To change his garb, re-trim his tonsure, lie 
The clerkly silk round, every plait correct, 
Make the impressive entry on his place 
Gf relegation, thrill his Civita, im 

As Ovid, a like suffert'r in the cause, 

Planted a primrose-pitch by Pontas: w here,— 
What with much culture of the sonnet-stave 
And converse with the alxirigines, 

Soft savagery of eyes unused to roll i3m 

And hearts that all awry went pit-a-pat 
And wanted setting rigbt in charity,-*- 
Vfhai were a couple of years to while away ? 
hpompilia, as enjoined, IkikkA herself ia» 
To the aforesaid (’onvertites, soft sisterhood 
In Via Lungara, where the light ones live, 
Spin, pray, then sing like linnets o’er the flax. 
“Anywhere, anyhow, out of my husband’s 
house 

“ Isheas^en,” cried she,-—was therefore suited 
so. 

But for Count Guido Franceschtni, he— \m 
The injured man thus righted—found no 
heaven 

1 Co/wirtites: a society maintsdning a peni* 
tentiary for women. 
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J* the house when he returned there, I engage, 
Was welcomed by the city turned upside down I 
In a chorus of inquiry. “ What, t>ack—you? j 
“And no wife? Left her with the Peni¬ 
tents ? 1240 

“Ah, lieing young and pretty, Hwere a shame 
* ‘ To have her whipped in public: leave the job 
“ To the priests who understand! Such 
priests as yours— 

“ (Ponlifex Maximus * w'hjpjwl V^cstals once) 
“ (hirmadcap Cafxuisacchi: think of him! 1245 
“ So, he fired up, showed fight and skill ot 
fence ? 

“ Ay, you drew also, but you did not fight ! 

“ llie wiser, ’tis a word and a blow with him, ; 
“True Lap<.msacchi, of old Head-i’-the-Sack 
“ThatfoughtatFiesoleereKlorcncew.is: liW) 
“He had done enough, to firk you weie too 
much. 

“ And did the little lady menace you, 

“Make at your breast with youi ijun haim- 
less swor<l ? 

“ The spitfire ! Well, thank (i<xi you’re safe 
and sound, 

“ Have kept the sixth commandment whether 
or no 

“The kuly broke the seventh : 1 only wish 
“ I were as siurU-like, could contain me so. 
“I, the jw)r sinner, fear I should have left 
“ Sir Priest no nose-lip to turn up at me ! ” 
\'ou,Sir,who listen hut mterfiose no word, im 
Ask yourself, luul you l>orne a Ixuting thus? 
Wa.s it enough to make a w is<» man in.i<l ? 

Oh, but ril have your verdict at the end ! 

Well not enough, it seems: such mere hurt falls, 
Frets awhile, aches King, then grows less and 
less, n»65 

And so gets done with. Such was not the 
scheme 

O’ the pleasant Comparini; on (Juido’s wound 
Ever in due succession, drop by drop, 

Came slow dLstilmenl from the alembic heie 
Set on to simmer by Canidian ^ bate, mo 

' PmH/ex Maximm: in ancient Rome, any 
Vestal Virgin who let the sacred fire go out 
Was scourged by the Pontifex Mavimus 
* Cammum: from Canidia, desciibed by 
Horace as a malicious witch. 


Corrosives keeping the man’s misery raw. 
F'irst fire-drop,—when he thought to make 
the best 

O’ the liad, to wring from out the sentence 
jjassed, 

Poor, pitiful, absurd although it were, 

\>t what might eke him out result enough ms 
And make it worth while to have had the right 
And not the WTong i’ the matter judged at 
Rome. 

Inadequate her punishment, no less 
Punished in some slight sort his wife had been; 
Then, punished for adultery, what else? \j»> 
On such admitted crime he thought to seire, 
And institute procedure in the c<^mrts 
Which cut r(irruption of thi.s kind from man, 
Cast l()ose a wife proved loose and castaway : 
He da lined 1 n due form a div orce at least. 128 » 

This daini was met now by a counterclaim : 
Pompilia sought divorce iroin bed and board 
Of (tUkIo, whose outrageous cruelty, 

Whose rnothci's malice and whose brother’s 
hate 

Were just the white o’ the charge, such 
dreadful depths la&o 

Slackened its i ent re,—hints of w orse than hate, 
Ixwe from that brother, by that Guido’s guile, 
That mothcY’s prompting. Such reply was 
made, 

So was the engine loaded, wound up, sprung 
(.)n Guido, who recei\ed l]K»It full in breast; 
Hut iK» less liore up, giddily perhaps, im 
lie had the AUite Paolo still m Home, 
Hruthcr and friend and fighter on his .side : 
I'hcy milled in a meiusure, met the foe im 
Manlike, joined Uittlc in the public courts, 
As if to shame supine law' from her sloth : 
And waiting her award, let Wat the wliile 
Arez7o’.s Iwinter, Rome’s buftminery. 

On this ear and on that ear, deaf alike, 

Safe frimi worse outrage. Ix*t a scorpion nip, 
And never mind till he contorts his tail! 

But there was sting i* the creature; thus it 
struck. 

Guido had thought in his simplicity— 

Tlmt lying declaration of remorse, 

That story of the child which was no child 
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And no motikerhood at all> What houii^ obtained Pompilia’s preference? 

^Tlwit even diis sin might have its sort of Why,justtbeCoinparmrs—just, do you mark, 
good Theirs who renounced all part and Jot 

Inasmuch as no cjuestion more could be,— in her isiKt 

Call it false, call the story true,—no claim So long as Guido could be robbed thereby, 

Of liirtlier parentage pretended now: isis And only fell back on relationship 

The parents had allured all right, at least, And found their daughter safe and sound again 

P the woman owned his wife; to plead right When that might surelier stab him: yes, the 
still patf 

Were to declare the abjuration fiilse : Who, as I told you, first had baited hook %m 

He was relieved from any fear henceforth With this poor gilded fly Pompilia-thing, 

Their hands might touch, their breath defile Then caught the fish, pul led Guido to the shore 
again im And gutted him,—now found a further use 

Pompilia with his name upon her yet. hor the bait, would trail the gauze wings yet 

Well, no: the next news was, Pompilia^s health agam 

Demanded change after full three long weeks V the way ol what new swimmer passed their 
Spent in devotion with the Sisterhood,— stand. isbo 

Which rendered sojourn, — so the court They took Pompilia to their hiding-place-— 
opined,— isjs Not in the heart of Rome as formerly. 

Too irksome, since the convent’s walls were Under observance, subject to control- 

high But out o’ the way,—or m the way, who 

And windows narrow, nor was air enough know s ? 

Nor light enough, but all looked prison-like, That blind mute villa lurking by the gate i«» 

The Ink thing which had come in the court’s At ^ la Paulina, not so bard to miss 

head. By the honest eye, easy enough to find 


Propose a new expedient therefore, —this! isao 
She had demanded—had obtained indeed, 
By intervention of her pitying fi-iends 
perhaps lovers—(beauty in distress, 
Beauty whose tale is the town-talk beside. 
Never lacks friendship’s arm about her neck)— 
Obtained remission of the penalty, im 

Permitted transfer to some private place 
Where better air, more light, new food might 
soothe— 

Incarcerated (call it, all the same) 

At some sure friend’s house she must keep 
iniflde, ISM 

Be fiaund in at requirement ftust enough,— 
Pamm canen, m Roman style. 

Tmt keep the house f the main, as most 
men do 

And all good women: but free otherwise, 
fihemid Bknds arrive, to lodge them and 
whatnot? 

MA «arib a dmmm, «och a dwelling^pkce, 
all Borne to choose firont, where 


In tw flight by m^irauders: where perchance 
Some muffled Caponsacchi might repair, 
Employ odd moments when he too tried 
change, uwv 

Found that a friend’s abixie was pleasanter 
Than relegation, penance and the rest. 

Come, here's the last drop does its worst to 
wound: 

Here’s Guido poLsoned to the bone, you say, 
boasted still’s full stram and strength: 
not so! tm 

One master-squeeze from screw shall bring 
to birth 

The hoard i* the heart o’ the toad, hell’s quint¬ 
essence. 

Heleamed the true convenience of thechange, 
And why a convent lacks the cheerful hearts 
Andhclpful hands which female straits require, 
When, m the blind mute villa by the gate, mi 
Pompilia—what? sang, danced, mwcompuny? 
—Cave birth, Sir, to a child, his son and heiri 
Or Guido’i hesr and Caponsacchi’a son. 
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I wftnt f mtr word f»ow; whstt do you say to 
iiiis f im 

What would say little Arezzo and great Rome, 
Aud what did God say aud the devil say 
One at teach car o* the man, the husband, now 
The father ? Why, the overburdened mind 
Broke down, what was a brain became a blaze. 
In fury of* the moment—(that first news i»i 
Fell on the Count among his vines, it seems, 
Doing his farm-work,)—why, he summoned 
steward, 

Called in the first four hard hands and stout 

vm 

FroiAfidld and furrow, poured forth his appeal. 
Not to Romeos law and gospel any more, 

But this down with a mother or a wife, 

That dodpok with a sister or a son : 

And, whereas law and gospel held their peace, 
What wonder if the sticks and stones cned 

out? 1400 

All five soon somehow found themselves at 
Rome, 

At the villa door; there v>,ts the warmth and 
light— 

The sense of life so just an inch inside— 
Some angel must have whispered “ One more 
chance I ** 

He gave It: bade the others stand aside: i4<» 

Knocked at the door ,—** Who is it knocks ? ” 
cried one. 

** f will make,” surely Guido’s angel urged, 

** One final essay, last experiment, 

“ Speak the word, name the name from out 
all names i4o» 

** Which, if,—as doubtless strongiUusionsare, 
** And strange disguisings whereby truth seems 
false, 

** And, sunce I am hut man, I dare not do 
** Gt^’s work until assured I see with Od, — 
If I should bring my lips to breathe that name 
And they be innocent,—nay, by one mere 
touch MW 

** Of innocence redeemed from utter guilt,— 
** That name will bar the door and bid fate 
pass, 

“ I will not say * It is a messenger, 


* A neighbour, even a belated man, 

** ‘ Much less your husband’s friend, your 
husliand’s self: ’ im 

“ At such ap{>eal the door is bound to ope, 

** But I will say ”—here’s rhetoricand to spare! 
Why, Sir, the stumbling-block is cursed and 
kicked. 

Block though It lie; the name that brought 
offence 

Will bring offence: the burnt child dreads 
the fire ] 43 » 

Although that fire feed on some taper-wick 
Which never left the altar nor singed a fly: 
And liada harmless man tripped you by chance, 
How would you wait him, stand or step aside, 
When next you heard he rolled your way? 
Enough, 143S 

Giuseppe C'aponsacchi ’ ” Guido cried; 

And open flew the door : enough again. 
Vengeance, you know, burst, like a mountain- 
wave 

Tliat holds a monster in it, over the house, 
And wiped its filthy four walls free at last 143 a 
Withawashofhelhfire,—father,mother, wife, 
Killed them all, bathed his name clean m 
their bkxxl, 

And, reeking so, w as caught, his friendsandhe, 
Haled hither and imprisoned yesternight 
O’ the day all this was, 144» 

Now, Sir, tale is told, 
Of how the old couple come to he m state 
Though hacked to pieces,—never, the expert 
say. 

So thorough a study of stabbing—while the 
wife 

(Viper-like, very difficult to slay) 144 s 

Writhes still through every ring of her, poor 
wretch, 

At the Hospital hard by—survives, we’U hope, 
To somewhat purify her putrid soul 
By frill confession, make so much amends 
While time lasts ; since at day’s end die she 
must. 

For Caponsacchi,—why, the)?*!! have him here, 
As hero of the adventure, who so fit 
To figure in the coming Carnival ? 
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’Twltt txx^ik^ the Ibrtulie of whate’er saloon 
Mmiiecoiint, with helpfhl cheek, and eye 
Hdtly Indignant now, now dewy-dimmed, law 
The incidents of /light, pttimut, surprise. 
Capture, with hints of kisses all between— 
While C»uido, wholly unrontantic spouse. 

No longer fit to laugh at since the Wood i4ao 
Gave the broad fiirce an all loo brutal air, 
Why, he and those four luckless friends of his 
May tumble in the straw this bitter day— 
Laid by the heels i’ the New Prison, I hear, 
To Wde their trial, since trial, and for the 
li/e, 146 & 

Follows if but for form’s sake : yes, indeed ! 

But with a certain issue: no di<ipute, 

“ Try him,” bids law : formalities oblige i 
But as to the ksue,—look me in the face !—- 
If the law thinks to find them guilty, Sir, 1470 
Master or men—touch one hair of the five, 
Then I say in the name of all that’s left 
Of honour in Rome, civility i’ the world 
Whereof Rome boasts herself the central 
source,— 

There’san end toall hope of justice more, im 
Astrsea^s* gone indeed, let hope go too ! 
Who is it dares impugn the natural }aw% 
Deny God’s word *Mhe faithless wife shall 
die”? 

What, are we blind? How can we fail to learn 
This crowd of miseries make the man a mark, 
Accumulate on one devoted head jm 

For our example ?—yours and mine who read 
Its lesson thus—Henceforward let none dare 
** Stand, like a natural in the public way, 
Letting the very urchins twitch his beard i 4 m 
** And tweak his nose, to earn a nickname so, 
** Be styled male^Grissel or else modem Job I ” 
Had Guido, in the twinkling of an eye, 
Summed up the reckoning, promptly paid 
himself^ im 

That morning when he came up with the yiair 
M the wayside iiin,“-'<jxacted his just debt 
By aid of what first mattock, pitchforks axe 
Oune to hand in the helpful stable-yard, 

t yis0wa / daughter of /eiis and Themis, 
whose dimeurtore fifom earth marked the ending 
of llm gulden ag^ 


And with that axe, if providence so pleased, 
Cloven each head, by some Rolando-stroke, 
In one dean cut from crown to clavicle,* i«e 
—Slain the priest-gallant, the wi/e-pammour, 
Sticking, for all defence, in each skull’s cleft 
The rhyme and reason of the stroke thus dealt, 
To-wit, those letters and last evidence isw 
Of shame, each package in its proper place, — 
Bidding, who pitied, undistend the skulls,— 
I say, the world had praised the man. But no! 
That were too plain, too straight, too rimply 
just! 

He hesitates, calls law forsooth to help, isw 
And law, distasteful to who calls in law 
When honour is l>eforehand and would serve, 
What wonder if law hesitate in turn, 

Plead her disuse to calk o’ the kind, reply 
(Smihng a little) “ ’Tis yourself assess t«tft 

“The worth of what’s lost, sum of damage 
done. 

“ What you touched with so light a finger-tip, 
“ Vou whose concern it was to grasp the thing, 

} “ Why must law gird herself and grafiple 
with ? 1514 

“ Law, alien to the actor whose warm bUxxl 
“Asks heat from law whose veins run luke¬ 
warm milk,— 

“ What you dealt lightly with, shall law make 
out 

‘ ‘ Heinous forsooth ? ” 

Sir, what’s the good of law 
In a case o’ the kind ? None, as she all but 

says^ 1598 

Call in law when a neighliour breaks your fence, 
Crilis from your field, tampers with rent or 
^ lease, 

Touches the purse or pocket,-*but wooes 
your wife ? 

No : take the old way trod when men were 
men! 1594 

Guido preferred the new path,—^for bis pains, 
Stuck in a quagmire, floundered worse and 
worse 

Until he managed somehow scramble back 
Into the safe sure rutted rood once more, 
Revenged his own wrong likeagentleman. wm 

* Ciaidck: collar-bone 
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Once back ’mid the familiar prints^ no doubt isao 
He made too rash amends for his first fault, 
Vaulted loo loftily over what barred him late, 
AndlUrthe mire again,—the common chance, 
The natural over-energy : the deed 
Maladroit yields three deaths instead of 
one, laac I 

And one life left: for where’s the Canon’s 
corpse? 

All which is the worse for (iuido, but, be 
frank— 

The better for you and me and all the w'orld, 

1 lusbaitds of wives, esjjecially in Rome. 
Thethingisput right, in the old place,—ay, imo 
T he rod hangs on its nail behind the ckx>r, 
Fresh from the brine : a matter I commend 
To the notice, during Carnival that’s near, 

Of a certain what’s-his-naine and jackanapes 
Somewhat too civil of eves witli lute and 
song !>« 

Aliout a houi^ here, \\hert’ I keep a \%ife. 
(You, being ins cousin, may go tell him vs) 


111.—THE OTHER HALF-ROMF. 

Another day that finds her living yet. 

Little Fompilia, with the }>atient brow 
And lamentable smile on those pcKir lijis, 
.And, under the white hospital-array, 

A flower-like liody, to frighten at a bruise b 
Y ou'd think, yet now, stablitHl through and 
thniugh again, 

Alive i* the ruins. ’Tis a miracle. 

It seemsthat, w hen her husband struck her first, 
She prayed Madonna just that she might live 
So long as to confess and l>e absolved ; 10 

And whether it was lliat, all her sad life long 
Never before successful in a prayer, 

This prayer rose with authority 1 <k> dread,— 
Or whether, fiecause earth was hell to her, 14 
By compensation, when the blackness broke 
She got one glimpse of quiet and the cool blue, 
To show her fr>r a moment such things were,— 
Or else,—as the Augustinian Brother thinks, 
The friar who took confession from her Up,— 
When a probationary soul that moved ao 


From nobleness to nobleness, as she. 

Over the rough way of the world, succumbs, 
BlcKKlies its last thorn with unflinching foot, 
The angels love to do their work betimes. 
Staunch some wounds here nor leave so much 
for God. ss 

Who knows? However it lie, confessed, 
aVisolved, 

She lies, with overplus of life lieside 
To sfieak and right herself from first to last, 
Right the friend also, lamb-pure, lion-brave, 
Care fur the Ixiy’s concerns, to save the son m 
From the sire, her two-week.s’ infant orphaned 
thus, 

And—with Ixrst smile of all reserved for him— 
Fardon that sire and hiislmnd fr(»m the heart. 
A miracle, so tell your Molinists ! 

i There she lies in the long white larar-house. 
Rome has Inrsieged, these two days, never 
doubt, m 

Saint Anna’s where she w aits her death, tohear 
Though but the chink o* the liell, turn o’ the 
hinge 

When the reluctant wicket opes at last, 
lA*ts in, on now this and now that pretence, 4o 
Tm^maii) by half, —complain the men of art,— 
h or a patient in such plight. The lawyers first 
Paid the due \isii —justice must Ix! done; 
They tot>k hei witness, why the murder w*as. 
Then the priests follow cd properly,—a soul m 
Toshrive; 'twasBrotherCelestine'sownright. 
The same w ho noises thus her gifts abroad. 
But many more, who found they w’ere old 
friends. 

Pushed in to have their stare and take their talk 
And go forth Ixiasling of it and to hmsi. so 
Old Monna Baldi chatters like a jay, 
Swears—but that, prematurely trundled out 
Just as she felt the lienefit Ix^n, 

The miracle wits snapped up by somebody,— 
Her imlsied limb ’gan prick and promise life 
At touch o’ the Ixjdclothes merely,—how 
much more 

Had she hut brushed the liody as she tried ! 
Cavalier Carlo—well, there’s some excuse 
For him—Maratta who paints Virgins so— 
He too must fee the porter and slip by w 
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Willi pmtii cm and pufier squuafCd, and 

WAS lie %utiiig away at face: 

** A liwdkr §sute is not in Rome,” cried he, 
**Slia|>ed like a peacodc’s e^, the pure as 
pearl, m 

** That hatches you anon a snow-white chick. ” 
Thai, oh that pair of eyes, that pendent hair. 
Black this and black the other! M ighty fine— 
But nobody cared ask to jioint the same. 

Nor grew a poet over hair and eyes 
Four HtUe years ago when, ask and have, 70 
Ihe woman who wakes all this rapture 
leaned 

Flower-like from out her window longenough, , 
As much uncomplimented as uncropped 
By comers and goers in Via Vittoria: eh ? 
'Tis just a flower’s fete: past parterre we trip, 75 
Till peradventure someone plucks our .sleeve— 
** Yon blossom at the briar’s end, that’s the 
rose 

Two jealous people fought for yesterday 
And killed each other: .see, there’s un¬ 
disturbed 

A pretty pool at the root, of rival red ! ” so 
Then cry we ** Ah, the perfect paragon ! ” 
Then crave we **Just one keepsake-leaf for 
us I” 

Truth lies between ; there’s anyhow a child 
Of seventeen years, whether a flower or weed, 
Ruined s who did it shall account to Christ— 
Having no pity on the harmless life m 

And gentle fece and girlish form he found, 
And thus flings bock. Go practise if you 
please 

With men and women : leave a child alone 
For Christ’s particular love’s sake I—-«o I say. 

Somebody, at the bedside, said much more, w 
Took on him to eicplain the secret cause 
P* the oriine: quoth he, Such crimes are 
very dfe, 

Eaplode nmr make us wonder now-a-days, 

** that Antichrist disseminates m 
dticbriac of the Philosophic Sk: 
sect will soon make earth too 

ft# l( 


*‘Nay,” groaned the Augustinian, ‘’what’s 
there new ? 

Crime will not feul to flare up from men’s 
hearts 

“ While hearts arenien’sand so bom criminal; 
‘ ‘ Which one feet, always old yet ever new, 101 
‘ ‘ Accounts for so much crime that, for roy port, 
** Molinos may go whistle to the wind 
‘<That waits outside a certain church, you 
know S ” 

Though really it does seem as if she here, m 
Pompilia, living so and dying thus, 

Has had undue experience how much crime 
A heart can hatch. Why was she made to 
learn 

—Not you, not I, not even Molinos* self— 
What Guido Franceschini’s heart could hold ? 
Thus saintship is effected probably ; m 
No sparing saints the process!—which the 
more ^ 

Tends to the reconciling us, no saints, 

To sinnership, immunity and all. 

For see now : Pietro and Violante’s life m 
Till seventeen years ago, all Rome might note 
And quote for happy—see the signs distinct 
Of happiness as we yon Triton’s * trump. 
What could they be but happy ?—balanced so, 
Nor low i* the scx:ial scale nor yet tw high, m 
Nor poor nor richer than comports with ease. 
Nor bright and envied, nor oljscure and scorned, 
Nor .so young that their pleasures fell too 
thick, 

Nor old past catching pleasure when it fell, 
Ulthing al)Ove, below the just degree, m 
All at the mean where joy’s components mix. 
So again, in the couple’.s very souls 
You .saw the adequate half with half to match, 
Each having and each lacking somewhat, both 
Making a whole that had all and lacked 
nought. iiQ 

The round and sound, in whose composure 
just 

1 Vm Tfitmt sec Book I. I 898. The 
leaker is represented as being in the Piasm 
Barberini. near Bernini's fbuntam, composed erf 
a Triton supported by dol|>bina 
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The ac«|uie»cent and recipient side 
Was Pietni’s, and the stirring striving one 
Violante^s: both in union gave the due 
Quietude, enterprise, craving and content, iss 
Which go to bodily health and peace of mind. 
But, as *tis said a liody, rightly mixed, 

Each element in equipoise, would last 
Too long and live for cver,^—accordingly 
Holds a germ—sand>grain weight too much 
i’ the scale— 140 

Ordained to gel predominance one day 
And st> bring all to ruin and release,— 

Not otherwise a fatal germ lurked here ; 
“With mortals much must go, but something 
stays; 

* * Nothing will stay of our so happy selves, ” i 46 
Out of the very rijxmess of lile\ core 
A worm was bred—“Our life shall leave no 
fruit” 

Enough of bliss, they thought, could bliss 
liear seed, 

Yield its like, propagate a bliss in (urn 
.\nd keep the kind up; not supplant them¬ 
selves IM 

But put in evidence, record they were, 

Show them, when done with, i’ the shape of 
a child. 

“’Tis in a child, man and wife grow com -1 
plete, 

“ One flesh : God says so; let him do his 
work i ” 

Now, one reminder of this gnawing want, iss 
One special prick o* the maggot at the core, 
Always befell when, as the day came round, 

A certain yearly sum,—our Pietro being. 

As the long name runs, an usufructuary,— 
Dropped in the common bag as interest lao 
Of money, his till death, not afterward, 
Failing an heir: an heir would take and take, 
A child of theirs l>e wealthy in their place 
To nobody*s hurt—the stranger else seired all. 
Prosperity rolled river-like and stopped, u» 
Making their mill go; but when wheel wore 
out, 

The wave would find a space and sweep on free 
And, half-a-mile of, grind some neighbours 
com 


Adam-like, Pietro sighed and said no more: 
Eve saw the apple was fidr and good to 
taste, m 

So, plucked it, having asked the snake advice. 
She told her husband God was merciful, 

And his and her prayer granted at the last: 
Let the old mill-stone moulder,—wheel un¬ 
worn, 174 

Quartz from the quarry, shot into the stream 
Adroitly, as Ixifore should go bring grist— 
Their house continued to them by an heir, 
Their vacant heart replenished with a child. 
We have her own confession at full length 
Made in the first remorse : *twas Jubilee i«» 
Pealed in the ear o’ the conscience and it woke, 
She found she had offended God no doubt, 
So much was plain from what had happened 
since, 

Misfortune on misfortune ; but she harmed 
No one i* the world, so far as she could see. 
The act had gladdenetl Pietro to the height, im 
Her spouse whom G<xi himself mustgladdenso 
Or not at all: thus much seems proliable 
From the implicit fiiith, or rather say 
Stupid credulity of the foolish man leo 

Who swalloNved such a tale noi strained a whit 
Even at his wife’s far-over-fifty years 
Matching his sixty-and-under. Him she 
blessed ; 

And as for doing any detriment 
To the veritable heir,—why, tell her first m 
Who w as he ? Which of all the hands held up 
r tlie crowd, one day would gather round 
their gate, 

Did she so wrong by intercepting thus 
The ducat, spendthrift fortune thought to fling 
For a scramble just to make the mob bieak 
shins ? 900 

She kept it, saved them kicks and cuffs thereby. 
While at the least one good work had she 
wrought, 

Good, dearly and incontestably! Her cheat— 
What was it to its subject, the child’s self, 
But charity and religion ? See the girl! 90 » 
A b(xiy most like—a soul too prolmbly— 
Doomed to death, such a double death as waits 
The illicit offspring of a common trull, 

Sure to resent and fi>rthwith rid herself 
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Of a mmt mterniptioa to sin’s trade, aie 

In <lie efficAciows way old Tiber knows. 

Was not so much proved by the ready sale 
O’ the child, glad transfer of this irksome 
chance ? 

Well then, she had caught up this castaway: 
This hagile some careless wild bird 
dropped, 216 

She had picked from where it waited the 

And put in her own breast till forth broke finch 
Able to sing God praise on mornings now. 
Whatsoexcessive harm was done ?—she asked. 

To which demand the dreadful answer 
comes— 220 

For that same deed, now at Lorenzo’s church, 
Both agents, conscious and inconscious, lie ; 
While she, the deed was done to l^enefit, 

Lies also, the most lamentable of things, 
Yonder where curious people count her; 

breaths, 23s 

Calculate how long yet the little life 
Unspiltmayserve their turn norspoil theshow, 
Give them their story, then the church ilsgroup. 

Well, having gained Pompilia, the girl grew 
r the midst of Pietro here, Violante there, 2so 
Each, like a semicircle with stretched arms. 
Joining the other round her predousness— 
Two walls that go about a garden-plot 
Where a chance sliver, branchlet slipt from bole 
Of .some tongue-leaved eye-figured Kden tree, 
Filched by two exiles and Ixjme far away, 236 
Patiently glorifies their .solitude,— 

Year by year mounting, grade by grade sur- 
motmt 

The budded brick-work, yet Is compassed still, 
Still hidden hapf)ily and shielded safe,— 240 
Else why should miracle have graced the 
ground? 

But on thetwelfih sun that Ixrought April there 
What meant that laugh ? The cofung-sione 
was reached ; 

Nay, above towered a light tufi; of Hoom 
To ^ toyed with by butterfly or bee, 84 « 
Dona to or else harm to from outride; 
foot, stalk and a branch or two 


Home enclosed still, the rest would be the 
world’s. 

All which was taught our couple though 
obtuse, 

Since walls have ears, when one day brought 
a priest, 280 

Smooth - mannered soft - .speeched sleek- 
cheeked visitor, 

The notable Abate Paolo—known 
As younger brother of a Tuscan house 
Whereof the actual representative, nu 

Count Guido, had employed his youth and age 
In culture of Rome’s most productive plant— 
A cardinal: but years pass and change comes, 
In token of which, here was our J’aolo brought 
To broach a weighty business. Might he 
speak ? 

Yes—to Violante somehow caught alone m 
While Pietro took his after-dinner doze, 

And the young maiden, busily as Inifits, 
Minded her broider-frame three chambers off. 

So—giving now his great fiap-hat a gloss 
With flat o’ the hand Ixjtween-whiles, s(K)th- 
ing now 3 » 

Tlie silk from out its creases o’er the calf, 
Setting the stocking clerical again, 

But never disengaging, once engaged, 

The thin clear grey hold of his eyes on her— 
He dissertated on that Tuscan house, 270 
Those 1 ‘Vanceschini,—very okl they were-— 
Not rich however—oh, not rich, at least, 

As jxjople l<x>k to l>e who, low i* the sc'ale 
One way, have reason, rising all they can 
By favour of the money-bag ! ’lis fair— wi 

liH all gifts go together ? But don’t suppose 
That lieing not so rich means all so ptK«r! 
Say rather, well enough--i’ the way, indeed, 
Ha, ha, to fortune Ixjlter than the best: 
Since if his brother’s jmtron-friend kept faith, 
Put into promised play the Cardinalate, ubi 
T heir house might wear the retl cloth that 
keeps warm, 

Would but the Count have patience—^there’s 
the point I 

For he was slipping into years apace, 

And years make men restless—they needs 
must spy m 
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Soin« certainty, some sort of end assured, | 
Some sparkle, tho* from topmost l)eacon-tip, I 
That warrants life a harbour through the haze. 
In short, call him ^ntastic as you choose, 2w 
Guido was home-sick, yearned for the old sights 
And usual feces,—fein would settle himself 
And have the patron’s bounty when it fell 
Irrigate fer rather than deluge near. 

Go fertilize Arezzo, not flcKxl Rome, aw 
Sooth to say, ’twas the wiser wish: the Count 
Provetl wanting in ambition,—let us avouch, 
Since truth is l:>est,—in callousness of heart, 
And winced at pin*pricks whereby honours 
hang 

A riblK>n o’er each puncture : his—no soul 
Ecclesiastic (here the hat was brushed) 300 
Humble but self-sustaining, calm and cold, 
Hanng, as one who puts his han<l to t he plough, 
Renouriced the over-vivid family-feel 
P(K>r brother (juido 1 All tw) plain, he pined 
Amid Rome’s pomp and glare for dinginess m 
And that dilapidated jKiIace-shell 
Vast as a quarry and, very like, as bire— 
Since to this comes old grandeur now-a-days— 
Or that almird wild villa in the waste 
O’ the hill side, breery though, for who likes air, 
Vittiano, nor unpleasant with its vines, an 
Outside the city and the summer heats. 

And now his harping on this one tense chord 
The villa and the p*ilace, |)alace this 
And villa the other, all day and all night aw 
Creaked like the implacable cicala’s cry 
And made one’s ear-drum ache : nought else 
woukl s<'rve 

But thill, tf> light his ntother’s visage up 
Witli second youth, hope, gaiety again, sis 
He musthnd straight w^ay, wwand haply win 
And bear away triumphant Imck, some wife. 
Well now, the man was rational in his way: 
He, the Al«ite,—ought he to intcrfx)se? 
Unless by straining still his tutelage 
(Priesthood leaps over elder-brothership) 5135 
Across this difhculty : then let go, 

Leave the poor fellow in peace ! Wouhl that 
f>e wrong? 

There was no making Guido great, it seems, 
Spite of himself: then happy be his dole ! 
Indeed, the Aliate’s little interest sso 


Was somewhat nearly touched f the case, 
they saw: 

Since if his simple kinsman so were bent, 
Began his rounds in Rome to catch a wife, 
Full soon would such unworldliness surprise 
The rare bird, sprinkle salt on phoenix’ tail, m 
And so secure the nest a sparrow-hawk. 

No lack of mothers here in Rome,—no dread 
Of daughters Iure<l as larks by looking-glass 1 
The first name-peeking credit-scratching fowl 
Would drop her unfledged cuckoo i n our nest ua 
To gather greyness there, give voice at length 
And sliame the bro<Kl . . . but it was long ago 
When criisiides were, and w^e sent eagles forth! 
No, that at least the Alwite could forestall. 

He read the thought within his breaher’s 
w'ord, m 

Knew what he pur{x>sed l)etter than himself. 
We want no name and fame—having our own: 
No worldly aggrandirement—such we fly : 
But tf some wonder of a w^oman’s-hcart 
Were yet untainted on this grimy earth, aao 
Tender and true—tradition tells of such— 
Pre|)ared to pant in time and tune with ours— 
If some good girl (a girl, since she must take 
The new l)ent, live new^ life, adopt new' modes) 
Not w'ealthy (Guido for his rank was poor) m 
But with whatever dowTy came to hand,— 
'Hiere w'cre the lady-love predestinate ! 

.Vn<i somehow' the Al^afe’s guardian eye— 
Srintillanl, rutilant, fratcnial Are,— 
Kovingrouml e\ cry way had seized the prize seo 
- The instinct of us, we, the spiritualty ! 
('ome, cards on table; was it true or false 
That here—here in this veiy tenement— 
Yea, Via Vittoria did a marvel hide, 

Lily of a maiden, white with intact Iea,f m 
(iue-^sed thro’ the sheath that saved it from 
the sun ? 

Atlaughter with the mother’s hands still clasped 
Over her head for fillet virginal, 

A wife w't>rth Guido’s house and liand and 
heart ? 

He came to see; had spoken, he could no 
less— 9 m 

(A final cherish of the stockinged calf) 

If harm were,—well, the matter was off his 
mind. 
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With the great eir ilid he kis»s, dev<jvt> j 
Vihhuite’s hand, and rise tip his whole height j 
{A oertaiii pnrf^e gleam alx>ut the black) m 
Anil go forth grandly,—^as if the Pope came 
next. I 

And so Violante rubbed her eyes awhile, 

Ck»t up too, walked to wake her Pietro soon 
And pour into his ear the mighty news 
How somebody had somehow somewhere 
seen tm 

Itieir tree-top-tuft of bloom above the wall, 
And came now to apprize them the tree’s self 
Was no such crab-sort as should go feed 
swine, 

But veritable gold, the Hespeimn ball * 
Ordained for Hercules to haste and pluck, m 
And bear and give the Gods to banquet w ith— 
Hercules standing ready at the dtx)r. 

Whereon did Pietro rub his eyes in turn, 

Look very wise, a little woeful t<x). 

Then, periwig on head, and cane in hand, 3$o 
Sally forth dignihedly into the Square 
Of Spain® across Babbuino the six ste|)s, 
Toward the Boat-fountain where our idlers 
lounge,— 

Ask, for form’s sake, who Hercules might l)e, 
And have congratulation from the world, m 

Heartily laughed the world in his Rnd’s-face 
And told him Hercules w'as just the heir 
To the stubble once a corn-field, and brick- 
heap 

Where used to be a dwelling-i^ce now 
burned. 

Guido and Franceschini; a Count,—ay: 4 cift 
But a cross* i’ the poke to bless the Count- 
ship? No! 

All gone except sloth, pride, rapacity, 
Humours of the imposthuine incident 

' Tk0 Hesperim fall: the golden apple 
which Hercules was i^uired to fetch from the 
garte of the Hesperides. 

* Tfm Square 0f^ain: thePiasttidiSmgna, 
la the present ^'Eiiglish quarter" of Rome. 
The Via del Babbuino mns into it, and the 
(Fontana della Barcaccia) 

fhmds fit ih 

^ 1 .^*, a coin; an old expression, 
Ibidid IM IMdsmith, Dryden, and earlier 


To rich blood that runs thin,—nursed to a 
head 

By the rankly-salted soil—a cardinal’s court 
Where, para.site and picker-up of ammb®, m 
He had hung on long, and now, let go, said 
some, 

Sliaken off, said others,-—l>ut in any case 
Tired of the trade and something worse for 
wear, 

Was wanting to clrnnge town for country 
quick, 410 

Go home again : let Pietro help him home ! 
The brother, Aliate Paolo, shrewder mouse, 
Had pneked for couifortable quarters, inched 
Into the core of Rome, and iattened so ; 

But Guido, over-lwrly for rat\ hole 4 i 6 
t Suited to clerical slimness, starved outside, 

I Must shift for himself: and so the shift was 
this! 

What, was the snug retreat of Pietro tracked, 
The little provision for his old age snuffed ? 

** Oh, make your girl a lady, an you list, o 
“ But have more mercy on our wit than vaunt 
“ Your Ijorgain as we burgesses who brag ! 
“Why, Goodman Dullard, if a friend must 
speak, 

“ W\>uld the f.'ount, think you, stoop to you 
and yours 

* * Were there the value of one penny-{>iece 4 w 
“To rattle 'twixt his palms -or Ukelicr laugh, 
“ Bid your Porapilia help you black his shoe?” 

Home again, shaking oft the pu/zled pate, 
Went Pietro to announce a change indeed, 
Yet point Violante where some solace lay 430 

3 ||a rueful sort, — the taper, quenched sto soon, 
ad ended merely in a snuff, not stink— 
Congratulate there was one hope the less 
Not misery the more: and so an end. 

The marriage thus im|>o«sible, the rest m 
Followed : our spokesman, Paolo, heard hh 
fste, 

Resignedly Count Guido bore the blow t 
Violante wiped away the transient tear, 
Renounced the playing l>anae to gold dreams, 
Praised much her Pietro’s prompt aagadous- 
ness, 4 # 
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Found iieighbours’ envy natural, lightly 
laughed 

At gossips’ malice, Mrly wrapped herself 
In her integrity three folds atx>ut, 

And, letting pass a little day or two, 

Threw, even over that integrity, 440 

Another wrappage, namely one thick veil 
That hid her, matron-wise, from head to foot, 
And, l»y the hand holding a girl veiled too, 
Stood, one dim end of a December day, 

In Saint Lorenro on the altar-step— 450 

Just where she lies now and that girl will lie— 
Only with fifty candles* company 
Now, in the place of the poor winking one 
Which saw,—doors shut and sacristan made 
sure,— 

A priest—perhaps Aliate Paolo—wed 4 S 5 

Cvuido clandestinely, irrevocably 
To hk Fompilia aged thirteen years 
And five months,—witness the church 
register,— 

Pompilk, (thus liecome Count (iuido’s wife 
Clandestinely, irrevocably hi.s,) 4m 

Who all the while had Ixirne, iroin first to last. 
As brisk a part i’ the bargain, as yon lamb, 
Brought forth from luasket and set out for sale, 
Bears while they rhafier, wary market-man 
And voluble housewife, o*er it,—each iutuni 
Patting the curly calm incoascious head, m 
With the shambles ready rtiund the comer 
theie, 

When the talk’s talked oulandaliargain struck. 

Transfer complete, why, Pietro was apprised. 
Violante sohlied the sol>s and praytd the 
prayers 4ro 

And said the serpent tempted so she fell. 

Till Pietro had to clear his brow apace 
And make the lies* of matters: wrath at first,— 
How else ? pacification presently, 

Why not?—could fiesh withstand the im- 
purpled one, 

The very Cardinal, Paolo’s patron-friend? 
Who, jwtifiably sumamed ** a hinge,”' 
Knew where the mollifying oil should drop 
To cure the creak o* the valve,—considerate 

* ^ the title Cartiim/ is derived from 
eanU, ’♦a hinge.” 


For frailty, patient in a naughty world, m 
He even volunteered to supervise 
The rough draught of those marriage-articles 
Signed in a hurry by Pietro, since revoked ; 
Trust’s politic, suspicion does the harm, m 
There is but one way to brow-beat this world, 
Dumb-founder doubt, and repay scorn in 
kind,— 

To go on trusting, namely, till faith move 
Mountains. 

And faith here made the mountains move. 
Wliy, friemls whose zeal cried ‘’Caution ere 
too late 1 ”— m 

liade “ Pause ere jump, with both feet joined, 
on slough ! ”— 

Counselled “If rashness then, now temper¬ 
ance ! ”— 

Heard for their pains that Pietro had closed 
eyes, 

J umped and was in the middle of the mire, 4w 
Money and all, just w^hat should sink a man. 
By the mere marriage, Guido gained forthwith 
Dowry', his wife’s right; no rescinding there: 
But Pietro, w hy must he needs ratify 
One gift Molante gave, pay dow'n one doit m 
Promised in first foors-flurr)’ ? Grasp the bag 
Ix?st the son’s service flag,—is reason and 
rhyme, 

Alxwc all when the son’s a son-in-law. 

Words to the wind I The parents cast their lot 
Into the lap o’ the daughter : and the son m 
Now with a right to lie there, tfK>k what fell, 
Pietro’s whole having and holding, house and 
field, 

Goods, chattels and effects, his wwldly worth 
Present and in perspective, all renounced 
In favour of Guido. As for the usufruct— 
The interest now, the princi|xil anon, ai® 
Would Guido please to wait, at Pietro’s death: 
I'ill when, he must support the couple’s charge, 
j Bear with them, housemates, pensionaries, 

I pawned 

To an alien f<»r fulfilment of their pact, 5i4 
Guido should at dkcrelton deal them orts,® 
Bread-bounty in Metxo the strange place,— 

* OrtJe; scraps. 
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Tliey who had Kved dolkiousiy and rolled 
Romeos choicest a»nht %eath the tongue 
before* 

Into this qnag, “jump” bade the Cardinal! 
And neck^eep in a minute there flounced 
they* 830 

But they touched bottom at Arezzo: there— 
Fourinonths’ experience of how craft and greed 
Quickened by penury and pretentious hale 
Of plain truth, brutify and bestialize,— 

Four months’ taste of apportioned insolence, 
Cruelty graduated, dose b)' dose sae 

Of rufcnism dealt out at Ijed and boanl, 
And lo, the work was done, success clapped 
hands. 

The starved, stripped, l)eaten brace of stupid 
dupes 

Broke at last in tlieir desperation loose, too 
Fled away for their lives, and lucky so; 
Found their account in casting coat afar 
And bearing off a shred of skin at least: 

Left Guido lord o’ the prey, as the lion is, 
And, careless what came after, carried their 
wrongs 536 

To Rome,—nothing doubt, with such re- 
morse 

As folly feels, jance pain can make it w ise, 
But crime, past wis<lom, which is innocence, 
Heeds not be plagued with till a later day. 

Pietro went back to b<^ from door to door, 646 
In hope that memory not quite extinct 
Of cheery days and festive nights would move 
Friends and acquaintance—after the natural 
laugh, 

And tributary “Just as we foretold—*’ 644 
Toshow some bowels, give the dregs o’ the cup. 
Scraps of the trencher, to their host that was, 
Or let Mm share the mat with the mastiff, he 
Who Hved large and kept open house so long. 
Ijfot so Vtoknte s ever a-head i’ the inarch, 
Qmdk at the lore-toad and the cut-across, m 
She went first to the best adviser, God— 
Whose unmistakably was felt 
In Ml this retribution of the past, 
flete Was the prire of sin, luck of a lie f 
But loo was what Holy Year would help, 


Bound to rid sinners of sin vulgar, sin m 
Abnormal, sin prodigious, up to sin 
Impossible and supposed for Jubilee’ sake ? 
To lift the leadenest of lies, let soar 
The soul unhampered by a feather-weight »» 
I will ” said she “ go bum out this bad hole 
“That breeds the scorpion, Imulk the plague 
at least 

“ Of hope to further plague by progeny : 

“ I will confess my fault, l>e punished, yes, 
“But pardoned too: Saint Peter pays foi 
all.” M8 

So, with the crowd she mixed, made for the 
dcune, 

Through the great door new-broken for the 
nonce 

Marched, mufHed morethan ever matron-wise, 
Up the left nivve to the fonnidable throne. 
Fell into file with this the poisoner «7w 

And that the parricide, and reached in turn 
The poor repugnant Penitentiary 
Set at this guUy-hole o’ the world’s discharge 
To help the frightfuUest of filth have vent, m 
And then knelt down and whispered in his ear 
I lou she had Ixnight IVmpilia,palmed thcbalie 
On Pietro, {>assed the girl off as their child 
To Guido, and defrauder! of his due 
This one and that one,—more than she could 
name, 

Until her s<ilid piece of wickedness »*» 

Happened to split and spread woe far and 
wide ; 

Contritely now she brought the case for cure. 

RefM^ the throne—“ Ere God forgive tht 
guilt, 

* ‘ Make man some restit iition I Do your part! 

* ‘ The owners of your husliand’s heritage, m 
“Barred thence by this pretended birth and 

heir,— 

“ Tell them, the l>ar came so, is broken so, 

“ Theirs be the due reversion m before I 
“ Your husband who, no partner in the guilt, 
“ Suffers the penalty, led blindfold thus m 
“ By love of wliat lie thought his flesh and 
blood 

“ To alienate his all in her behalf,— 
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** too «uch contmct b null imd iroirl! | 

** Last, lie who personates ycmr son-in-law, 1 
“ Who with sealed eyes and stopped cars, 
tame and mute m 

** Took at your hand that bastard of a whore 
** You calM your daughter and he calls his 
wife,—- 

“ Tell him, and t)ear the anger which is just! 
“ Then, penance so performed, may pardon 
bel” 

Who ccaddj^nsay this just and right award ? 
Nobody in the world : but, out o’ the world. 
Who k||**W|il-^tnight timid intervention be 
From any makeshift of an angel guide, 
Substitute for celestial guardianship. 
Pretending to take care of the girl’s self; m 
“Woman, conlessang crime is healthy work, 
“ And telling truth relieves a liar like you, 

“ But how of my quite unconsidered charge? 
“No thought if, while this good befalls your¬ 
self, m 

“Aught in the way of harm may find out 
her?” 

No least thought, I assure you: truth being 
trutlt, 

Tell it and shame the devil! 

Said and done: 
Home went Violante, disbosomed all: «h 
A nd Pietro who, six months Iwfore, had borne 
W<]ird after word of such a piece of news 
like so much cold steel inched through his 
breast-blade, 

Now at its entry gave a leap for joy, 

As who—what did I say of one in a quag ?— 
Should mtch a hand from heaven and spring 
thereby 

Otit oft the mud, on ten toes stand once more. 
“ What ? All that used to be, may be again ? 
** My money mine again, my house, my land, 
“ My chairs and tables, all mine evermore? 

What, the girl’s dowry never was the girfs, 
** And, unpaid yet, is never now lo pay ? esw 
** Then the gIrP* self, my pale Pompilia child 
**That used to be my own with her great 
eyes-*** 

He who drove us foith» why should he keep 
her 

V01-. U. 


“ When proved as very a pauper os himself? 
“ Will she come back, with nothing changed 
at all, sn 

“ And laugh ‘ But how you dreamed uneasily 1 
“ ‘ 1 saw the great drops stand here on your 
brow— 

“ ‘ Did I do wrong to wake you with a kiss ? * 
“ No, indeed, darling I No, for wide awake 
“ I see an(»ther outburst of surprise ; m 
“The lout-lord, bully-lx^gar, braggart-sneak, 
“ Who not content with cutting purse, crops 
ear— 

“ Assuredly it shall be salve to mine 
“ When this great news red-letters him, the 
n>gue! m 

“ Ay, let him taste the teeth o’ the trap, this 
fox, 

“Give us our lamb back, golden fleece and ail, 
“ Let her creep m and warm our breasts again 1 
“ Why care foi the past ? We three are our 
old selves, 

“And know now what the outside world is 
worth.” m 

And so, he earned case before the courts ; 
And there Violante, blushing to the bone, 
Made public der laration of her fault, 
Renounced her motherhcxxl, and prayed the 
law 

To interpose, frustrate of Us effect m 

Her folly, and redress the injury done. 

Wbereof was the disastrous consequence, 
That though indisputably clear the case 
(For thirteen years arc not so large a lapse, 
And still six witnesses survived in Rome 
To prove the truth o’ the tale)—yet, patent 
wrong 

Seemed Guido’s ; the first cheat bad chanced 
on him : 

Here was the pity that, deciding right, 

Those who l>egan the wrtmg would gain the 
prize. 

Guido pronounced the story one long lie m 
Lied to do robbery and take revenge; 

Or say it were no lie at all hut truth, 

Then, it both robbed the right heirs and 
shamed him 

Without revenge to hvmiki Ibe deed ? ^ 
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Wliitt liad he done when first they shamed 
him thm ? 6^0 

Bnt that were too fantastic : losels they. 

And leasing this world’s^wonder of a lie, 
They lied to blot him though it brand them¬ 
selves, 

Soanswered Guido through the Almte’s mouth. 
Wherefore the court, its customary way, m 
Inclined to the middle course the sage affect. 
They held the child to Ije a changeling,—good: 
But, lest the husband got no good thereby, 
They willed the dowry, though not hers at all, 
Should yet be his, if not by right then grace— 
Part-payment for the plain injustice done, m 
As for that other contract, Pietro^s work, 
Renunciation of his own estate, 

Tliat must be cancelled—give him back his 
gifts, 

He was no party to the cheat at least! m 
So ran the judgment;—whence a prompt 
appeal 

On both sides, seeing right is absolute. 

Cried Pietro Is the child no child of mine? 
** Why give her a child^s dowrj^ Have 
I right «)y 

**To the dowry, why not to the rest as well ? ” 
Cried Guido, or cried Paolo in his name ; 

Till law said ** Reinvestigate the case ! ” 

And so the matter pends, to this same day. 

Hence new disaster—here no outlet seeme<l; 
Whatever the fortune of the Imttie-field, eai 
No path whereby the fatal man might march 
Victarions, wreath on head and sjwils in hand, 
And back turned full upon the Ixiffled foe,-— 
Nor cranny whence, desperate and disgraced, 
Strif^l to the skin, he might be fiiin to crawl 
Worm-like, and so away with bis defeat etw 
To other fortune and a novel prey. 

No, he was pinned to the place there, left alone 
With his immense hate and, the solitary 

to satisfy that hate, Ms wife. m 
** Chat her off? Turn her naked mit of doors ? 
*^ 3 ltetily said ! But still the anion pends, 
dowry, principal and interest, 

^ jHeifo’s possessions, all I Imrgain^ for ,— 
^ Aeijf pood day, he but »ny friends alert, m 


** May give them me if she continue mine. 

“ Yet, keep her ? Keep the puppet of my 
foes— 

** Her voice that lisjjs me back their curse— 
her eye 

They lend their leer of triumph to—her lip 
** I touch and taste their ver)^ filth upon ? ” m 

In short, he also took the middle course 
Rome taught him - did at last excogitate 
How he might keep the good and leave the 
liod 

Twined in revenge, yet extricable,—nay 
Make the very hate’s eruption, very rush n» 
Of the uripent sluice of cruelty relieve 
HLs heart first, then go fertilise his field. 
W’hat if the girl-wife, torturetl with due care, 
Should take, as though sjK>ntanet 3 UsIy, the road 
It were impolitic to thrust her on ? rao 

If, goaded, she broke out in full revolt, 
Followed her parents i’ the face o’ the world, 
Branded as runaway not castaway, 
Self-sentcnccd and self-punished in the act ? 
So should the loathed fonn ami detested 
face m 

launch themselves into hell and there lie lost 
While he Iwkcd o’er the brink with folded 
arms; 

So should the hea^)cd-up shames go shudder¬ 
ing Ixick 

O’ the head o’ the heaj^iers, Pietro and his wife, 
And bury in the breakage three at oiux*: rm 
While Cfuido, left free, no one right renounced, 
Gain present, gain prospective, all the gain, 
None of the wdfe except her rights absorlied, 

' IHbould ask law what it was law paused about— 
If law were dubious still wdrose word to take, 
The husband’s—^lignified and derelict, m 
Or the wife’s—the . . . what I tell you. It 
should l>e. 

Guido’s first step was to take pen, indite 
A letter to the Abate,—not Ms own, 

His wife’s,—she shouki re-write, sign, seal 
and send. 74 d 

She UWrally told the household-news, 
Rejoiced her vile progenitors were gone, 
Revealed their malice—how they even laid 
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A last injuxiclion on her, when they fled, 

That she should forthwith find a paramour, 745 
Compkit with him to gather spoil enough. 
Then burn the house down,—taking previous 
care 

To poison all its inmates overnight,— 

And so comjwiioned, so provisioned ttK>, 
Follow tt) Rome and there join fortunes 
gay, 7!H» 

This letter, traced in |K‘nciI-charactcrs, 

(Aiido as easily got re-tiact*<i in ink 
By his wife’s pen, giuded {nnn enri tf) end, 

As if it hsild l»ecn just so much Chinese. 

For why? That wife could broider, sing 
perhai)s, tar 

}>ray rerlainly, but no more ie<id than write 
This letter “which yet write she must,” he 
said, 

“ Being half couitesy aj)d eompinnent, 

“ I lalf sislerliness ; take the thing (»ii trust ! ” 
She had as readily re>traced the wtuds 
Of her own death-warrant,—in some sort 
hw'as St). 

This letter the Abite in due course 
('ommunicaterl tc) such curious souls 
In Rome os needs must pr)‘ iiUt) the c*iuse 
Of quarrel, why the Coinpaimi fled 
Tilt* Franceschini, wlience iJic grievaiu c grew. 
What the hubbub niaiiit : ** Nay, —see the 
wife’s own wonl, 

“ Authentic answer ! l(dl detractors kk* 

“ There\ a plan fonned, a j)rogiamme 
figured here tw 

“ —Pray Gorl no after>j)raetic‘e put to proof, 
“ This letter cast no light ujkjh, one da) ! ” 

So much for what should work in Rome; 
liack now 

To AreMo, follow up the pro}e<*t there. 
Forward the next step with as Inild a fov>t, 774 
And plague Pornpilm to the height, you see ! 
Accordingly did Guido set himself 
To worry up and down, across, around, 

Hie woman, hemmed in by her household- 
liars,**“ 

Chase her about the coop of daily life, 
Having first stopped each outlet thence save 
one njo 
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Which, like bird with a ferret in her haunt, 
She needs must seize as sole way of escape 
Though there was tied and twittering a decoy 
To seem as if it tempted,—just the plume 
O’ the popinjay, not a real respite there 78 » 
From tooth and claw of something in the 
dark,— 

C»iuseppe ('aponsacchi. 

Now liegins 

The tencbrific jsassage of the tale ; 7«9 

How hoki n light, display the cavern’s gorge ? 
How, in tills phiLse of the affair, show truth? 
Here is the dying wife who smiles and says 
“ So it was,—so it was not,—how it was, 

“ I never knew nor ever care to know—” 

Till they all weep, physician, man of law, m 
K\cn that jK>ur tfld bit of Uittered brass 
Beaten out of all shajie by the world’s sins, 
Common utensil of the la/ar-house— 
Confessor Celcstino gowns “ ’Tis truth, 

“ All truth and only truth : there’s some¬ 
thing here, sw 

“ Some prcM'nce in the nnim lieside us all, 

“ S<.miething that every lie expires before: 
“No question she was pure from first to last.” 
So far is well and helps us to lielieve : aw 

But l»eyond, she the lu lpless, simple-sweet 
t )t silly ssjolh’, unskilled to break one blow 
.\t her g<jo<l fame by putting finger forth,— 
How can she render service to the truth? 

I'he bird siiys ‘ * So I fluttered where a springe 
“ Caught me; the springe did not contrive 
itself, 810 

“That I know : who contrived it, G<xi for¬ 
give ! ” 

But we, who hear no voice and have dry eyes, 
Must ask,—“Wc cannot else, absolving her,— 
How t»f the (mrt played by that same decoy 
r the catching, caging ? Was himself caught 
first ? m 

We deal here with no innocent at least, 

No witless victim,—he’s a man of the age 
And priest beside,— persuade the mocking 
w orki 

Mere charity I wiled over in this sort! 

He whose own safety too,—ffhe Tope's 
apprised-— sso 

Good-imtured with the secular offence^ 
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T1ielN:^look«gmveott priesth(^ inascrape) 
0»*r priest’s own safety therefore, may-be Hfe, 
Hangs on the issue ! You will find it hard* 
Gntdo is here to meet you with fisted foot, 835 
Sriiritke a statue—lAve what went before I 
*‘hly wife fled i’ the company of a priest, 

“ Spent two days and two nights alone with 
him: 

“ Leave what came after ! ” He stands hard 
to throw. 829 

Moreover priests are merely flesh and blood; 
When we get weakness, and no guilt beside, 
’Tis no such great ill-fortune : finding grey, 
We gladly call that white which might be 
black, 

Too used to the double-dye. So, if the priest, 
Moved by Pom pilia’s youth and beauty, gave 83 ® 
Way to the natural weakness. - . . Anyhow 
Here be facts, charactery ; what they spell 
Iletermine, and thence pick what sense you 
may 1 

There was a certain young bold handsome 
priest 

Popular in the city, far and wde s# 

Famed, since Arezro’s Imt a little place, 

As the best of good companions, gay and 
grave 

At the decent minute ; .settled in hts stall, 

Or sidling, lute on lap, by lady’s couch, 

Ever the courtly Canon; see in him m ; 
A proper star to climb and culminate, I 

Have its due bandbreadth of the heaven at i 
Rome, 

Though meanwhile pausing on Arezzo’s edge, 
As modest candle does ’mid mountain fog 
To rub off redness and rusticity 
Ere it sweep chastened, gain the silver-sphere! 
Whether through Guido’s absence or what 
else, 

THbis Caponsacchi, favourite of the town. 

Was yet no Mend of his nor free o’ the house. 
Though both moved in the regular magnates’ 
march: 855 

Eaoh tnust observe the other’s tread and halt 
At ohixich, saloon, theatre, house of play. 

help noticing the husband’sslouch. 
The pf his brow—or miss the news that 



Of how the little solitary wife 88o 

Wept and looked out of window all day 
long? 

What need of minute search into sucIj springs 
As start men, set o’ the move ?—machinery 
Old as earth, obrious as the noonday sun. 
Why, take men as they come,—an instance 
now,— «5 

Of all those who have simply gone to see 
Pompilia on her deathbed since four days, 
Half at the least are, call it how you please, 
In love with her—I don’t except the priests 
Nor even the oki confessor whose eyes run 
Over at what he styles his sister’s voice m 
Who died so early and weaned liim from the 
world. 

Well, had they viewed her ere the paleness 
pushed 

The last o’ the red o’ the rose away, while yet 
Some hand, adventuious ’twixt the wind and 
her, STS 

Might let shy life run Iiark and raise the flower 
Rich with reward up to the guardian’s fiice, ■— 
Would they have kept that hand employed 
all day 

At fumbling on with prayer-lxKik pages? No! 
Men are men ; why then need I say one word 
More than that our mere man the Canon here 
Saw, pitied, loved Pompilia? 883 

This is why ; 

This startling why : that Capr»nsacchi’s self— 
Whom fot‘s and friends alike avouch, for good 
Or ill, a man of truth whateVr bedde, 888 
Intrepid altc^elher, reckless too 
%ow his owm fame and fortune, tossed to the 
winds, 

Suffer by any turn the adventure take, 

Nay, more—not thrusting, like a badge to hide, 
’Twixt shirt and skin a joy which shown is 
shame— m 

But flirting fiag-like i* the face o’ the world 
This tell-tale kerchief, this conspicuous love 
Forthelady,—oh, called innocent love, Iknow! 
Only, such scarlet fiery innocence m 

As most folk would try muffle up in shade,— 
—’Tis strange then that this else aboshlesa 
mouth 


850 
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Should y€t nmintuinti for truth*s sake which 
is God’s, 

That it was not he made the first advance, 
That, even ere word had passed between the 
two, 900 

PompHia penned him letters, passionate 
prayers. 

If not love, then so simulating love 
That he, no novice to the taste of thyme, 
Turned from such over-luscious honey-clot 
At end o’ the flower, and would not lend 
his lip 905 

Till . . . but the tale here frankly outstjars 

faith: 

There must be falsehood somewhere. For 
her part, 

Pompilia quietly constantly avers 
She never penned a letter in her life 
Nor to* the Canon nor any otlier man, 9 io 

Being incompetent to write and read : 

Nor had she ever uttered word to him, nor he 
To her till that same evening when they met. 
She on her window-terrace, he l)enecith 9 i 4 

r the public street, as was their fateful cliance, 
And she adjured him in the name of God 
To find out, bring to f>asb where, wlien and 
how 

Escape with him to Rome might lx* contrived. 
Means were found, plan laid, time fixed, she 
avers, 

And heart assured to heart in loyalty, 920 
All at an impulse * All extemporizcsl 
As in romance-bcK>ks J Is that rredilile? 
Well, yes: as she avers this with calm mouth 
Dying, I do think ** Credible ! ” you’d cry— 
Did not the priest’s voice come to break the 
spell 

They questioned him apart, as the custom is, 
When first the matter made a noise at Rome, 
And be, calm, constant then as she is now, 
P'or truth’s sake did assert and re-assert m 
These letters called him to her and he came, 
—Which damns the story credible otherwise. 
Whyshould this man,—^mad to devote himself, 
Careless what comes of his own fame, the 
first,'— 

Be studious thus to publish and declare 9S4 
Just what the lightest nature loves to hide, 


So screening lady from the byword’s laugh 
* First spoke the lady, last the cavalier ! ” 

—1 say,—why should the man tell truth just 
now 

When graceful lying meets such ready shrift ? 
Or Ls there a first moment for a priest 9 # 
As for a w'oman, when invaded .shame 
Must have its first and last excuse to idiow ? 
Do both contrive love’s entry in the mind 
Shall look, r the manner of it, a surprise,— 
That after, once the flag o’ the fort hauled 
down, 945 

Effrontery may sink drawbridge, open gate. 
Welcome and entertain the conqueror? 

Or what do you say to a touch of the devil’s 
worst ? 

Can it l>e that the husliand, he who WTote 
The letter to his brother I told you of, 950 
I’ the name of her it meant to criminate,— 
Wlut if he wrote those letters to the priest? 
Further the priest says, when it first befell, 
Thisfolly o’ the letters, that hcchecked the flow, 
Put them back lightly each with its reply. 

I lere again \c\es new discrepancy : m 

I'here never reached her eye a word from him i 
IledidwTitebut she could not read—could just 
Burn the offence to wifehomi, womanhood, 
So did burp : never Ixide him come to her, 
Vet when it proved he must come, let him 
come, Ml 

And when he did come though uncalled,—> 
w'hy, sjjoke 

Prompt by an inspiration : thus it chanced. 
\¥iU you go somewhat Imck to understand? 

When first, pursuant to his plan, there 
sprang, 966 

Like an uncaged lieast, Guido’s cruelty 
On soul and Ixidy of his wife, she cried 
To those whom lawappoints resource for such, 
The secular guardian,—that’s the Governor, 
And the Archbishop,—that*.s the spiritual 
guide, wo 

And prayed them take the claws from out 
her flesh. 

Now, this is ever the ill consequence 
Of being noble, poor and difficult, 

Ungainly, yet too great to disregard,— 
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Thl»—that bom peers and friends heredi¬ 
tary*— m 

Thongh disinclined to help from their own 
store 

The opprobrious wight, put penny in his poke 
From private purse or leave the door ajar 
When he goes wistful by at dinner-time,— 
Yet, if his needs conduct him where they sit 
Smugly in ofhce, judge this, bishop that, mi 
Dispensers of the shine and shade o* the 
place— 

And if, friend’s door shut and friend’s purse 
undrawn, 

Still potentates may find the office-seat 
Do as good service at no cost—give help tm 
By-the-bye, pay up traditional dues at once 
Just through a feather-weight too much i’ 
the scale, 

Or finger-tip forgot at the balance-tongue,— 
Why, only churls refuse, or Moiinists, 

Thus when, in the first roughness of sur¬ 
prise m 

At Guido’s wolf-face whence thesheej:»skin fell, 
The frightened couple, all bewiidennent, 
Rushed to the Governor ,—who else rights 
wrong ? 

Told him their tale of wrong and craved 
redress— 

WTiy, then the Governor woke up b) the 
fiict m 

That Guido was a friend of old, poor Count! — 
So, promptly paid his tribute, promised the 
pair, 

Wholesome chastisement should soon cure 
their qualms 

Next time they came, wept, prated and told 
lies; 

So stopped all prating, sent them dumb tf> 
Rome. 

Well, now it was Pompilk’s turn to try : 

The troubles pressing on her, as I said, 
Three times rushed, maddened by misery, 
To the other mighty man, sobW out her 
prayer 

At footstool of the Archbishop — fast the 
leiend im 

Of her husbar»d also I Oh, good friends of 

pmi 


So, the Archbishop, not to be outdone 
By the Governor, break custom more than he, 
Thrice bade the foolish woman stop her 
tongue, «»<» 

Unloosed her hands from harassing his gout. 
Coached her and carried her to the Count 
again, 

-—His old friend should be master in his house, 

I Rule his wife and correct her faults at need I 
Well, driven from p<jst to pillar in this wise, 
She, as a last resource, betCKjk herself lois 
To one, should l>o no family-friend at least, 
A simple friar o’ the city; confessed to him, 
Then told how fierce temptation of release 
By self-dealt death was busy with her soul, 
And urged that he put this in words, write 
plain loao 

b'or one %vho could not write, set down her 
prayer 

That Pietro and Violante, parent-like 
If somehow not her parents, sliould for love 
Come save her, pluck fiom out the flame 
the brand 

Themntdves had thoughtlessly thrust in so 
deep 102# 

'Fo send gay-colouretl sparkles up and cheer 
I'hcir seat at tlu* c himney-corner. The gtxxl 
friar 

Promised as muc h at the moment; but, alack, 
Night brings discretion ; he was no one’s 
friend, loas 

^'et presently fouiui he could not turn abmt 
Nor take a step i' the case and fail to tread 
On someone's toe who either was a friend, 

Or friend’s friend, or friend’s friend thrice- 
^ remove<i, 

And w<H‘ ti> friar by whom offences come ! 
So, the course l>eing plain,—with a general 
sigh urn 

At matrimony the profound mistake,— 

He threw reluctantly the business up, 

Having his other penitents to mind. 

If then, all outlets thus secure<i save one, 

At last she took to the open, stood and 
stareti 1010 

With h(*r wan face to isee where God might 
wait— 
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And there found Caponsacchi wait as well 
For the precious something at perdition’s edge, 
He only was predestinate to save,— 

And if they recognized in a critical flash io 46 
From the zenith, each the other, her need 
of him, 

His need of . . . stty, a woman to p>erish for. 
The regular way o’ the world, yet break no 
vow, 

Do no harm save to himself,—-if this were 
thus? 

How do you say ? It were improbable ; loso | 
So is the legend of my patron-saint. 

Anyhow, whether, as (luido states the case, 
Fompilia,—like a starving wretch i’ the street 
Who stops and rifles the first passenger ior )4 
In the great right of an excessive wrong,-- 
Did somehow call this stranger and he came,- - 
Or whether the strange sudden interview 
blazed as when star and star must nee<ls go 
close 

I'iH each hurts each and there is loss in 
heaven— los® 

Whatever way in this strange world it was,-- 
Fompilia and Cafxmsacrhi met, in fine, 

She at her window, he i* the street beneath, 
And understoo<l each other at first look. 

All was determine<i and perfonne<l at once. 
And on a certain April evening, late loes 
r the month, this girl of sixteen, bride and 
wife 

Three years and over,—she who hitherto 
Had never taken twenty steps in Rome 
lieyond the church, pinned to her mother’s 
gown, K’*® 

Nor, in Arezzo, knew her way through street 
Except what led to the Archbishop’s door,— 
Such an one rose up in the dark, laid hand 
On what came first, clothes and a trinket or two, 
Belongings of her own in the old day,— 

Stole from the side o’ the sleeping spouse— 
who knows ? 107 D 

Sleeping perhaps, silent f<)r certain,—slid 
Ghost-like from great dark room to great 
dark room 

In through the tapestries and out again 


And onward, unembarrassed as a fate, 
Descended .staircase, gained last door of all, 
Sent it wide open at first push of palm, urn 
And there stood, first time, last and only time, 
At liberty, alone in the open street,— 
Unquestioned, unmolested found herself 
At the city gate, by Caponsacchi’s side, loss 
Hope there, joy there, life and all good again, 
Thecarriage there, the convoy there, light there 
Broadening ever into blaze at Rome 
And breaking small what long miles lay 
between ; 

Up she sprang, in he followed, they were 
safe. im 

The husband quotes this for incredible, 

All of the story from first word to last: 

Sees the priest’s hand throughout upholding 
hers, 

Traces his f(K>t to the alcove, that night, 
Whither and whence blindfold he knew the 
way, io »5 

Proficient in all craft and stealthiness ; 

And cites for proof a ser\’iint, eye that watched 
.And ear that <*jx*ned to purse seciets up, 

A w^oman-spy, ~ sulH>rned to give and take 
I^etters and tokens, do the work of shame iioo 
The more adroitly that herself, who helped 
I Communion thus lietween a taintcxl |>air, 

! Ha<l long since Ixen a lc|x;r thick in spot, 

I Acommon trull o’the town: she witnessed all, 

’ Heljxti many meetings, partings, t(X>k her 
wage 1105 

And then told Guido the whole matter. Lies! 
The woman's lifecxmfutes her word,—her w ord 
Confutes itself: “Thus, thus and thus I lied."’ 
“And thus, no question, still you lie,” we say. 

“Ay, but at last, e’en have it how you 
will, 1110 

“Whatever the means, whatever the way, 
explodes 

“ The consummation ”—the accusers shriek : 
“ Here is the wdfe avowedly found in ’flight, 

“ And the companion of her flight, a priest; 
“She flies her huslmnd, he the church h.s 
spouse: iii^» 

“ Wliat is this?” 
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Wife and priest alike reply 
is tljc simple thing it claims to be, 

** A coarse we took for life and honoar’s sake, 
Very strange, very justifiable. ” «» 

She says, “ God put it in my head to fly, 

** As when the martin migrates: autumn claps 
**Her hands, cries ‘ Winter*s coming, will 
be here, 

** * Off with you ere the white teeth overtake ! 
** * Flee * * So I fled ; tlus friend was the 
warm day, im 

The south wind and whatever favours flight; 
“ I took the fiivour, had the help, how else ? 
“ And so we did fly rapidly all night, 

“All day, all night—a longer night—^again, 
“ And then another day, longest of days, iiso 
“ And ail the while, whetherwe fled or stopped, 
“I scarce know how or why, one thought 
filled both, 

« * Fly and arrive I ’ So long as I found 
Strength 

I talked with my companion, told him much, 
“Knowing that he knew more, knew me, 
knew God im 

“ And God’s disposal of me,—but the sense 
* ‘ O’ the blessed flight absorbed me in the main, 
** And speech became mere talking through 
a sleep, 

** Till at the end of that last longest night 
“In a red daybreak, when we reached an 
inn 1140 

** And my companion whispered ‘ Next stage 
—Rome! ’ 

**Sudden the weak flesh fell like piled-up 
cards, 

“ All the frail fiibric at a finger’s touch, 

** And prostrate the poor soul too, and I said 
** * But though Count Guido were a furlong 
off, 114 S 

4 * QJIJ imjgt awhile ’ ’ 

^^Then something like a huge white wave 
o’ the sea 

** Broke o’er my brain and buried me in sleep 
“ l^teasedly, tilt it ebbed and left me loose, 
‘^And where was I found but on a strange 
bed 31 M 

tn h fitmtige room like hell, roaring with 


“ Ruddy with flame, and filled with men, Im 
front 

“ Who but the man you call my husband? ay— 
“Count Guido once more between heaven 
and me, 

** For there my heaven stood, my salvation, 
yes— im 

“That Caponsacchi all my heaven of help, 

“ Helpless himself, held pnsoner in the hailiii 
“ Of men who looked up in my huslmnd’s fece 
“To take the fate thence he should signify, 
“Just as the way w^as at Arezzo. Then, iw» 
“Not for my sake but his whohad helped me— 
“ I sprang up, reached him with one bound, 
and seized 

“ The sword o’ the felon, trembling at his side, 
“Fit creature of a coward, unsheathed the 
thing 

“And would have pinned him through the 
poison-bag im 

“ To the wall and left him there to palpitate, 
“ Asyou serve scorpions, but men interposed— 
“ Disarmed me, gave his life to him again 
“ That he might take mine and the other Jives, 

‘ ‘ And lie has done so. I submit myself 1 ” ii» 
The priest says—oh, and m the mam result 
The iacts asseverate, he truly says, 

As to the very act and deed of him, 

However >tm mistrust the mind o’ the man— 
The flight was just for flight’s sake, no pre¬ 
text lire 

For aught except to set Pompilia free. 

He says “ I cite the husband’s seifs worst charge 
“ In proof of my l>est word for lioth of 
“ Be It conceded that so many times 
»‘We took our pleasure in his palace: 

then, ii'io 

“ What need to fly at all ? --or flying no less, 
“What need to outrage the h{» sick and 
white 

“ Of a woman, and bring ruin down beside, 
“B> halting when Rome lay one stage 
lieyond?” 

So does he vindicate Pomfalia’s fome, tm 

Confirm her story in all pdnts but one-^ 
This ; that, so fleeing and so lireathing fmrth 
Her last strength in the prayer to halt awhile, 
She makfss confusion of the reddening white 
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Which the sunset when her strength 
gave way, im 

And the next sunrise and its whitening red 
Which she revived in when her husliand came: 
She mixes both times, morn and eve, in one, 
f laving lived through a blank of night *twixt 
each 

Though dead-asleep, unaware,as a corpse, ii&o 
She on the bed above ; her friend below 
Watched in the doorway of the inn the while, 
Stood r the red o’ the morn, that she mistakes, 
In act to rouse and quicken the tardy crew 
And huny out the horses, have the stage 
Over, the last league, reach Rome and Ije 
safe: 1201 

When up came Guido. 

(iuido’s tale begins— 
I low he and his whole household, drunk to 
death 1204 

By some enchantetl potion, p<^ppied drugs 
Plied by the wife, lay j>owerless in gross sleep 
And left the sjwilers iinirnpedeii way, 

('ould not shake off their poison and pursue, 
rill n(X>ntide, then made shift to get on horse 
And did pursue; which means he took his 
time, 1310 

Pressed on no more than lingered after, step 
By step, just making sure o’ the fugitives. 
Till at the nick of time, he saw his chimee. 
Seized it, came up with and surprised the pair. 
How he must needs have gnawn Up and 
gnashed teeth, laia 

Taking successively at tower and towm. 
Village and roadside, still the same report 
Yes, such a pair arrived an hour ago, 

“Sat in the carriage just where now you stand, 
“ While we got horses ready,—turned deaf 
ear 

“ To all entreaty they would even alight ; 
“Counted the minutes and resumed their 
course.” 

Would they indeed escape, arrive at Rome, 
Leave no least loop-hole to let murder 
Ihrou^, 

But foil him of his captured infamy, 1225 
Prize of guilt proved and perfect? So it 
seemed. 

Till, oh the happy chance, at last stage, Rome 


But two short hours off, Castelnuovo reached, 
The guardian angel gave reluctant place, 
Satan stepped forward with alacrity, 1^ 
Pompilia’s flesh and blood succumbed, per¬ 
force 

A halt was, and her hus’mnd had his will. 
Perdue he couched, counted out hour by hour 
Til! he should spy in the east a signal-streak— 
Night had been, morrow was, triumph would 
be. 1236 

Tk) you see the plan deliciously complete ^ 
The nish upon the unsuspecting sleep. 

The easy execution, the tmtery 
Over the deed “ Take notice all the w'orld ! 
“These t\vo dead bodies, locked still in 
embrace, — im 

“ The man is Caponsacchi and a pnest, 

“ Tlie woman is my wife : they fltxl me late, 
“Thus ha\e I found and you behold them 
thus, 

“And may judge me: do you approve or 
no?” 

Success did seem not so improKable, 

But that already Satan’s laugh was heard, 
His black Ijack turned on (iuidc^—left 1’ the 
lurch 

Or rather, baulked of suit and service now% 
I^ft to improve on both by one deed more, 
Purn up the l)etter at no distant day, laeo 
IkKly and stall one holocaust to hell. 

An) how, of this natural consequence 
Did just the list link of the long chain snap : 
For an eruption was o’ the priest, alive im 
And alert, calm, resolute and formidable, 

Not the least look of fear in that broad brow— 
One not to lie disposetl of by surprise, 

And armed moreover—who had guessed as 
much ? 

Yes, there stood he in scailar costume 
Complete from head to heel, with sword at 
side, 1300 

1 Ic seemed to know the trick of perfectly. 
There was no prompt suppresaon of the man 
As he said calmly “ I have saved your wife 
“ From death; there was no other way but 
this; 3984 

“ Of what do I defraud you except death? 
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*^Oiafge any wrong beyond, I answer it.” 
Ouidoi the valorous, had met his match, 

Was feced to demand help instead of fight, 
Bid the authorities o’ the place lend aid 
And make the best of a broken matter so. 
They soon obeyed the summons—I suppose. 
Apprised and ready, or not £ir to seek— 

Laid hands on Caponsacchi, found in fault, 

A priest yet flagrantly accoutred thus,— 
Then, to make good Count Guido’s further 
charge, 1375 

Proceeded, prisoner made lead the way. 

In a crowd, upstairs to the chamlx;r-door I 
Where wax-white, dead asleep, deep beyond 
dream, 

As the priest laid her, lay Pompilia yet. 

And as he mounted step and step with the 
crowd i*8<) 

How I see Guido taking heart again ! 

He knew his wife so well and the way of 
her — 

How at the outbreak she would shroud her 
shame 

In hell’s heart, would it mercifully yawn— 
How, filing that, her forehead to his foot. 
She would crouch silent till the great doom 
fell, 1286 

Leave him trimnpliant wuth the crowd to see 
Guilt motionless or writhing like a worm ! 

No! Second misadventure, this worm turned, 

I told you : w^ould have slain him on the 
spot ll»0 

With his own weapon, but they seized her 
hands: 

Leaving her tongue free, as it tolled the knell 
Of Guido’s hope so lively late. The past 
Took quite another shape now'. She who 
shrieked ijsu 

At least and for ever I am mine and Gcxi’s, 
Thanks to his lilieratmg angel Death— 
^‘Kever again degraded to Ire yours 
The ignoble noble, the unmanly man, 

*^The beast below the lieast in brutish- 
ness I 

This was the froward child, “ the restif lamb 
** Umd to be cherished in his breast,” he 
|toainsd— xaoi 


** Eat from his hand and drink from out his 
cup, 

** The while his fingers pushed their loving 
way 

** Through curl on curl of that soft coat—alas, 
‘‘ And she all silverly Imaed gratitude iw 
While meditating mischief!”—and so forth. 
He must invent another story now ! 

The ins and outs o’ the rooms were searched J 
he found 

Or showed for found the alximinable prize— 
D)ve-letters from his wife who cannot write, 
Love-letters in reply o’ the priest—thank 
God !— 13U 

Who can wTite and confront his character 
With this, and prove the false thing forged 
throughout: 

Spitting whereat, he needs must spatter whom 
But Guido’s self?—that forged and falsi¬ 
fied 1318 

One letter called Pompilia’s, past dispute : 
Then why not these to make sure still more 
sure ? 

So w'as the case concluded then and there: 
Guido preferred his charges in due form, isw 
Called on the law to adjudicate, consigned 
The accused ones to the Prefect of the place, 
(Oh mouse-birth of that mountain-like re¬ 
venge !) 

And so to his own place l>etook himself 
After the spring that failed,—the wildcat’s 
way. 1834 

The captured jxirties were conveyed to Rome; 
Investigation followerl here i’ the court— 
to review the fruit of its own work, 
From then to now Ixnng eight months and 
no more, 

Guido kept out of sight and safe at home j 
The Abate, brother Paolo, helped most isao 
At words when deeds were out of question, 
pushed 

Nearest the purple,' l:)est played deputy, 

So, pleaded, Guido’s representative 
At the court shall scK>n try Guido’s self,— 
what’s more, im 

' TAs pufpk: the colour of the cardinals. 
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The court that also took— I told you, Sir— 
That statement of the couple, how a cheat 
Had been i* the birth of the Imbe, no child 
of theirs* 

That was the prelude; this, the play’s first act: 
Whereof we wait wliat comes, crown, close 
of all. 

Well, the result was something of a shade 
On the parties thus accused,— how other¬ 
wise ? 1341 

Shade, but with shine as unmistakable. 

Each had a prompt defence : Pompilia first - 
“Earth wjls made hell to me who did no 
harm: 1344 

“ I only could emerge one way from hell 
“ By catching at the one hand held me, so 
“ I caught at it and thereby stepped to heaven: 
“ If that bewTong,do with me what you will!” 
Then Caponsacchi w’ith a grave grand sweep 
O’ the arm as though his soul w'arned l>ase- 
ness off— 1360 

“ If as a man, then much more as a priest 
“ I hold me Iwund to help weak innocence; 

“ If so my w'orldly reputation burst, 

“ Being the bubble it is, why, hurst it may: 
“ Blame I can l>ear though not blamcw^orthi- 
ness. 1355 

“ But use your sense first, sec if the miscreant 
proved, 

“The man who tortured thus the woman, 
thus 

“ Have not l)oth laid the trap and fixe<i the 
lure 

“ Over the pit should bury bcnly and soul! 

“ His facts are lies : his letters are the fact— 
“An infiltration flavoured with himself! isfii 
“As for the fancies—whether . . . what is 
it you say ? 

“ The lady loves me, whether I love her 
“In the forbidden sense of your surmise,— 

“ If, with the midday blaze of truth alnive, ews 
“ The unlklded eye of GckI awake, aware, 
“You needs must pry aliout and trace the 
birth 

“Of each stray beam of light may traverse 
night, 

“ To the night’s sun that’s Lucifer himself, 


“ Do so, at other time, in other place, im 
“ Not now nor here I Enough that first to last 
“ I never touched her lip nor she my hand 
“ Nor either of us thought a thought, much less 
“ Spoke a word which the Virgin might not 
hear. 1374 

“ Be such your question, thus I answer it.” 

Then the court had to make its mind up, spoke. 

It is a thorny question, yea, a tale 
“ Hard to l>elieve, but not impossible : 

“ Who can lie abstdule for either side? 

A middle course is happily open yet. isso 
“ Here has a blot surprised the social blank,— 
“ Whether through favour, feebleness or fault, 
“No matter, leprosy has touched our robe 
“ And we unclean must needs l>e purified. 

“ 11 ere is a wife makes holiday from home, lass 
“ A pritst caught playing truant to his church, 
“ In masquerade moreover : lx)th allege 
“ Enough excuse to stop our lifted scourge 
“Which else would heavily fall. On the 
other hand, im 

“ Here is a husband, ay and man of mark, 
“Who comes complaining here, demands 
redress 

“ As if he were the p«attcrn of desert— 

“The while U^ose plaguy allegations frown, 

“ Forbid we grant him the retiress he seeks. 
“ To all men Ix" our moderation knowm ! isds 
“ Rewxirding none w'hile compensating each, 
“ Hurting all round though harming nobody, 
“Husband, wife, priest, scot-free not one 
shall 'scafie, 

“Vet priest, wife, hustiand, lxx4.st the un- 
liroken heitd 

‘ ‘ From application of our excellent oil: 1400 
“ So that, whatever lx; the fact, in fine, 

“ We make no miss of justice in a sort. 

“ First, let the husliand stomach as he may, 
“His wife shall neither l>e returned him, no— 
“Nt>r brandeil, whipped and ciiged, but just 
consigned 1406 

“ To a convent and the quietude she craves; 
“ So is he rid of his domestic plague: 

“ Wliat better thing can happen to a man? 
“Next, let the priest retire—unshent, un¬ 
shamed, 
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^ OapunMied as for perpetrating cdime» i 4 io 
relegated (not imprisoned, Sirs 1) 

** Seat for three years to clarify Ms youth 
At Civita, a rest by the way to Rome: 

** There let Ms life skim off its last of lees 
** Nor keep this dubious colour. Jutted the 
cause: im 

** AH parties may retire, content, we hope/’ 
That’s Rome’s way, the traditional road of 
law; 

WMther it leads is what remains to tell. 

The priest went to his relegation-place, 

The wife to her convent, V3rother F^afjlo 343> 
To the arms of brother Guido with the news 
And this beside — Ms charge was counter¬ 
charged ; 

The Ojmparini, his old Mace of hates, 

Were breathed and vigilant and venomous 

now— 1434 

Had shot a second bolt where the first stuck, 
And followed up the pending dowr)^-smt 
By a procedure should release the wife 
From so much of the marnage-lxmd as Ixirred 
Escape when Guido turned the screw too 
much 

On bis wife’s flesh and blood, as husband 
may. i4ao 

No more defence, she turned and made attack, 
Claimed now divorce from Md and board, in 
short: 

Pleaded such subtle strokes of cruelty, 

Such slow sure siege laid to her Ixxly and 
soul, 

As^ proved,—and proofs seemed coming thick 
and fast,— i 436 -j 

Would gain both freedom and the dowry back 
Even should the first suit leave lliera in his 
gra^: 

So urged the Comparini for the wife. 

Gmdo had gained not one of the good things 
He grasped at by his creditable plan i44o 

O* the flight and following and the rest: the 
suit 

Tlutf smouldered late was fanned to fury new, 
tills adjunct came to help with fiercer fire, 
Wlbie li hadgot himself a quite new plague-- 
Foi^ thk weld’s face an universal grin im 


At this last best of the Hundred Merry Tales ^ 
Of how a young and spritely clerk devised 
To carry off a spouse that moped too much* 
And cured her of the vapours in a trice i 
And how the husband, playing Vulcan’s part,® 
Told by the Sun, started in hot pursuit im 
To cat'‘ii the lovers, and came halting up. 
Cast his net and then cMled the Gods to see 
The con\ncts in their rosy impudence— 
Whereat said Mercury ** Would that I were 
Mars ! ” I4as 

Oh it was rare, and naughty all the same ! 
Brief, the wife’s courage and cunning,—the 
priest’s show 

Of chivalry and adroitness,—last not least. 
The husband—how he ne’er showed teeth at 
all, 

Whose bark had promised biting; but just 
sneaked im 

Back to his kennel, tail ’twixt legs, as ’twere,— 
All this was hartl to gulp down and digest. 
So pays the devil his liegeman, brass for gold. 
But this was at Arezzo: here in Rome 
Brave Paolo lx>re up against it all— im 

liattled it out, nor wanting to himself 
Nor Guido nor the I louse whose weight he bore 
Pillar-like, by no force of arm but brain. 

He knew his Rome, what wheels to set to 
work; 

Plied influential folk, pressed to the ear i 470 
Of the efficacious purple, pushed his way 
To the old Pope’s self,—past decency indeed, — 
Praying Mm take the matter in his Imnds 
Out of the regular court’s incompetence. 

But times are changed and nephews out of 
^ date 147 S 

And fiivouritism unfashionable : the Pope 
Said “ Render Coesar what is Caesar’s due 1 ” 
As for the Comparini’s counter-plea, 

He met that by a counter-plea again, 

Made Guido claim divorce—with help so for 

* TAe Hundred Merry Tales: referring to 
the ** Decameron ” of B^cacdo, in which ten 
tales are told on each of ten days, many of them 
of the type described in the next lines. 

» Vukan*s part: referring to Homer {Od, 
viil 266 ff,), where HejfoiKStus (Vukan) is de¬ 
ceived by Aphiodite (Venus), his wifo, and Ares 
(Mars), her lover. 
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By the trkf s issue: for, why punishment 
However slight unless for guiltiness 1483 
However slender and a molehill serves 
Much as a mountain of offence Ibis way. 

So was he gathering strength on every side 
And growing more and more to menace— 
when I 486 

All of a terrible moment came the blow 
That beat down Paolo’s fence, endeci the play 
O’ the foil and brmight mannaia on the stage. 

Five months had passed now sinc’e Pornpilia's 

flight, 1400 

Months sptmt in peace among the Convert 
nuns. 

This,—lieing, as it seemed, for (biido’s sake 
Solely, what pride might call impnsemment 
And quote as something gainetl, to friends at 
home,— 

This naturally was at Guido’s charge ; i4iw 
Grudge it he might, hut penitential fare, 
ITaycrs, preachings, who but he defrayed 
the cost ? 

So, Paolo dropped, as proxy, doit by doit 
Like heart’s SIckkI, till—what’s here ? What 
notice comes ? 1499 

The convent’s self makes application bland 
Tliat, since Pompilia’shealth is fast o’ the wane, 
She may have leave to go combine her cure 
Of soul with cure of b(xiy, mend her mind 
Together with her thin anus and sunk eyes 
That want fresh air outside the convent- 
wail, 

Say in a friendly house,—and which so fit 
As a certain villa in the Pauline way, 

'Fhat happens to hold Pietro and his wife, 
The natural guardians? “ Oh, and shift the 
care 

“You shift the cost, too; Pietro piys in 
turn, J8W 

“ And lightens Guido of a load ! And then, 
** Villa or convent, two names for one thing, 
** Always the sojourn means imprisonment, 
Domus careen *—nowise we relax, 

‘*Kothing aljate: how answers Paolo ?” ms 

Ymi, 

* Damus pro camn: “ a house in place cf 
a prison/’ 


What would you answer? All so smooth 
and fair, 

Even T’aul’s astuteness sniffed no harm i’ the 
world. 

He authori/ed the transfer, saw it made 
And, two months after, readied the fruit of 
the same, isao 

Havir^ to sit down, rack his brain and find 
What phrase should serve him best to notify 
Our Guido that by happy providence 
A son and heir, a babe was Ixirn to him 
r the villa,—go tell sympathizing friends I lose 
Yes, such had been Pompilia’s privilege : 

She, when she fled, was one month gone 
with child, 

Known to herself or unknown, cither way 
Av.ailing to explain {say men of art) 

The strange and passionate precipitance im 
Of maiden startled into motherhood 
WTiich changes Ixxly and soul by nature’s law. 
So when the she-dove breeds, strange yearn¬ 
ings come 

For the unknown shelter by undreamed-of 
shores, iikm 

. 4 nd there is born a bUnxl-pulse in her heart 
To fight if needs l>e, though with flap of wing, 
For the wool-fltKk or the fur-tuft, though a 
hawk 

Contest the prize,—wherefore, she knows 
not yet. 

.\nyhf)w, thus to Guido carnc the news, im 
I slmll have quitted Rome ere you arrive 
** To take the one step left,”—wrote Paolo. 
Then did the winch o’ the winepress of all 
hate, 

\"anity, disappointment, grudge and greed, 

! Take the last turn that screws out pure revenge 
I With a bright bubble at the brim beside— im 
: By an heir’s birth he was assured at once 
O’ the main prize, all the money in dispute : 

I Pompilia’s dowry might revert to her 
Or stay with him as law’s caprice should 
i point,— 

But now—now—wliat was Pietro’s shall be 
hers, ifioo 

What was hers shall remain her own,—if hers, 
Why then,—oh, not her husband’s but—her 
[ heir’s! 
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That heir being his too, ail grew his at last 
By this road or by that road, since they join* 
Before, why, push he Pietro out o* the 
world,— iftss 

The current of the money stopped, you see, 
Pompilia being proved no Pietro^s child : ‘ 

Or let it be Pompilia’s life he quenched, 
Again the current of the money stopped,— 
Guido debarred his rights as husband soon. 

So the new process threatened;—now, the 
chance, iwji 

Now, the resplendent minute ! Clear the 
earth, 

Cleanse the house, let the three but disap|>ear 
A child remains, depositary v>f all. 

That Guido may enjoy his uwm again, lees 
Repair all losst's by a master-stroke, 

Wipe out the p*ist, all done all left undone, 
Swell the good present to l>est evermore, 

Die into new life, which let blood baptize ! 

So, i’ the blue of a sudden sulphur-blaze, isro 
Both why there was one step to take at Rome, 
And why he should not meet with Paolo there, 
He saw—the ins and outs to the heart of 
hell-- 

And took the straight line thither swift and 
sure. 

He rushed to Vittiano, found four sons o* 
the soil, 1575 

Brutes of his breeding, with one spark i’ the 
clod 

That served for a soul, the looking up to him 
Or aught called Franceschini as life, death. 
Heaven, hell,—^lord paramount, assembled 
these, 

Harangued, equipped, instructed, pressed 
each dod im 

With his wilPs imprint; then took horse, 
plied spur, 

And so arrived, all five of them, at Rome 
On Christmas* Eve, and forthwith found 
themselves 

Installed P the vacancy and soIini<Ic 
them by Faolo, the considerate man 
Wh»» ipod its his word, had disappeared at 

tlie ^age te* A whole week | 


Did Guido spend in study of his part, 

Then played it fearless of a failure. One, 
Stnick the year’s clock whereof the hours are 
days, vm 

And off was rung o’ the little wheels the chime 
“GockI will on earth and peace to man : ” 
but, two, 

Proceeded the same l>ell and, evening come, 
The dreadful five fell finger-wise their way 
Across the town by blind cuts and black 
turns iMw 

To the little lone suburtian villa; knocked— 
“ Who may Ixi outside?'’ called a well-known 
voice. 

“ A friend of Cajxmsacchi’s bringing friends 
“A letter.” 

ThaPs a test, the excuserssay : 
Ay, and a test conclusive, I return. leno 
What? Had that name brought touch of 
guih or taste 

Of fear with it, aught to dash the present joy 
With memory of the sonow just at end,— 
She, happy in her parents’ arms at length 
\Nhth the new blessing of the two weeks’ 
IxiU',— im 

How had that name’s announcement moved 
the wife ? 

Or, as the other slanders circulate. 

Were (Japonsacchi no rare visitant 
On nights and days whither s.ife harlx>ur lured, 
Wiiat bait liad l>ccn i’ the name to Ofx; the 
door ? Hio 

The promise of a letter? St emit hy guests 
Have secret watchwords, private entrances: 
The man’sown self might have l>een found 
^ inside 

And all the scheme made frustrate by a word. 
No: but since Guido knew, none knew so 
well, MW 

The man had never since returned to Rome 
Nor seen the wife’s lac'e more than villa’s 
front, 

So, could not be at hand to warn or save,— 
For that, he took this sure way to the end. 

** Come in,” Imde poor Violante cheerfully, 
Drawdng the door-bolt: that death was the 
first, Mm 
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Stabbed through and through. Pietro, close 
on her heels, 

Set up a cry—** Let me confess myself! 

** Grant but confession ! ” Cold steel was the 
grant. 

Then came Pompilia’s turn. nm 

Then they escaped. 
The noise o* the slaughter roused the neigh- 
liourhood. 

They had forgotten just the one thing more 
Which saves i' the circumstance, the ticket 
to-wit 182 H 

Which puls post-horses at a Iruveller’s u‘»c *. 
So, all on foot, desperate through the dark 
Reeled they like drunkards along of)en road, 
Accomplished a prfxiigious twenty miles 
Homeward, and gained Baccano ver)' neat, 
Stumbled at last, deaf, dumb, blind thiough 
the feat, um 

Into a grange and, one dead heap, slept there 
Till the pursuers hard upon their trace 
Reached them and tcK>k them, red from head 
to heel, 

And brought them to the privm w here the) lie. 
The couple w ere laid i' t he church t wodaysag< >, 
And the wufe lives yet by miracle. ib 4 i 

All is told. 

You hardly neeil ask what Count Gindo says. 
Since something he must say. “ I own the 
deed-” 

(He cannot chw-st' —but—) “I declare the 
same 

JiLst and inevitable,—since no way else 
‘ Was left me, but by this of taking life, 

“ To save my honour which is more than life. 
“ I exercised a hu8band*s rights.” To which 
The an.swer is as prompt-— “ There was no 
fault 

“In any one o* the three to punish thus: 

“ Neither i’ the wife, who kept all faith to you, 
“Nor in the parents, whom yourself first 
duped, 

“ Robbed and maltreated, then turned out of 
doors, 

“You wronged and they endured wrong; 
yours the fault. 

“ Next, hod ejodurance overpassed the mark 


“And turned resentment needing remedy,— 
“Nay, put the absurd impossible case, for 
once— 

“You were all blameless of the blame alleged 
“And they blameworthy where you fix all 
blame, im 

“ Still, why this violation of the law? 

“ Yourself elected law should take its course, 
“ Avenge wrong, or show vengeance not your 
right; 

“ Why, only when the Iwilance in lawn's hand 
“Trembles against you and inclines the 
way 3665 

“O’ the oth(*r party, do yd make protest, 

“ Renounce arbitrament, flying out of court, 
“ And crying ‘ Honour's hurt the sword must 
cure’? 

“ Aha, and so i’ the middle of each suit 
“Trying i' the courts,—and you had three 
in play i «70 

“ With an apf>eal to the Pojxi's self Ixjside,— 
“ What, you may chop and change and right 
your wrongs, 

“ Leaving the law to lag as she thinks fit?” 

That were loo temptinglyromm(xli(»us, Count! 
One would liave still a remedy in reserve ica 
Should reach the s;ifest oldest sinner, you see ! 
(Jne's honour forsootli ? Does that lake hurt 
alone 

From the extreme out rage? I who have no wife, 
Being yet sensitive in my degree istb 

As Guido,—must discover hurt elsewhere 
Which, half comp>unded-for in days gone by, 
May profitably break out now afresh, 

Need cure from my own expeditious hands. 
The lie that was, as it were, imputed me im 
When you objected to my contract’s clause,— 
The theft, as good as, one may say, alleged, 
When you, co-heir in a will, excepted, Sir, 
To my administration of effects, 

—Aha, do you think law disposed of these ? 

; My honour’s touched and shall deal death 
around! iw 

Count, that were too commodious, I repeat I 
If any law be imperative on us all, 

Of all arc you the enemy: out with you 
From the common light and air and life of man! 
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IV.-^TERTIUM QUID 

TltUE, Excellency—^as liiS) Highness says, 
Though ^e’s not dead yet, she^s as good as 
stretched 

Symmetncal beside tlie other two; 

Tliough he’s not judged yet, he*s the same 
as judged, 

So do the feicts abound and supembound: e 
And nothing hinders that we hft the case 
Out of the shade mto the shine, allow 
(^^lalified persons to pa'onounce at last, 

Kay, edge in an authoritative word 
Between this rabble’s‘brabble of dolts and 
tools 10 

Who make up reasonless unreasoning Rome 
“Now for the Trial!” they roar. the 
Trial to test 

“The truth, weigh husband and weigh wife 
alike 

“ T the scales of law, make one scale kick 
the beam ! ” 

LaVs a machine from which, to please the 
mob, is 

Truth the divinity must needs descend 
And clear things at the play’s fifth act —aha ’ 
Hammer into their noddles who was who 
And what was what I tell the ^mpktons 
** Could law be competent to such a feat m 
**^weredone already; what begins next week 
“ Is end o* the Tnal, last link of a chain 
Whereof the first was forged three years ago 
** When law addressed herself to set wrong 
right, u 

“ And proved so slow in taking the first step 
^‘That ever some newgnevance,“-tort, retort, 
“On one or the other side,—o’ertook i’ the 
game, 

“ Retarded sentence, ^ill this deed of death 
“ Is thrown in, m it were, last bole to boat 
“Crammed to the edge with cargo~~or 
possengets? so 

* Tm:€ft0s ^ Jam / 

'***Mm: — passengers, the word 

null* bc»” 

t inserb, Ae,; Horace, Sat, 1 


Long since, the boat was loaded to my eyes» 
To hear the rabble and brabble, you’d call 
the case u 

Fused and confused past human finding out. 
One calls the square round, t’other the round 
sc]uare— 

And pardonably m that first surprise 
O’ the bkxxl that fell and splashed the diagram. 
But now we’ve used our eyes to the violent hue 
Can’t we look through the crimson and trace 
lines ? 40 

It makes a man despair of history, 

1 usebius and the est iblished feet— fig’s end ! 
Oh, give the fools their Irml, rattle away 
With the leasli of lawyers, two on eitlier side— 
One barks, one bites,—Masters Arcangeli 
And Spreti,—that’s the husband’s ultimate 
hope 49 

Against the Imsc and the other kind of Fisc, 
Bound to do barking for the wife. bow—^wow ’ 
W’hj, Lxcellency, we and his Highness here 
Would settle the matter as sufticiently » 
As ever will Adiocate This and Fiscal That 
And Judge the Other, with even—a word 
and a wink— 

We well know w 1 k> for ultimate arbiter. 

Let us beware o’ the liasset-table *—lest 
We the elbow of Her Eminence/ w 
Jostle his cards, —he’ll rap you out a . ♦ . st! 
By the window sesit ’ And here’s the Mar¬ 
quis tf>o ’ 

Indulge me but a moment: if I fail 
—Favemred with such an audience, under¬ 
stand ’— 

To set things nght, why, class me with the 
mob 9ft 

As understander of the mind of man ! 

The mob,—now, that’s just how the error 
comes! 

Bethink you that you have to deal with 
The commonalty; this is an episode 

9 Basset * a game of cards, fadiionable m 
the seventeenth oeniury. 

• /kr Mmtneme * an imitation of the Italian 
idiom, in whtdi H» Eramcncc/’ as we should 
say, betsomes Emiiksnm *’ Browning 

uses this idiom occasionailv in the present hook 
(9.^., H xdMj, but not n^i^uferly. 
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In biirgcfis-life,—why seek to aggrandiie, 66 
Idealize) denaturalize the class ? 

People talk just as if they had to do 
With a noble pair that . . . Excellency, 
your ear! 

Stoop to me, Highness,—listen and look 
yourselves! 

This Pietro, this Violante, live their life to 
At Rome in the easy way tliaPs far from worst 
Even for their belters,—themselves love 
themselves, 

Spend their own oil in feeding their own 
lamp 

That their own faces may grow 1 >right thereby. 
They get to fifty and over: how’s the lamp ? 
Full to the depth o’ the wick,—moneys so 
much; ro 

And also with a remnant,—so much more 
Of moneys,—which there’s no consuming 
now, 

But, when the wick shall moulder out some 
day, 

Failing fresh twist of low to use up dregs, »» 
Will lie a prize for the passer-by, -to-wit 
Anyone that can prove himself the heir, 
Seeing, the couple are wanting in a child : 
Meantime their wick swims in the safe broad 
bowl 

O’ the middle rank,—not raiseti a l>eacon\ 

height 

For wind to ravage, nor dropj>ed till lamp 
graze ground 

f.ike cresset, mudlarks poke now' here now 
there, 

Going their rounds to prol)e the ruts i’ the 
roatl 

Or fish the luck o’ the puddle. I’ieiro’s soul 
Was satisfied when cronies smirked, ** No 
wine 

“ like Pietro’s, and he dnnks it every day I ” 
His wife’s heart swelled her IxKidice, joyed 
its fill 

When neighljours turned heads wistfully at 
church, 

Sighed at the load of lace that came to pray. 
Well, having got through fifty years of flare, 
They bum out so, indulge so their dear 
selves, 
vot. It. 


I That Pietro finds himself in debt at last, 
j As he were any lordling of us all: 
j And, now that dark begins to creep on day, 

I Creditors grow uneasy, talk aside, loo 

Take counsel, then importune all at once. 
For if the good fat rosy careless man, 

Who has not laid a ducat by, decease— 

I>ct the lamp fall, no heir at hand to catch— 
Why, lieing childless, there’s a spilth i’ the 
street jos 

f^)’ the remnant, there’s a scramble for the 
dregs 

By the stranger ; so, they grant him no long 
day 

But come in a lx>dy, clamour to be paid. 

Wual’s his resource? He asks and straight 
obtains 

The customary largess, dole dealt out no 
To, what we call our ‘*p(X)r dear shame- 
face<l ones,” 

In secret once a month to spare the shame 
O’ the slothful and the spendthrift,—pauper- 
saints 

The Pope puts meat i’ the mouth of, ravens 
they, 

And providence he—just what the mob 
admires! ii6 

That is, instead of putting a prompt foot 
On selfish worthless human slugs whose slime 
1 las failed to lubricate their path in life, 
Why, the Pope picks the first ripe fruit that 

falls m 

And gracious puts it in the vermin’s way. 
Pietro could never save a dollar? Straight 
He must l)e subsidized at our expense : 

And for his wife—the harmless household 
sheep 

One ought not to see harassed in her age— 
Judge, by the way she bore adversity, m 

O’ the patient nature you ask pity for 1 
How long, now, would the roughest market' 
man, 

Handling the creatures huddled to the knife, 
1 larass a mutton ere she made a mouth 
Or menaced biting? Yet the poor sheep 
here, 

Violante, the old innocent burgess-wife, 

E 
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In fear fecst ^fiiculty showed great teeth 
fit to cnmeh up and swallow a good round 
onme* 

She meditates the tenure of the Trust, 
Fideitmnmissmm is the lawyer-phrase, m 
These funds that only want an heir to take— 
Goes o’er the gamut o* the creditor’s cry 
By semitones from whine to snarl high up 
And growl down low, one scale in sundry 
keys,— m 

Pauses with a little compunction for the free 
Of Pietro frustrate of its ancient cheer,— 
Neter a bottle now for friend at need,— 
Comes to a stop on her own frittered lace 
And neighlx>urly condolences thereat, 

Ihen makes her mind up, sees the thing 
to do t 145 

And so, deliberate, snaps house-book clasp, 
Posts off to vespers, missal l^eneath arm, 
Passes the proper San Lorenro by, 

Dives down a little lane to the left, is lost 
In a labyrinth of dwellings best unnamed, i«o 
Selects a certain blind one, black at base, 
Btinkii^attop,—the sign of we know what,— 
One €»ndle in a casement set to wink 
Streetward, do service to no shrine inside,— 
Mounts thither by the filthy flight of stairs, m 
Holding the cord by the wall, to die tip-top, 
Gropes for the door f the dark, ajar of course. 
Raps, opens, ent:!?rs in: up starts a thing 
Kaked as needs be—“ What, you rogue, ’tis 
you? 

‘‘Bade,—^how can I have taken a ferthing 
yet ? im 

** Mercy on me, poor sinner that I am ! 

“ Here’s • • • why, I took you for Madonna’s 
self 

^*Wilh all that sudden swirl of silk i’ the 
placet 

may your pleasure l>e, my bonny 
dame?” i«4 

Vonr Excellency supplies aught leff oliscure? 
One of those women that alxmnd in Rome, 
Whoie needs oblige them eke out one poor 
tmde 

i^HHother vile one: her ostensiMe work 
iHNudiliig clothes, out In the open air 
her true trade— 


Whispm^ing to idlers, when they stopped and 
praised an 

The ankles she let liberally shine 
In kneeling at the slab by the fountaiH'^side, 
That there was plenty more to criticize 
At home, that eve, i’ the house where candle 
blinked m 

Decorously above, and all was done 
I’ the holy fear of God and cheap beside. 
Violante, now, had seen this woman wash, 
Noticed and envied her propitious shape, 
Tracked her home to her house-top, noted 
too, ' 100 

And now was come to tempt her and propose 
A bargain far more shameful than the first 
Which trafficked her virginity away 
For a melon and three pauls at twelve years 
old. 

Five minutes’ talk with this poor child of 
Eve, i» 

Struck was the liargain, business at an end— 
“ Then, six months hence, tliat person whom 
you trust, 

“ Come.s, fetches whatsoever l>abc it be; 

** I keep the price and secret, you the babe, 
“ Paying lieside for mass to make all 
straight: w 

“Meantime, I pouch the earnest-money- 
pie<'e.” 

I Down stairs again goes fumbling by the rope 
I Violante, triumphing in a flouri^ of fire 
I From her own brain, self-lit by such success,— 
(Jains church in time for the m 

And gives forth “ My reproof is taken away, 
%And blessed shall mankind proclaim me 
now,” 

So that the olficiating priest turns round 
To sec who proffers the obstreperous praise: 
Then home to Pietro, the enraptured-much 
But puzzled-more when told the wondrous 

news— 901 

How orisons and works of charity, 

(Beside that pair of pinners and a coif, 
Birth-day surprise last Wednesday was five 
weeks) m 

Had borne firuit in the autumn of his life,— 
They, or the Ondeto in a double dose# 
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Anyhow, idle must keep bouse next sixmouths, 
lie on the ipettle, avoid the three4egged stool, 
And, chieiy, not be crossed in wish or whim, 
And the result was like to be an heir. m 

Accordingly, when time was come alK>ut, 

He found himself tlie sire indeed of this 
Francesca Vittork Pompilia and the rest 
0’ the names wherel>y he sealed her his, next 
day. 

A crime complete in its way is here, I hojie ? 
lies to God, lies to man, every way lies 2 i« 
To nature and civility and the mode: 

Flat robbery of the proper heirs thus foiled 
O’ the due succession,—and, what followed 
thence, 

Robbery of God, through the confessor’s 
ear ^ 

Debarred the most note-worthy incident 
When all else done and undone twelve-month , 
through I 

Was put in evidence at Easter-time. | 

All other peccadillos !—but this one 
To the priest who comes next day to dine 
with us ? aas 

’Twere inexpedient; decency forlmdc. 

Is so kr clear? You know Violante now. 
Compute her capability of crime 
By this authentic instance ? Black hard cold 
(^rime like a stone you kick up w'ilh your 
foot m 

V the middle of a field ? 

I thought as much. 
But now, a question,—how long does it lie, 
The bad and barren bit of stuff you kick, 
Before encroached on and encompassed 
round 3s>& 

Vith minute moss, weed, wild-flower—^made 
alive 

By worm, and fly, and foot of the free bird ? 
Vour Highness,—healthy minds let bygones 

be, 

I^ve old crime, to grow young and virtuous- 
Hke 

B the sun and air; so time treats ugly 
deeds: m 


They take the natural blemng of all change* 
There was the joy o’ the husband silly*soc^. 
The softening of the wife’s old wicked heart. 
Virtues to right and left, profusely paid 
If so they might compensate the saved 
sin. MS 

And then the sudden existence, dewy-dear, 
O’ the rose above the dungheap, the pure 
child 

As gcKxi as new created, since withdrawn 
From the horror of the pre-appointed lot 
With the unknown kthcr and the mother 
known sm 

Too well,—some fourteen years of squalid 
youth, 

And then liliertmage, disease, the grave— 
Hell in life here, hereafter life in hell : 

Look at that horror and this soft repose I 
Why, moralist, the sin has saved a soul! m 
Then, even the palpable grievance to the 
heirs — 

’Faith, this was no frank setting hand to throat 
And robbing a man, but . . . Excellency, 
by your leave, 

How did you get that marvel of a gem, 

The sapphire with the Graces grand and 

I Greek? 990 

I The story i^, st(H">ping to pick a stone 
I From the jiathway through a vineyard—no- 
man’s-Iand~ - 

To pelt a sparrow with, you chanced on this: 

I Why now, do those five clowns o* the family 
O* the vmedresser digest their porridge 

worse 988 

That not one keeps it in his goatskin pouch 
To do flint’s-service with the tinder-box? 
IXm’t cheat me, don’t cheat you, don’t cheat 
a friend. 

But are you so hard on who jostles just 
A stranger with no natural sort of claim 
To the havings and the holdings {here’s the 
point) 

TUnless by misadventure, and defect 
Of that which might to be—nay, which there’s 
none 

Would dare so much as wish to profit liy— 
Since who dares put in just so many words sen 
May Pietro fell to have a lAild, please God! 
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** So 3^1 feis house and goods belong to mo, You see »o mr f the story, who was right, 
The sooner that his heart will pine be- Who wrong, who neither, don’t you ? What, 
times ** ? you don*t ? »# 

Well then, God doesn^t please, nor heart Eh? Well, admit there*s somewhat dark f 
shall pine! the case, 

Because he has a child at last, you see, sso Let’s on—the rest shall clear, I promise yoa 
Or seli^ame thing as though a child it were, Leap over a dozen years; you find, these past, 
He thinks, whose sole concern it is to think : An old good easy creditable sire, #i« 

If he accepts it why should you demur ? A careful housewife’s beaming bustling &ce, 

Both wrapped up in the love of their one child, 
Moreover, say that certain sin there seem, The strange tall pale l)eautiful creature grown 
The proper process of unsinning sin tsss Lily-like out o’ the cleft i’ the sim-smit rock 
Is to begin well-doing somehow else. To bow its white miraculous birth of buds 

Pietro,—remember, with no sin at all I’ the way of wandenng Joseph and his 


I the substitution,—why, this gift of God 
Flung in his lap firom over Paradise am 
Steadied him in a moment, set him straight 
On the good path he had been straying from. 
Henceforward no more wilfulness and waste, 
Cuppings, caroosings,—^these a sponge wifjed 
out. 

All sort of self-denial was easy now 
For the child’s sake, the chatelaine to be, m 
Who must want much and might want who 
knows what ? 

And so, the debts were paid, habits reformed, 
Expense curtaOed, the dowry set to grow. 

As for the wife,—I said, hers the w'hole sin : 
So, hers the exemplary penance. Twas a 
text 900 

Whereon folk preached and praised, the dis¬ 
trict throu^: 

Oh, make us happy and you make us good'! 
** It all comes of God giving her a child : 

“ Such graces follow God’s best earthly gift!” 

Here you put by tny guard, pass to my 
heart m 

By the home-thrust—“ There’s a lie at Imse 
of all” 

Why, thou exact Prince, is it a pearl or no, 
Yon globe upon the Principessa’s neck? 

That great round glory of pellucid stuff, 

A •ecreted round a grain of giit I 
l>o|mcal} it worthless hr the wo^leas core? 

who welt knows what she 
J4 #itligOd fiar it) 
nnr hmee of 


spouse,— m 

So painters fancy : here it was a fact. 

And this their lily,—could they but transplant 
And set in vase to stand by Solomon’s porch 
’Twixt lion and lion !—this Pompilia of theirs, 
Could they see worthily married, well be¬ 
stowed, m 

In house and home ! And why despair of 
this 

With Rome to choose from, save the topmost 
rank ? 

Themselves would help the choice with hear! 
and soul, 

Throw their late savings in a common heap 
To go with the dowry, and be followed in 
time m 

By the heritage legitimately hers; 

And when such paragon \^as found and fixed, 
Why, they might chant their ^*NuncdimtUis** 
straight. 

indeed the prize was simply full to a feult, 
Exorlxtant for the suitor they should seek, 
And social class should choose among, these 
cits. m 

Yet there’s a latitude; exceptional white 
Amid the general brown o* the spedat, lurks 
A tmrgess nearly an aristocrat, 

Legitimately in reach j look out for him ! m 
What Imnker, merchant, has seen better days, 
What second-rate painter a-pushing up, 

Poet a-slipping down, shall bid the best 
For this young beauty i^ith the thumfung 
purse? 
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Alack, were it but one of such as these m 
So like the real thing that they pass for it, 

All had gone well! Unluckily, poor srmis. 
It proved to be the impossible thing itself, 
Truth and not sham : hence ruin to them all. 

For, Guido Franceschini was the head nss 
Of an old fiimily in Arezzo, old 
To that degree they could afford l)e p(x>r 
lietter than most: the case is common too. 
Out of the vast door ’scutcheoned overhead, 
Creeps out a serving-man on Saturdays aeo 
To cater for the week,—turns up anon 
r the market, chaffering for the lamb’s 
least leg, 

Or the quarter-fowl, less entrails, claws and 
comb: 

Then back again with prize,—a liver begged 
Into the bargain, gizzard overl(K:»ked. 365 
He’s mincing these to give the txians a taste, 
When, at your knock, he leaves the simmering 
soup, 

Waits on the curious stranger-visitant, 
Napkin in half-wif)ed hand, to show the 
r<x>ms, 

Point pictures out have hung their hundred 
years, m 

Priceless,” he tells you,—puts in his place 
at once 

The man of money : yes, you’re banker-king 
Or merchant-kaiser, wallow in your wealth 
While patron, the house-master, can’t afford 
To stop our ceiling-hole that rain so rots: 
But he’s the man of mark, and there’s his 
shield, m 

And yonder’s the famed Rafael, first in kind. 
The painter painted for his grandfather, 

And you have paid to see: ** Good morning, 
Sir I ” 

Such is the law of compensation. Still m 
The poverty was getting nigh acute; 

There gaped so many noble mouths to feed, 
Beans must suffice unffavoured of the fowl. 
The mother,—^hers would be a spun-out life 
r the nature of things; the sisters had done 
well »s 

And married men of reasonable rank: 

But that sort of illumination stops, 


Throws back no heat upon the parent-hearth. 
The family instinct felt out for its fire 
To the Church,—the Church traditionally 
helps 300 

A second son : and such was Paolo, 
Established here at Rome these thirty years, 
Who played the regular game,—priest and 
Almte, 

Marie friends, owned house and land, l^ecame 
of use m 

To a f)er.sonage: his course lay clear enough. 
The youngest caught the sympathetic flame, 
And, though unfledged wings kept him still 
i’ the cage, 

Yet he shot up to lie a Canon, so 
Clung to the higher perch and crowed in 
hope. 

Even our Guido, eldest brother, went 400 
As far i’ the way o’ the Church as safety 
seemed, 

He l»eing Head o’ the House, ordained to 
wive, — 

So, could but dally with an Order or two 
xVnd testify g(X)d-will i’ the cause : he clipped 
f Iis top-hair and thus far affected Christ. 400 
But main promotion must fall otherwise, 
Though still from the side o’ the Church; 
and here was he 

At Rome, since first youth, worn threadbare 
of soul 

By forty-six years’ rubbing on hard life, 
Getting fast tired o’ the game whose word is 
—“Wait!” m 

When one day,—he too haring his Cardinal 
To serve in some ambiguous sort, as serve 
To draw the coach the plumes o’ the horses* 
heads,— 

The Cardinal saw fit to dispense with him, 
Ride with one plume the less; and off it 
dropjxd. ^ 

Guido thus left,—with a youth spent in vain 
And not a penny in purse to show for it,— 
Advised with Paolo, !>ent no doubt in chafe 
The black brows somewhat formidably, 
growled ^ 

“ Where is the good I came to get at Rome? 
** Where the repayment of the servitude 
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%> ft popinlfty, whose feet I kiss, 

** Kjodwii^ Msfether wiped theshoesofmmeP 
iNitiaace/’ pats Paolo the recalcitrant— 
*^You have not had, so fer, the proper 

luck, 4S5 

** Hor do my gains sufltce to keep us both: 
“A modest competency is mine, not more. 

** You are the Count however, yours the style, 
** Heirdom and state,—you can’t expect all 
good* 

Had I, now, held your hand of cards . . . 
well, well— 430 

** What’s yet unpUyed, Fll look at, hy your 
leave, 

“ Over your shoulder,—I who made my game, 
t4St*s see, if I can’t help to handle yours. 

“ Fie on you, all the Honours in your fist, 

** Counlship, Househeadship,—how have you 
misdealt I 435 

“ Why, in the first place, these will marry a 
man! 

“ Mfium ioH ^orthus / ^ To the Tonsor then ’ 
** Come, clear your looks, and choose your 
iireshest suit, 

** And, after function’s done with, down we go 
To the woman-dealer in perukes, a wenrh 
X and some others settled in the shop 441 
** At Place Colonna; she’s an oracle. limm! 

* Hear, ’tis my brother: brother, *tis my dear. 
** * Hear, give us counsel! Whom do you 

suggest 

** * A» properest party in the quarter round 
*‘*For the Count here?—^lie is minded to 
take wife, m 

** * And further tells me he intends to slip 

* Twenty zecchines under the bottom-scalp 
‘ Of his old wig when he “tends it to revive 

“ * For the wedding: and I add a trifle too. 
*‘*You know what personage I’m potent 
With*’” 431 

And io plumped out Pompilia’s name the first. 
She told them of the household and its ways, 
The eai^ husband and the shrewder wife 
In YBtotift,—how the tall young girl, 4S3 

Wl|li Jpir black m yon patch and eyes as big 
pomander to make freckles fly, 

'^knowiitothebarbers.** 

tts. 


Would have so much for certain, and so much 
more 

In likelihood,—why, it suited, slipped as 
smooth 

As the Pope’s pantoufle does on the Pope’s 
foot, 4m 

“ I’ll to the husband ! ” Giudo ups and cries. 
“Ay, so you’d play your last court-card, no 
doubt I ” 

Puts Paolo in with a groan—“ Only, you see, 
“ ’Tis I, this time, that supervise your lead. 

“ Piiests play with women, maids, wives, 
mothers—why ? 46ft 

“ The*^ play vdth men and take them off oui 
hands. 

“ Hid I come, counsel with some cut-bearC 
gruff 

“Or rather this sleek young-old Ijarlieress? 

“ Go, brother, stand you rapt in the ante-room 
“ Of Her P'fficadty my Cardinal 478 

“ For an hour,—he hkes to have lord-suitors 
lounge,— 

“While I lietake myself to the grey mare, 

“ The l>etler horse,—how wise the people’s 
word ’ — 

“Aid wait on Madam Violante.” 

Said and done. 

He was at Via Viltoria in three skills : m 

Proposed at once to fill up the one want 
O’ the burgess-family whi^, weadthy enough, 
And comfortable toheart*fcdesire,yet crouched 
Outside a gate to heaven,—locked, bolted, 
barred, m 

Whereof Count Guido had a key he kept 
#hder his pillow, but Pompilia’s hand 
Might slide behind his neck and pilfer tlience. 
The key was fairy; its mere mention made 
Violante feel the thing shoot one sharp my 
That reached the womanly heart: so—“I 
assent I m 

“Yours be Pompilia, hers and our» that key 
“ To all the glories of the greater life! 
“There’s Pietro to convince: leave that to 
me!” 

Then was the matter broached to FSc^m; 
then m 
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jDId Pittiro nmke demand and get response 
That in the Countahip was a truth, but in 
The counting up of the Count^s cash, a He. 

He thereupon stroked grave his chin, looked 
p-eat, 

Declined the honour. Then the wife wiped 
tear, m 

Winked with the other eye turned Paolo-ward, 
Whispered Pompilia, stole to church at eve, 
Found Guido there and got the marriage done, 
And finally begged pardon at the feet 
Of her dear lord and master. Whereupon 
Quoth Pietro—“ Let us make tlie l:)est of 
things I ” M» 

“I knew your love would license us,”* quoth 
she; 

Quoth Paolo once more, “Mothers, wi\es 
and maids, 

“These lx? the tools wherewith priubts manage 
men.** 

Now, here take breath and ask, - which bird 
o* the brace »» 

Decoyed the other into clapnet ? Who 
Was fool, who knave? Neither and lx>th, 
perchance. 

There was a bargain mentally propose<i 
On each side, straight and plain and fair 
enough ; 

Mind knew its own mind: but when mind 
must speak, bio 

The baigain have expression in plain terms 
There came the blunder incident to words, 
And in the clumsy process, fair turned foul. 
The straight backlione-thought of the crooked 
speech 

Were just—** I Guido truck my nameand rank 
“For so much money and youth and female 
charms.— 

“We Pietro and Violante give our child 
“And wealth to you for a rise i' the world 
thereby." 

Such naked truth while chambered in the brain 
Shocks nowise; walk it forth by way of 
tongtie,— ^ 

Out on the cynical unseemliness! 

Hence was the need# on either side, of a He 
To serve as decent wrappage i so, Guido gives 


Money for money,—and they, bride for groom. 
Having, he, not a doit, they, not a child m 
Honestly theirs, but this poor waif and stray. 
According to the words, each cheated each; 
But in the inexpressive barter of thoughts, 
Each did give and did take the thing designed, 
The rank on this side and the cash on that— 
Attained the object of the traffic, so. m 

The way of the world, the daily Ijargain struck 
In the first market! Why sells Jack his ware ? 

“ For the sake of serving an old customer.** 
Why does Jill buy it? “Simply not to 
break o*® 

“ A custom, pass the old stall the first time.** 
Why, you know where the gist is of the 
exchange: 

Each sees a profit, throws the fine words in, 
l>e ttK> hard o* the pair 1 Had each pre¬ 
tence 

Been simultaneously discovered, stript Wo 

From ofl' the Ixnjy o’ the transaction, just 
As when a ct>ok (will Excellency forgive ?) 
Strips away those long rough superfluous legs 
From cither side the crayfish, leaving folk 
meal all meat henceforth, no garnishry, 
(With }our respect, I’tince!)—balance had 
l>een kept, 

No party blamed the other,—so, starting feir, 
All sul>sc*(iuent fence of wrong returned by 
wrong 

V the matrimonial thrust and parry, at least 
Had followed on equal tenns. But, as it 
chanced, »» 

One party had the adv'antage, saw the cheat 
Of the other first and kept its own concealed: 
And the luck o* the first discovery fell, beside, 
To the least adroit and self-possessed o* the 
jxiir. 

’Twas foolish Pietro and his wife saw first 
The nobleman was penniless, and screamed 
“ We are cheated ! ** 

Such unprofitable noise 
Angers at all times: but when those who 
plague, 

Do it from inside your own house and home, 
Gnats which yourself have closed the curtain 
round, 
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Mdise igoes too near the brain and makes you 

Tbe gnats say, Guido used the candle-flame 
Onfeiirly,—worsened that first bad of his, 

By practising all kinds of cruelty m 

To oust them and suppress the wail and 
whine,— 

That speedily he so scared and Vmllied them. 
Fain were they, long before five months had 
passed, 

To beg him grant, from what was once then 
wealth, 

Just so much as would help them back to 
Rome 570 

Where, when they finished paying the last doit 
O’ the dowiy% they might beg from door to 
door. 

So say the Comparini—as if it came 
Of pure resentment for this worse than bad, 
That then Violante, feeling conscience prick, 
Confessed her substitution of the child 
Whence all the harm fell,—^and that Pietro 
first 

Bethought him of advantage to himself 
r the deed, as part revenge, part remedy 
For all miscalculation in the pact, m 

On the other hand “Not soGuido retorts— 
“ I am the wronged, solely, from first to last, 
*’ Who gave the dignity I engaged to give, 

“ Which was, is, cannot but continue gain. 

** My being poor was a bye-drcumstance, 

“ Miscalculated piece of untowardness, m 
** Might end to-morrow did heaven’s windows 
ope, 

“ Or uncle die and leave me his estate. 

^'Vou should have put up with the minor 
flaw, 

“Getting the main prize of the jewel. If 
wealth, m 

**Not rank, had been prime object in your 
thoughts, 

** Why not have taken the butcher’s son, the 
bc^ 

O’ the baker or candlestick-maker ? In all 
broke compact and {^yed 


“ And made a life in common impossible* 

“ Show me the stipulation of our bond 
“That you should make your profit of being 
inside 

“ My house, to hustle and edge me out o’ the 
same, 

“First make a laughing-stock of mine and me, 
“Then round us in the ears from mom to 
night «89 

“ (Because we show wry faces at your mirth) 
“ That you are r()bl)ed, starred, l>eaten and 
what not ! 

“ Tou fled a hell of your owm lighting-up, 
Pay for your own miscalculation too: 

You thought nobility, gained at any price, 
“Would suit and satisfy,—find the mistake, 

* ‘ And now retaliate, not on yourselves, but me. 
“And how? By telling me, i’ the face of 

the world, 

“ I it IS have l>een cheate<i all this while, 

* * Abominably and irreparably, -—my name ttjo 
“ Given to a cur-cast mongrel, a drab’s brat, 
“ A beggar’s bye-blow,—thus depnving me 
“ Of what yourselves allege the whole and sole 
“Aim on my part i’ the marriage,—money 

to-wit. 

“ This thrust I have to parry fry a guard ms 
“Which leaves me open to a counter-thrust 
“On the other side,—no way Imt there’s a pass 
“Clean through me. If I prove, as I hope 
to do, 

“ There s not one truth in this your odious tale 
“ O’ the buying, selling, substituting—prove 
“ Your daughter was and is your daughter,— 
well, «8a 

*^nd her dowry hers and therefore mine,— 
what then ? 

“ Why, where’s the appropriate punishment 
for this 

“ Enormous lie hatched for mere malice’ sake 
“ To ruin me ? Is that a wrong ewrno ? m 
“ And if I try revenge for remedy, 

“Can I well make it strong and bitter 
enough?” 

I anticipate however—only ask, 

Which of the two here sinned most ? A nice 
point! m 
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Which browimess is least black,—decide wbd 
can, «3o I 

Wager*by4>atUe-of-cheating I What do you | 
say, I 

Highness? Suppose, your Excellency, we 
leave 

The question at this stage, proceed to the 
next, I 

Both parties step out, fight their prize upon, 
In the eye o' the world ? m 

They brandish law ’gainst law ; 
The grinding of such blades, each parry of 
each, 

Throws terrible sparks off, over and above 
the thrusts. 

And makes more sinister the fight, to the eye, 
Than the very wounds that follow. Beside 
the tale m 

WTiich the (\u«parini have to re-assert, 

They needs must write, print, publish all 
abroad 

The Rtraitnesses of Guido’s household life— 
The petty nothings we l»car privately 
But break dc»wn under when fools flock to 
jeer. #45 

What is it all to the feels o’ the couple’s case, 
How helps it prove Pompnlia not their child, 
If (iuklo’s mother, bn>ther, kith and kin 
Fare ill, lie hard, lack clothes, lack fire, lack 
fCKld? 

That’s one more wrong than needs. m 

On the other hand, 

(iuido,—whose cue is to dispute the truth 
O’ the laic, reject the shame it throws on 
him,— 

He may retaliate, fight his foe in turn 
And welcome, we allow. Ay, but he can’t 1 
He’s at home, only acts hy proxy here! so* 
Ijiwmay meet law,—but alHhegibes and jeers, 
The superfluity of naughtiness, 

Those lilxjls on his House,—how reach at 
them? 

Two hateful feces, grinning all a-glow, wo 
Not only make parade of s[X)il they filched, 
But foul him finerm the height of a tower, you 
see* 

Unluckily temptation is at hand— 


To take revenge on a trifle overlooked, 

A pet lamb they have left in reach outside, m 
Whose first bleat, when he plucks the wool 
away, 

Will stnke the grinners grave; his wife 
remains 

Who, four months earlier, some thirteen years 
old, 

Never a mile aw’ay from mother’s house 
And |>etted to the height of her desire, m 
Was ir)ld one morning that her fate had come, 
She must be married—^just as, a month before, 
Her mother told her she must comb her hair 
And twist her curls into one knot behind. 
These fools forgot their pet lamb, fed with 
flowers, m 

Then ’ticed as usual by the bit of cake 
Out of the bower into the butchery. 

Plague her, he plagues them threefold : but 
how plague ? 

The world may have its word to say to that; 
You can’t do some things with impunity, wo 
What remains , . . well, it is an ugly 
thought . . . 

But that he drive herself to plague herself— 
Herself disgrace herself and so disgrace 
WTio seek to disgrace Guido ? 

There’s the clue 
To what else seems gratuitously vile, we 
If, as is said, from this time forth the rack 
Was tried upon Pompilia : ’twas to wrench 
Her limbs into exposure that brings shame. 
The aim o* the cruelty being so cruellerstiU, wo 
That cruelty almost grows compassion’s self 
Could one attribute it to mere return 
O’ the parents’ outrage, wrong avenging 
wrong. 

They see in this a deeper deadlier aim. 

Not to vex just a bc^y they held dear, 6W 
But blacken too a soul they boasted white, 
And show the world their saint in a lover’s 
arms, 

No matter how driven thither,—^so they say. 

On the other hand, so nmch is easilf>i»%'T 
And Guido lacks not an apologist* fw 

The pair bad nobody but themselvdilfS blame^ 

4 'da. L ^ 
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tjwfcs tlimig^ut, m less, iko 

txki>fiei 

-^^*43iwd for tbanselvcs, tlieir supposed good» 
nought else, 

And brought about the marriage; good 
proved Imd, 

As little they cared for her its victim—nay. 
Meant she should stay behind and take the 
chance, m 

It haply they might wriggle themselves free* 
They baited their own hook to catch a fish 
With this poor worm, feuleti o’ the prize, and 
then 

Sought how to unbait tackle, let worm float 
Or jAeiltf amuse the monster while I hey 
^scaped. ni 

Under the best stars Hymen brings alxjve, 
Had all been honesty on either side, 

A common sincere effort to gotkl end. 

Still, this would prove a difficult problem, 
ihince! m 

--^iven, a fiiir wife, aged thirteen years, 

A husband poor, care-latten, sorrow-sunk, 
little, long-nosed, bush -liearded, lanteni- 
jawed, 

Forty-six years old,—place the two grown 
one, i 

She, cut off sheer from every natuml aid, 7W 
In a strai^e town with no fomiliar face— 

He, in his own parade-ground or retreat 
If need were, free from challenge, much less 
check 

To an irritated, disappointed will-~^ m 

How evolve hapfuness from such a match ? 
^Twett hard to serve op a congenial dish 
Out of these ill-agreeing morsels, Duke, 

By the best exercise of the cook’s emft, 
interspersion of spice, mlt and sweet! 
But let two ghastly scullions concoct mess 
With brimstone, pitch, vitriol and devirs- 
dutjg— ^ 

Thwv in abuse o’ the man, hts body and soul, 
hin and generation, shake all slab 
A1 Eoilie^ Arezzo, for the world to nose, m 
e*>4ty pu Wishing, for fiend’s arch-prank, 
Thlfif over mid above sauce to the meat's self, 
WIf* mm tht meat, bedevilled thus in diidi, 
mm # phwMumt but a cartioii*aow-^ 


Frince, what will then the natural loathing be? 
What wonder if this ?—the compound plague 
o' the pair Jw 

Pricked Guido,—not to take the course they 
hoped, 

That is, submit him to their statement’s truth, 
Accept its obvious promise of relief, 

And thrust them out of doors the girl again 
Since the girl’s dowry would not enter there, 
—<2uit of the one if baulked of the other t 
no I rw 

leather <lid rage and hate so work in him, 
Their product proverl the horrible conceit 
That he should plot and plan and bring to 
pass 

His wife might, of her own free will and 
deed, fm 

Relieve him of her presence, gel her gone, 
Aiul yet leave all the dowry safe bcihind, 
Confirmed his own henceforward post dispute, 
While blotting out, as by a l)elch of hell, 
Their triumph in her misery and death, m 

You see, the man was Aretinc, had touch 
O’ fhe subtle air that breeds the sulxle wit j 
Was noble too, of <»ld bkKxi thrice-refmed 
That shrinks from clownish coarseness in 
disgust: 

Allow that such an one may take revenge. 
You don't exjxjct he’ll catch up stone and 
iling, m 

(h try cross-buttock, or whirl quarter*staff? 
Instead of the honest drubbing clowns bestow, 
When out of temper at the dinner spoilt, 
meddling mother-in-law and dfesome 

wife,— 7«» 

Substitute for the clown a nobleman, 

And you liave Guido, practising, *ik said, 
Xmmitigably from the very first, 

The finer vengeance: this, they say, the foot 
O’ the famous letter ahows—the writing traced 
At Guido's Instance by the timid wife m 
Oi’er the pencilled words himself writ first— 
Wherein she, who could neither write nor 
read, 

Was made unblushlngty deekre a tale 
To the brother, the Abate th<m in Rome, m 
How her putative parents had impmieedi 
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On ihcir Ihdt cnjcttninent ? bad« 

** We being Jdilely arrived here, follow, you 1 
** Poison your husband, rob, set fire to all, 

** And thtan by means o* the gallant you pro 
cure 7m 

** With ease, by helpful eye and ready tongue, 
** Some brave youth ready to dare, do and die, 
** You idiall run off and merrily reach I<x>ine ' 
**Whe»e we may live like flies in honey 
pot i **— 7m 

Such being exact the programme oi the course 
Imputed her as earned to efleti. i 

'^They als«> say,—to keep her straight therein, 
All sort of torture was ^tiled, jmn on pain, 
On either sude Pompiha's jxith of Ifle, tss 

Built round about and over against by fear, 
CircuTiivalktcd month by month, and week 
By week, and day by day, and hour by ht>ur. 
Close, closer and yet closer still with pain, 

No outlet fami the cncnxichmg patn save just 
Where stood <«ie saviour like a piece of 
heaven, "vs 

Hell’s arms would strain round but for this 
blue gap 

She, they say further, first tried every chink, 
Every imaginable break i* the fire, 

\s way of escape * ran to the <'ommis>s.if>% 
Who bade her not nudign his fnend her 
spouse; m 

Flung hei*self thrice at the Archbishop’s fe« t. 
Where three times the Archbishop let her he. 
Spend her whole sorrow and sob full heart 
forth, 

And then took up the slight load from the 
ground 

And bore it Ijock for huslmnd to chastise, - 
Mildly of course,—but natural right is nght. 
So went she slippng ever yet catching at 
help, 

Missing the high till come to lowest and lost, 
To-wit a certain firkr of mean degree, 

Who heard her story in confession, we|il, «io 
ProiHied himself, showed the man wuthin the 
monk. 

** Then, will you save me, you the one T the 
world? 

“ I cannot mm write my woes, nor put 


My pnmyar for help in words a linend may 
read,— m 4 

“ I no more own a coin than have an hour 
‘‘Free of observance,—I was watched to 
church, 

“Am watched now, shall lie watched bock 
presently,-- 

“How buy the skill of scnlje i’ the market¬ 
place ? 

“ Pray you, write down and send whatever 
I say 

“O’ the need I have my parents take me 
hence ’ ” »jo 

1 he good man nibl>ed his eyes and could not 
I boose — 

l^t her du late her letter m such a sense 
That jxirents, to sa%T breaking down a wall, 
Might hft her over: she went back, heaven 
in heart 

Then the gtx>d man took counsel of his couch, 
Woke and thought tNMce, the second thought 
the best' m 

“ litre am I, f<K>Ush lx>dy that I lie, 

“(*aught all but pushing, teaching, who lait I, 
“ My Ktters their plain duty,—what, I dare 
“Help a case the Archbishop would not 
help, m 

“Mend matters, peradventure, God losTS 
mar ? 

“ What hath the married life but stnfes and 
plagues 

** For projKf disfiensalion ? So a fcK)l 
“Once touched the ark,—poor Uxzah that 
I am I 

“ Oh married ones, much rather should I Ind, 
“ In patience all of ye possess your souls I m 
“This life is lunef and troubles die with it: 
“Where were the pnek to soar up homeward 
else?” 

So saying, he burnt the letter he had wnt, 
Said Avr for her intention, in its place, »«» 
Took snuff and comfort, and had done with 
all. 

Then the grim arms stretched yet a little more 
And each touched each, all but one streak 
F the midst. 

Whereat stood Ckponsocchi, who cned, “This 
way, 
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“ Out me 1 Hesitate one moma^t more 
And the hre shuts out me and shuts in you ! 
* ‘ Here my hand holds you life out I ” Where¬ 
upon 

She clasped the hand, which closed on hers 
and drew 

Pompilia out o’ the circle now complete. 
Whose &ult or shame but Guido’s ?—ask her 
friends. sso 

But then this is the wife’s—Pompilia’s tale— 
Eve’s . , , no, not Eve’s, since Eve, to speak 
the truth, 

Was hardly fiiUen (our candour might pro¬ 
nounce) 

When simply saying in her own defence 
** The serpent tempted me and I did eat.” 

So much of paradisal nature, Eve’s ! 866 

Her daughters ever since prefer to urge 
“ Adam so starved me I was hiin accept 
** The apple any serpent pushed my way.” 
What an elaborate theory have we here, 86o 
Ingeniously nursed up, pretentiously 
Brought forth, pushed forward amid trumpet- 
blast, 

To account for the thawing of an icicle, 

Show us there needed JEtna. vomit flame 
Ere run the ciystal into dew-drops 1 Else, m 
How, unless hell broke loose to cause the step, I 
How could a married lady go astray ? 

Bless the fools! And ’tis just this way they 
are blessed, 

And the world wags still,—because fools are 
sure m 

-^h, not of my wife nor your daughter 1 No! 
But of their own: the case is altered quite. 
Look now,—last week, the lady we all love,— 
Daughter o’ the couple we all venerate. 

Wife of the huslmnd we all cap befere, 

Mouther o’ the babes we all breathe blessings 
on,— m 

Wa? caught in oonvarse with a negro page. 
Hell thawed that icicle, else Why was it— 
♦‘TOy?’*««k«diiind ech^ the fools. *‘Be- 
i;»sui»e, you ibols,—” 

$qdi4 fhe dann^i self answer, she who could, 

«» 

Wiail ^ iia oddt 


“ Because my husband was the saint you say, 
“ And,—with that childish goodness, absurd 
faith, 

“ Stupid self-satisfection, you so praise,— 

“ Saint to you, insupportable to me. 88& 
“ Had he,—instead of calling me fine names, 
** Lucretia and Susanna and so forth, 

“ And curtaining Correggio carefully 
“ Lest I be taught that Leda had two l<gs,— 
“ —But once never so little tweaked my nose 
“For peeping thiough my fen at Carnival, 89i 
“Confessing thereby ‘I have no easy task— 
“ ‘ I need use all my powers to hold you mine, 
“‘And then,—why ’tis so doubtful if they 
serve, 

“ ‘ That—take this, as an earnest of despair! ’ 
“Why, we were quits: I had wiped the 
harm away, m 

“Thought ‘The man fears me !’ and fore¬ 
gone revenge.” 

We must not want all this elaborate work 
To solve the problem why young Fancy-and- 
flesh 

Slips from the dull side of a spouse in years, 
Betakes it to the breast of Brisk-and-bold wi 
Whose love-scrapes furnish talk for all the 
town ! 

Accordingly one word on the other side 
Tips over the piled-up febric of a tale. 

Guido says—-that is, always, his friends say— 
It is unlikely, from the wickedness, m* 
That any man treat any woman so. 

The letter in question was her very own, 
Unprompted and unaided : she could wrilc-^ 
ilfrable to write as ready to sin, or free, f»o 
When there was danger, to deny both fects. 
He bids you mark, herself from first to last 
Attributes all the so-styled torture just 
To jealousy,—^jealousy of whom but just 
This very ^ponsacchi 1 How suits here «• 
This with the other alleged motive. Prince ? 
Would Guido make a terror of the man 
He meant should tempt the woman, as they 
charge? 

Do you flight your bare that you may catch 
your hare ? 

Cemrider too* the dmtge was made and met 
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At the proper time and pkee where proofs 
were i^ain—~ 921 

Heard patiently and disposed of thoroughly 
By the highest powers, possessors of most 
light, 

The Governor for the law, and the Archbishop 
For the gospel: which acknowledged prima¬ 
cies, 926 

'Tis impudently pleaded, he could warp 
Into a tacit partnership with crime— 

He being the while, believe their own account, 
Impotent, penniless and miserable ! 

He further asks — Duke, note the knotty 
point!— 9{w 

How he,—concede him skill to play such part 
And drive his wife into a gallant’s arms,— 
Could bring the gallant to play his part too 
And stand with arms so opportunely wide ? 
How bring this Caponsacchi,—with whom, 
friends 935 

And foes alike agree, throughout his life 
He never interchanged a civil word 
Nor lifted courteous cap to—him how l)end 
To such observancy of beck and call, * 

—To undertake this strange and perilous feat 
For the good of Guido, using, as the lure, 941 
Pompilia whom, himself and she avouch. 

He had nor spoken with nor seen, indeed, 
Beyond sight in a public theatre, 

When she wrote letters (she that could not 
write!) 945 

The importunate shamelessly-protested h>ve 
Which brought him, though reluctant, to her ! 
feet, 

And forced on him the plunge which, how- 
* soe'er 

She might swim up i* the whirl, must bury him 
Under abysmal black: a priest contnve 96o 

No better, no amour to be hushed up, 

But open flight and noon-day inkmy ? 

Try and concoct defence for such revolt! 
Take the wife’s tale as true, say she was 
wronged,— 

Pray, in what rubric of the lireviary m 
Do you find it registered—the part of a priest 
Is —^that to right wrongs from the church he 
skip, 

Go joume^ng with a woman that’s a wife, 


And be pursued, overtaken and captured , . * 
how? 

In a lay-dress, playing the kind sentinel m 
Where the wife sleeps (says he who best 
should know) 

And sleeping, sleepless, both have spent the 
night! 

Could no one else l>e found to serve at need— 
No woman—or if man, no safer sort 
Than this not well-reputed turbulence ? ses 

Then, look into his own account o’ the case ! 
He, being the stranger and astonished one, 

Yet received protestations of her love 
From lady neither known nor cared about: 
Love, so protested, bred in him disgust ff70 
After the wonder,—or incredulity. 

Such impudence seeming impossible. 

But, soon assured such impudence might be, 
When he had seen with his own eyes at last 
Letters thrown down to him i’ the very street 
From behind lattice where the lady lurked, m 
And read their passionate summons to her 
side— 

Why then, a thousand thoughts swarmed up 
and in,— 

How he had seen her once, a moment’s space, 

01 served she was both young and lieautiful, 
Heard everywhere report she suffered much 
From a jealous husband thrice her age,—in 
short m 

There flashed the propriety, expediency 
Of treating, tlying might they come to terms, 
—At all events, granting the interview m 
Prayed for, one so adapted to assist 
Decision as to whether he advance, 

Stand or retire, in his benevolent mood! 
Therefore the interview befell at length 5 
And at this one and only interview, m 
He saw the sole and single course to take— 
Bade her dispose of him, head, heart and hand, 
Did her behest and braved the consequence, 
Not for the natural end, the lo%x of man 
For woman whether love be virtue or vice, m 
But, please y<»u, altogether for pit/s sake— 
1 -ity of mnoccncc and hclf^cssnes® I 
And how did he assure himself of both ? 

Had he been t)ite hoitsednmate, visitor, 
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of the described ina^ looo 

So> competent to pronounce its remedy 
£re rush on such extreme and desperate 
course*— 

Involving such enormity of harm, 

Moreover, to the husband judged thus, 
doomed 1004 

And damned without a word in his defence ? 
Not he 1 the truth was felt by instinct here, 
—Process which saves a world of trouble and 
time. 

There’s the priest’s story; what do you say 
to it, 

Trying its truth by your own instinct too. 
Since that’s to be the expeditious mode ? 1010 
“And now, do hear my version,” Guido 
cries: 

“ I accept argument and inference both. 

“ It would indeed have been miraculous 
“ Had such a confidency sprung to birth 
“ With no more feinning from acquaintance¬ 
ship lOlB 

“Than here avowed by my wife and this 
priest. 

“Only, it did not; you must substitute 
The old stale unromantic way of fault, 

“ The commonplace adventure, mere intrigue 
“ In larose form with the unpoetic tncks, 

“ Cheatings and lies; they used the hackney 
chair ion 

“Satan jaunts forth with, shabby and service¬ 
able, 

“No gilded gimcrack-novelty from below, 

“ To bowl you along thither, swift and sure, 
“ That same ofiidous go*between, the wench 
‘ * Who gave and took the letters of the two, im 
“ Now oflfers self and service back to me: 

“ Bears testimony to visits night by night 
^*When all was safe, the husband far and 
away,— 

“ To many a timely slipping out at large 
“ By light the moraing-star, ere he should 
walce. urn 

** Aad when the fugitives were found at last, 
** Whyi with the|n were found also, to belie 
“Whit protest they might make of inno- 

“iki yet wanting, if need were, 


“To establish guilt in them, disgrace in 
me— 

“ The chronicle o’ the converse from its rise 
“ To culmination in this outrage: read I 
“ Letters from wife to priest, from priest to 
wife,— 

“ Here they are, read and say where they 
chime in 1040 

“With the other tale, superlative purity 
“ O’ the pair of saints 1 I stand or fall by 
these.” 

But then on the other side again,—how say 
The pair of saints? That not one word is 
theirs— 

No syllable o’ the batch or writ or sent 104 b 
O r yet received by either of the two, 
“Found,” says the priest, “because he 
needed them, 

“ Failing all other proofs, to prove our ftiult: 
“ So, here they are, just as is natural. io« 
“ Oh yes—we had our missives, each of us ! 
“ Not these, but to the full as vile, no doubt: 
• Hers as from me,—^she could not read, so 
burnt,— 

“ Mine as from her,—I burnt because I read. 
“Who forged and found them? Cut pro- 

(I take the phrase out of your Highness’ 
mouth) ]QW 

“He who would gain by her fault and my 
fall, 

“The trickster, schemer and pretender—he 
“ Whose whole career was lie entailing lie 
“ Sought to be sealed truth by the worst He 
♦last!” 

Guido rejoins—“Did the other end o’ the 
tale im 

“ Match this beginning! ’Tis alleged I prove 
“ A murderer at the end, a man of force 
“ Prompt, indiscriminate, effectual; good ! 
“Then what need all this trifling woman’s* 
work, 

“ Letters and embassies and weak intrigue, 

J Cui profuerini: “ he who would profit by 
them?” 
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When will and power were mine to end at 
once 1006 

Safely and surely ? Murder had come first 
“Not last with such a man, assure your¬ 
selves I 

“ The silent acqueita^ stilling at command— 
“A drop a day i’ the wine or soup, the 
dose,— 1070 

“ The shattering beam that breaks above the 
bed 

“ And beats out brains, with nobody to blame 
“Except the wormy age which eats even 
oak,— 

“Nay, the staunch steel or trusty cord,— 
who cares 

“F the blind old palace, a pitfiill at each 

step, 1075 

“ With none to see, much more to interpose 
“O* the two, three, creeping house-dog- 
servant-things 

“Bom mine and bred mine? Had I willed 
gross death, 

** I had found nearer paths to thrust him prey 
“Than this that goes meandering here and 
there im 

“ Through half the world and calls down in 
its course 

“ Notice and noise,—^hate, vengeance, should 
it fail, 

“ Derision and contempt though it succeed I 
“ Moreover, what o* the future son and heir ? 
“The unborn babe about to be called 
mine,— loes 

“What end in heaping all this shame on 
him, 

“ Were I indifferent to my own black share ? 
“Would I have tried these crookednesses, 
say, 

“ Willing and able to effect the straight ? 

“ Ay, would you ! ” — one may hear the 
priest retort, \m 

“Being as you are, V the stock, a man o( 
guile, 

“ And ruffianism but an added graft. 

“ You, a bom coward, try a coward’s arms, 

^ Acqmtia: a kind of slow poison. 


“Trick and chicane,—and only when these 

“Does violence follow, and like fox you 
bite loss 

“ Caught out in stealing. Also, the disgrace 
“You hardly shrunk at, wholly shrivelled 
her: 

“ You plunged her thin white delicate hand 
i’ the flame 

“Along with your coarse homy brutish fist, 

“ Held them a second there, then drew out 
both 1100 

“—Yours roughed a little, hers ruined 
through and through, 

“ Your hurt would heal forthwith at oint¬ 
ment’s touch— 

“ Namely, succession to the inheritance 
“ Which bolder crime had lost you; let 
things change, 

“The birth o’ the boy warrant the bolder 
crime, 1106 

“Why, murder was detennined, dared and 
done. 

“Forme,” the priest proceeds with his reply, 
“The look o’ the thing, the chances of 
mistake, 

“All were against me,—that, I knew the 
first: 

“ But, knowing also what my duty was, mo 
“ I did it: I must look to men more skilled 
“ In reading hearts than ever was the world,” 

Highness, decide ! Pronounce, Her Excel¬ 
lency ! 

Or , . . even leave this argument in doubt, 
Account it a fit matter, taken up ms 

With all its faces, manifold enough, 

To ponder on—w^hat fronts us, the next stage, 
Next legal process? Guido, in pursuit, 
Coming up with the fugitives at the inn, im 
Caused both to be arrested then and there 
And sent to Rome for judgment on the case— 
Thither, with all his armoury of proofs, 
Betook himself: *tis there we’ll meet him now, 
Waiting the further issiie. 

Here you smile 

“And never let him henceforth dare to 
plead,— uaj 
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** Of til pleas and excuses in the world 
** For any deed hereafter to be done,— 

** His Irrepressible wrath at honour^s wound ! 
** Passion and madness irrepressible ? n«o 

“Why, Count and cavalier, the husband 
fxxnes 

“ And catches foe i’ the very act of shame I 
“ There’s man to man,—nature must have her 
way,— 

“ We look he should have cleared things on 
the spot. 

“Yes, then, indeed—even iho’ it prove he 
erred— im 

“Though the ambiguous first appearance, 
mount 

“Of solid injur)% melt soon to mist, 

“ Still,—^had he slain the lover and the wife— 
“ Or, since she was a woman and his wife, I 
“ Slain him, but stript her naked to the skin | 
“Or at best left no more of an attire U 4 i | 
** Than patch sufficient to pin paper to, 
^‘Some one love-letter, infemy and all, 

“ As passport to the Paphos ^ fit for such, 
“Safe-conduct to her natural home the 
stews,— 

“ Good ! One had recognized the power o’ 
the pulse. 

“ But when he stands, the stock-fish,—^sticks 
to law— 

“ Offers the hole in his heart, all fresh and 
warm, 

“ For scrivener^s pen to |x»keand play about— 
“Can stand, can stare, can tell his beads 
perhaps, iiao 

“ Oh, let us hear no syllable o’ the rage ! 

“ Such rage were a convenient afterthought 
“ For one who would have shown his teeth 
belike, 

“ Exhilfited unbridled rage enough, 

“ Had but the priest been found, as was to 
hope, ii» 

“ In serge, not silk, with crucifix, not sword: 

“ Whereas the grey innocuous grub, of yore, 
Had hatched a hornet, tickle to the touch, 


“ The piiest was metamoi^osed into knight. 
“ And even the timid vrife, whose cue was— 
shriek, im 

“ Bury her brow beneath his tramplir^ foot,— 
“ She too sprang at him like a pythoness ; 

“ So, gulp down rage, passion must be post¬ 
poned, 

“Calm be the word ! Well, our word is— 
we brand 

“ This part ci’ the business, howsoever the rest 
“Befell.” 1166 

“ Nay,” interpt^sc as prompt his friends— 
“ This is the world’s way ! So you adjudge 
reward 

“ To the forbearance and legality 
“ Yourselves begin by inculcating—ay, uto 
“ Exacting from us all with knife at throat! 
“This one wrong more you add to wrong’s 
amount,— 

“You publish all, with the kind comment 
here, 

“ * Its victim was t(X> cowardly for revenge.* ” 
Make it your own case,—you who stand apart! 
The hustxind wakes one mom from heavy 
sleep, H 7 « 

With a taste of poppy in his mouth,—rubseyes, 
Finds his wife flown, his strong lx)x ransacked 
i too. 

Follows as he Ijesl can, overtakes i’ the end. 
You bid him use his privilege: well, it seems 
I He’s scarce cool-blooded enough for the right 
I move— lua 

Does not shoot when the game were sure, but 
stands 

B|yrildered at the critical minute,—since 
He has the first flash of the feet alone %m 
To judge from, art with, not the steady lights 
Ofafter-know'ledge,—-yours who stand at case 
To try conclusions: he’s in smother and smoke. 
You outside, with explosion at an end: 

The sulphur may be lightning or a squib— 
He’ll know in a minute, hit till then, he 
doubts. IIM 

Back from what you know to what he knew 
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Are you not staggered ?-“pawse, and you lose 
the move I im 

Noug^^ you Imt a low appeal to law, 

“ Coward ** tied to your tail for compliment! 
Another consideration ; have it your way ! 
Admit the worst; his courage tailed the Count, 
He’s cowardly like the i>est o’ the Imrgesses 
f le’s grown incorporate with,—a very cur, im 
Kick him from out your circle by all means ! 
Why, tnradled down this reputable stair. 

Still, the Church-do<ir lies wide to take him in, 
And the Court-porch also: in he sneaks to 
each,— VM 

** Ves, I has'e lost my honour and my wife, 

“ And, lieing moreover an ignoble hound, 

“ f dare not jcotmrdire my life for them ’ ” 
Religion and Law lean forwanl from their 
chairs, 

** Well done, thou g(Kxl and faithful serv'ant 

Ay, 

Not only applaud him that he scorned the 
world, isio 

But punish should lie dare do otherwise. 

If the case lie clear or turbid, -you must sa) ! 

Thus, anyhow, it mounted to the stage 
In the law-courts,—let’s see clearly from this 
point l-~- 1214 

Where the priest tells his story true or false, 
And the wife her story, and the husliand his, 
All with result as happy :is before. 

The courts would nor condemn nor yet acquit 
This, that or the other, in so distinct a sense 
As end the strife to cither’s alisolute loss: laai 
Pronouneni, in place of something definite, 

“ Ea(di of the parties, whether goat or sheep 
1* the main, has wool to show and hair to 
hide. 

’Each has brought somehow' trouble, is 
somehow cause 

‘ Of paim enough,—even though no worse 
were proved. im 

“Here is a husband, cannot rule his wife 
" Without provokingherto screamand scratch 
“And scour the fields,—causelessly, it may 
be: 

“ Here is that wife,—who makes her sex our 
plague, 

VOL. n. 


** Wedlock, our bugbear,—perhaps with cause 
enough: vm 

“And here is the truant priest o’ the trio, 
worst 

“ Or liest—each quality lieing conceivable. 

“ us imtx>se a httle mulct on each* 

“We punish youth in state of pupilage 
“ Who talk at hours when youth is bound to 
sleep, 123ft 

“ Whether the prattle turn upon Saint Rose 
“ Or Donna Olimpia of the Vatican : 

“’Tis talk, talketl wisely or unwisely talked, 
“ r the dormi(('fr)f where to talk at all, 

“ Transgresses, and is mulct: as here we 
mean, i34o 

“For the wife,—let her l)etake herself, for 
rest, 

“ After her run, to a House of Convertites— 
“ Keep there, as good as real imprisonment; 
“ Ikiing sick and tired, she will recover so. 

“ I or the priest, spritely strayer out of 
Inninds, im 

“ Who made Are/ro hot tolu>ld him,—Rome 
“ Profits by his withdrawal from the scene. 

“ IxJt him lie relegate to Civita, 

“ Circumscrilnxi by its bounds till matters 
mend : 

1 “ There he at least lies out o’ the way of 
lianm ism 

“ From foes—perhaps from the too friendly 
fair. 

“ And finally fur the huslxind, w'hose rash rule 
“ Has but itself to blame for this ado,— 

“ If he be vexed that, in our judgments dealt, 
“ He fails obtain what he accounts his right, 
“ l.et him go comforted with the thought, no 
less, law 

“That, turn each sentence howsoever he 
may, 

“ There’s satisfaction to extract therefrom. 

“ For, does he wish his wife proved innocent ? 
“Well, she’s not guilty, he may safely urge, 
“ Has missed the stripes dishonest wives 
endure— 

“ This being a latherly pat o’ the cheek, no 
more. 

“ Does he wish her guilty ? Were she other¬ 
wise 


F 
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**Wc«ild she be locked up, set to say her 
prayers, 

“Prevented intercourse with the outside 
world, 1986 

“ And that suspected priest in banishment, 

** Whose portion is a further help i’ the case ? 
“ Oh, ay, you all of you want the other thing, 
^*Tfee extreme of law, some verdict neat, 
complete,— 

Either, the whole o’ the dowry in your 

poke 3270 

“With full release from the false wife, to 
boot, 

** Andbeading, hanging for the priest, beside*— 
“Or, contrary, claim freedom for the wife, 

“ Repayment of each penny paid her s{x>use, 
“ Amends for the post, release for the future ! 
Such 3^75 

Is wisdom to the children of this world ; 
we’ve no mind, we children of the 
light, 

“ To miss the advantage of the golden mean, 
** And push things to the steel point.” Thus 
the courts. 

Is it settled so fiw? Settled or disturbed, 
Console yourselves; ’tis like ... an in¬ 
stance, now! im 

You’ve seen the puppets, of Place Navona, 

play,— 

Punch and his mate,—how threats pass, 
blows are dealt. 

And a crisis comes : the crowd or clap or hiss 
Accordingly as disposed for man or wife— j«s 
When down the actors duck awhile perdue,^ 
Bonning what novel rag-and-feather trim 
Best suits the next adventure, new effect: 
And,—by the time the mob is on the move, 
"With something like a judgment pra and 

rwpi,— tm 

There’s a whistle, up again the actors pop 
In t’other tatter with fresh-tinsekd .staves, 

To re-engage in one last worst %ht more 
show, what you thought tragedy was 
ime. 

that the climax and the crown of 
thls^ im 

isi the devil a|:^rs himself, 


Armed and accoutred, horns and hoofs and 
tail! 

Just so, nor otherwise it proved—^you’ll see: 
Move to the murder, never mind the rest! 

Guido, at such a general diick-down, iwo 
I’ the breathing-space,—of wife to convent 
here, 

Priest to his relegation, and himself 
To Arexro,—had resigned his part perforce 
To brother Al)ate, who bustled, did his best, 
Retrieved things somewhat, managed the 
three suits— isoe 

Since, it should seem, there were three suits- 
at-law 

Behoved him look to, still, lest bad grow 
worse: 

First civil suit,—the one the parents brought, 
Impugning the legitimacy of his wife, 
Affinning thence the nullity of her rights ; 
This was Injfore the Rota,—Molin^\s, mi 

That’s judge there, made that notable decree 
Which partly leaned to Guido, as I said,— 
But Pietro had appealed against the same 
To the very court will judge what we judge 
now— mi 

Tommali and his fellows,—Suit the first. 
Next civil suit,—demand on the wife’s part 
Of separation from the huslmnd’s l)ed 
On plea of ciuelty aiul risk to life— 

Glaims restitution of the dowry paid, 18» 

Immunity from piying any more ; 

This second, the Vicegerent has to judge. 
Third and last suit,—this time, a criminal 
one,— 

Answer to, and protection from, Itoth tliese,— 
Guido’s complaint of guilt against his wife 
In the Tribunal of the (»ovemor, im 

Venturini, also judge of the present cause. 
Three suits of all importance plaguing him, 
Beside a little private enterprise 
Of Guido’s, —essay at a shorter cut. 

For Paolo, knowing the right way at Roinet 
Had, even while superintending these three 
suits 

V the regular way, each at its proper court, 
Ingeniously made interest with the Pope 
To set such tedious regular forms aside, im 
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And, acting the supreme and ultimate judge. 
Declare for the hu&lmnd and against the wife. 
Well, at such crisis and extreme of straits,— 
The man at bay, l>udeted in this wise,— 
Happened the strangest accident of all. 1340 
“ Then,” sigh friends, “ the last feather broke 
his back, 

“ Made him forget all possible remedies 
“ Save one—he rushecl to, as the sole relief 
“ From horror and the alximmable thing.” 
‘‘Or rather,” laugh foes, “then did there 
liefall 1S46 

“The luckiest of conceivable events, 

“ Most pregnant with impunity for him, 
“Which henceforth turned the flank of all 
attack, 

“ And bade him do his wickedest and worst.” 
—The wife’s withdrawal from the Convertites, 
Visit to the villa where her parents liveil, mi 
And birth there of his liabe. Divergence 
here t 

I simply lake the facts, ask what they show. 

First comes this thunderclap of a surprise*: 
Then follow all the signs and silences lass 
Premonitory of earthquake. Paolo first 
\'anished, was swept off somew'here, lost to 
Rome: 

{Wells dry up, while the sky is sunnyand blue ) 
Then Guido girds himself for enterprise, 

Hies to Vittuino, counsels with his steward. 
Comes to ter ns with four jjeasants young and 
bold, 1361 

And starts for Rome the I foly, reaches her 
At ver>f holiest, for ’tis Christmas Eve, 

And makes straight for the Almte's dried-up 
font, 

The lodge where Paolo ceased to work the 
pipes. 1.166 

And then, rest taken, observation made 
And plan complete<l, all in a grim week, 

The five proceed in a body, reach the place, 
““-Pietro’s, at the Paollna, silent, lone, 

And stupefied by the propitious snow. wo 
’Tis one i* the evening: knock: a voice 
“Who’s there?’* 

* Friends with a letter from the priest your 
friend/’ 


At the door, straight smiles old Violante’sself. 
She falls,—her son-in-law stalls through and 
through, 

Reaches through her at Pietro—“With your 

son J37B 

“ This is the way to settle suits, good sire ! ” 
Ife liellows “ Mercy for heaven, not for earth ! 

“ Leave to confess and save my sinful soul, 

“ Then do your pleasure on the liody of me t ” 
— “ Nay, father, sfjul wnlh body must take its 
chance 1 ” i 3 »o 

He presently got his portion and lay still. 

And last, Pimipilia rushes here and there 
Like a dose among the lightnings in her 
brake, 

11 alls also : Guido’s, this last husliand’s-act. 
He lifts her by the long dishevelled liair, 
Holds her away at arm’s length with one 
hand, ym 

While the other tries if life come from the 
nuaith— 

lAXjks out his whole heart’s hate on th« shut 
eyes, 

Draws a deep satisfied breath, “ So—dead at 
Ust !” 

Throws dow'ii the burden on dead Pietro’s 
kne€*s, 1390 

And ends all with “ us away, my l;) 0 )'s !” 

And, as they left by one door, in at the other 
1 umbled the neighlKiurs—for the shneks had 
pierced 

To llie mill and the grange, this cottage and 
that shed. 

Soon followed the Public Force; pursuit 
l>egan im 

Though Guido ha<i the start and chose the 
road : 

So, that same night was he, with the other 
four, 

Overtaken near Baccano,—where they sank 
By the way-side, in some shelter meant for 
t>east5, 

And now lay heaped together, nuzzling 
swine, i4e6 

Each wrapped in bloody cloak, each grasping 
still 

Hit unwiped weapon, sleeping all the tame 
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Ttm o* tlie just,—a jaufiiey of twenty 
miles 

Bronglit just and unjust to a level, you see. 
The only one i* the world that suffered aught 
3By the whole night’s toil and trouble, flight 
and chase, im 

Was just the officer who took them, Head 
O’ tfei Public Force,—Patriaj, zealous soul, 
Who, having but duty to sustain weak flesh. 
Got heated, caught a fever and so died: im 
A warning to the over-vigilant, 

—Virtue in a chafe should change her linen 
quick, 

I>st pleurisy get start of providence. 

(That’s for the Cardinal, and told, I think !) 

Well, they bring hack the company to Rome. 
Says Guido, **By your leave, I fliin would 
ask 1416 

**How you found out ’twas I who did the 
deed? 

“What put you on my trace, a foreigner, 

“ Suppo^ in Arezzo,—and assuredly safe 
“Except for an oversight: who told you, 
pray ? ” 1430 

“ Why, naturally your wife ! ” Down (iuido 
drops 

O’ the ^rse he rode,—they have to steady 
and stay, 

At either side the brute that bore him, bound. 
So strange it seemed his wife should live and 
speak! 

She had prayed—at least so people tell you 
now— l4Sr> 

For but one thing to the Virgin t>r herself, 
Not simply,““las did Pietro ’mid the stabs,— 
Time to oooibm and get her own soul saved— 
But time €0 ftiake the truth apparent, truth 
Wm sake, lest men should believe a 

he: 1486 

Which seems to have been about the single 
pmyer 

ever put up, that was granted her. 

KWl this hope in her head, of telling truth,— 
toiikiized with pain, be«de,— 
tune the stabbing to a certam pitch m$ 
a useless cry, was flung Ibr dead 
so ipawittlfwr point. 


Her friends subjoin this—^have I done with 
them?— 

And cite the miracle of continued life 
(She was not dead when I arrived just now) 
As attestation to her probity. im 

Does It strike your B'xcellency ? Why, your 
Highness, 

The self-command and even the final prayer, 
Our candour must acknowledge explicable 
As easily by the consciousness of guilt. 14*& 
So, w'hen they add that her confession runs 
She was of wifehiKxi one white innocence 
In thought, word, act, from first of her short 
life 

To last of it; praying, i’ the face of death, 
That God forgive her other .sins—not this* 
She is chargetl with and must die for, tliat 
she failed i4si 

Anyway to her husliand : while thereon 
Comments the old Religious—** So much good, 
“ Patience l>eneath enormity of ill, 

“ I hear to my confusion, woe is me, 1406 
“Sinner that I stand, slmined in the walk 
and gait 

“I have j>racttsed and grown old in, by a 
child ! ”— 

Guido’s friends shrug the shoulder, “Just 
this same 

“ Prodigious absolute calm in the last hour 
** Confirms us,—Ixung the natural result im 
“ Of a life which firoves consistent to the dose. 
“ Having braved heaven and deceived earth 
throughout, 

“She braves still and deceives still, gains 
thereby 

“ Two ends, she prizes beyond earth or heaven: 
* * First sets her lover free, imperilled sore ums 
“ By the new turn things take i he answers yet 
“For the port he played: they have sum- 
moned him indeed: 

“The past ripped up, he may be punished 
still : 

“ What better way of mving him than this? 
“ Then,—thus she dies revenged to the utter¬ 
most im 

“ On Guido, diufs him with her in the dark, 
“The lower still the better, do you doubt? 
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<‘Th«ft, tw ways, docs she love her love to 
the end, 

‘‘ And hate her hate,—death, hell is no such 
price i«r4 

<* To pay for these,—lovers and haters hold.” 
But there’s another j^arry for the thrust. 
“Confession,” cry folks—confession, 
think I 

“ Confession of the moribund is true I ” 

Which of them, my wise friends? This 
public one, im 

Or the private other we shall never know ? 
The private may contain,—^your casuists 
leach,— 

Theacknowledgmentof,and the penitence for, 
That other public one, so people say. 
Howeverit be,—we trench on delicate ground, 
Her Eminence is peeping o'er the cards,— 
Can one find nothing in behalf of this iiss 
Catastrophe? Deaf folks accuse the dumb ! 
Vou criticixe the drunken reel, ftKd’s speech, 
Maniacal gesture of the man,—we grant I 
But who poured poison in his cup, we ask ? i-wo 
Recall the list of his excessive wrongs, 

First cheated in his wife, robl.)ed by her kin. 
Rendered anon the laughing-sl(H:k o' the world 
By the story, true or false, of his wife's birth,-— 
The last seal publicly apjx^sed to shame i 48 s 
By the open flight of wife and priest,—why, 
Sirs, 

Step out of Rome a furlong, would you know 
What anotherguess tribunal than ours here, 
Mere worldly Court without the help of grace, 
Thinks of just that one incident o' the 
flight ? \m 

Guido preferred the same complaint l)efore 
Tlic court at Arerxo, Imr of the (iranduke,^— 
In virtue of k being Tuscany 
Where the offence had rise and flight began, — 
Self-same complaint he made in the sequel 
here 1805 

VVhere the offence grew to the full, the flight 
Ended: oflenceand flight, one fact judged twice 
By two distinct tribunals,—what result ? 
There was a sentence passed at the same time 
By Arereo and ccmflitned by the Granduke, 
Wliich notliing baulks of swift and sure 
eff^t itti 


But absence of the guilty, (flight to Rome 
Frees them from Tuscan juris^ction now) 
—Condemns the wife to the opprobrious doom 
Of all whom law just lets escape from 
death. uus 

The Stinche, House of Punishment, for life,— 
'Phat’s what the wife deserves in Tuscany : 
Here, she deserves—remitting with a smile 
To her father's house, main object of the 
flight! isw 

The thief presented with the thing he steals I 

At this discrepancy of judgments—mad, 

The man took on himself the office, judged ; 
And the only argument against the use 
O’ the law he thus took into his own hands 
Is . . . what, I ask you?—that, revenging 
w'rong, 

He tlid not revenge sooner, kill at first 
Whom he killed last! Thai is the final charge, 
i Sooner? What's soon or late i' the case?— 
ask wc- 

A wound i’ the flesh no doubt wants prompt 
redress; 

It smarts a little to-day, well in a week, isso 
Forgotten in a month ; or never, or now, 
revenge ! 

But a wound to the soul ? That rankles worse 
and w'orse. 

Shall I comfort you, explaining—**Not this 
once 

“ But now it may l>e some five hundred times 
“ I allied you rnffian, pandar, liar and 
rogue: isss 

“ The injury must he lests by lapse of time? ” 
The wrong is a wrong, one and immortal 
too. 

And that you bore it those five hundred 
limes, 

Let it rankle unrevenged five hundred years, 
Is just five hundred wrongs the more and 
worse! im 

Men, plagued this fashion, get to explode 
this way, 

If left no other* 

“ But we left this man 
** Many another way, and tliere’s his 
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arm me 

“O* the law to fight his battle with. No 
doubt 

** We did not open him an armoury 
“To pick and choose from, use, and then 
reject 

“ He tries one weapon and fiiils,—^he tries 
the next 

** And next; he flourishes wit and common 
sense, inw 

They fail him,—he plies Ic^c doughtily, 

“ It fiadls him too,—thereon, discovers last 
“ He has been blind to the combustibles— 
That all the while he is a^glow with ire, 

** Bdding with irrepressible rage, and so im 
“ May try explosives and discard cold steel,— 
“ So hires assassins, plots, plans, executes ! 

“ Is this the honest self-forgetting rage 
“We are called to pardon? Does the 
furious Imll 

** Pick out four help-mates from the grazing 
herd isso 

“ And journey with them over hill and dale 
“ Till he find his enemy ? ” 

What rejoinder? save 
That friends accept our bull-similitude. 
Bull-like,—the indiscriminate sla\%hter, rude 
And reckless aggravation of revenge, isne 

Were all i* the way o’ the brute who never 
once 

Ceases, amid all provocation more, 

To l)ear in mind the first lormentor, first 
Giver o* the wound that goaded him to 
fight; 

And, though a dozen follow and reinforce 
The aggressor, woimd in front and wound in 
flank, 

Contmues undisturbedly pursuit, 

And only aier prostrating his priice iwi 

Turns on the pettier, makes a general prey. 
So Gnido nudied i^ainst Vioknte, first 
Anlhor of all his wrongs, eimigo 
M&krmm —drops first, deluge since,—-which 
dosne, 

with the mt Do you blame a 
Ovinia? iw» 


In truth you look as puzzled as ere I preached t 
How is that ? There are difiiculties perhaps 
On any supposition, and either side. 

Each party wants too much, claims sympathy 
For its object of compassion, more than just. 
Cry the wife’s friends, the enormous 
crime 1W9 

“ Caused by no provocation in the world \ *’ 
“ Was not the wifea little weak ? ”—inquire— 
“ Pimishe<l extravagantly, if you please, 

“ But meriting a little punishment ? 

“ One treated inconsiderately, say, iMo 

“ Rather than one deserving not at all 
“Treatment and discipline o’ the harsher 
sort ? ” 

No, they must have her purity itself, 

(^uite angel,—and her parents angels too 
Of an aged sort, immaculate, word and 
deed; ia» 

.4t all events, so seeming, till the fiend, 

Even Ciuido, by his folly, forced from them 
The untoward avowal of the trick o’ the birth, 
WTiirh otherwise were safe and secret now. 
Why, here you Irnvc the awfulest of crimes 
For nothing I Hell broke loose on a 
butterfly! laoi 

A dragon bom of rose-dew and the moon ! 
Yet here is the monster ! Why he*s a mere 


Bom, bred and lirought up in the usual way. 
His mother loves him, still his brothers 
stick lios 

To the good fellow of the boyish games ; 
The Governor of his town knows and approves, 
fjPic Archbishop of the place knows and 
assists: 

Here he has Cardinal This to vouch for the 
past. 

Cardinal That to trust for the future,— 
match uns 

And marriage were a Cardinal’s making,— 
in short, 

What if a tragedy be acted here 
Impossible for malice to improve, 

And innocent Guido with his innocent lour 
Be added, all five, to the guilty three, isis 
That we of these last days be ^ified 
With one lull taste o’ the justice of the world ? 




COUNT GUIDO FEANCESCHINI 


The loiig and the short is, truth seems what 
I show;— 

Undoubtedly no pains ought to be spared 
To give the mob an inkling of our lights, wao 
It seems unduly harsh to put the man 
To the torture, as I hear the court intends, 
Though readiest way of twisting out the 
truth; 

He is noble, and he may iKi innocent. 

On the other hand, if they exempt the man 
(As it is also said tliey hesitate im 

On the fair ground, presumptive guilt is weak 
r the case ofuobihty and privilege),— 

What crime that ever was, ever will lx*, 
Deserves the torture ? Then alx)lish it! woo 
You see the reduction aJ c^mrdurn^ Sirs ? 

Her Excellency must pronounce, in fine ! 
What, she prefers going and joining play ? 
Her Highness finds it late, intends retire? 

1 am of their mind: only, all this talk 
talked, 

Twas not fv>r nothing that taikc<l, I hojx*? 
Both know as much aUiut it, now, at least, 
As all Rome ; no jmrlicular thanks, I tH-g ♦ 
(You’ll see, I have not so advanced rnyseb, 
After my teaching the two idiots here !) iwo 


V.-COUNT GUIDO FRANCESCUINI. 

TifANKS, Sir, but, should it please the re¬ 
verend Court, 

I feel I can stand somehow, half sit down 

Without help, make shift to even speak, you 
see, 

Fortified by the sip of . • * why, ’tis wine, 

Venetri,-»*and not vinegar and gall, a 

Sochanged and goixl the times grow'! Thanks, 
kind Sir! 

Oh, but one sip’s enough ! I waht my head 

To save my neck, there’s work awaits me sdll. 

How cautious and considerate . . . aie, aie, 
aie, 

Nor your fault, sweet Sir I Come, you take 
to heart lo 

An ordinary matter. Law is law. 


Noblemen were exempt, the vulgar thought, 
From racking; but, since law thinks other¬ 
wise, 

I have been put to the rack : all’s over now, 
And neither wrist—what men style, out of 
joint: 18 

If any harm lie, ’tis the shoulder-blade, 

The left one, that seems wrong i’ the socket, 
—Sirs, 

Much could lUit happen, I was quick to feint, 
Being past my prime of life, and out of health. 
In short, I thank you,—yes, and mean the 
w ord. ao 

Needs must the Court l>e slow to understand 
How this quite novel form of taking pain, 
This getting tortured merely in the flesh, 
Amtiunts to almost an agreeable change 
In my case, me fastidious, plied too much » 
With oppisite treatment, used (forgive the 
joke) 

To the rasp-tooth toying with this brain of mine. 
And, in and out my heart, the play o" the prol>e. 
I’our >ears haw I been operated on 
r the soul, do you see —its tense or tremulous 
jmrt— 80 

My self rcs{X*ct, my care for a gootl name, 
IVide in an old one, love of kindred—^just 
A mother, brother'., sisters, and the like, 
That kK>ked up to my face when days were 
dim, 

And fancied they found light there—no one 

SJXX, 98 

Foppishly sensitive, but has paid its pang. 
That, and not this you now oblige me with, 
That was the Vigil-torment, if you please ! 
The ixx>r old noble House that drew the rags 
O’ the Franceschini’s once superb array w 
Close round her, hoped to slink unchallenged 
by,— 

Pluck off these I Turn the drapery inside out 
And teach the tittering town bow scarlet 
wears! 

Show men the lucklessness, the improvidence 
Of the easy-natured Count before this Count, 
The father I have some slight feeling for, 48 
Who let the world slide, nor foresaw that 
friends 

Then proud tocap and kiss their patron’s shoe, 
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W0ii)4 tilt pwm he left lidd ^er- 
wel% 

Tjroperly push his child to wall one day 3 w 
Hmic the tetchy hmnour* furtive glance, 
And brow wherehalf was furious, half fetigued, 
O* the same son got to he of middle age, 
Sour, saturnine,—^yourhumbleservanthere,— 
When things go cross and the young wife, 
he ftn<^ ta 

Take to the window at a whistle’s bid, 

And yet demurs thereon, preposterous fool 1— 
Whereat the worthies ju^e he wants advice 
And beg to civilly ask what’s exdl here. 
Perhaps remonstrate on the habit they deem 
He’s given unduly to, of beating her: «i 

, . * Oh, sure he beats her—why says John 
so else. 

Who is cousin to George who is sib to Tecla’s 
self 

Who cooks the meal and combs the lady’s 
hair? 

What! Tis my wrist you merely dislocate 
For the future when you mean me mart) rdoin^ 
-^Let the old mother’s economy alone. 

How the brocade-stnps saved o’ the seamy side 
O’ the wedding-gown buy raiment for a year ? 
—^How she can dress and dish up — lordly 
dish T9 

Fit hi a duke, lamb’s head and purtenance— 
With her proud hands, feast household so a 
week? 

He wcud o’ the wine rejoicing God and man 
The less when three-parts water? Then, I say, 
A trifle of torture to the flesh, like yours, th 
While soul is spared such foretaste of hell-fire, 
Is naught jBut I curtail the catalogue 
Through policy,—a rhetoncian’s trick,— 
Because I would reserve some choicer points 
O’ the practice, more exactly parallel so 
(Having an eye to chmax) with what gift, 
Evimtual grace the Court may have in store 
I* the way of plague—what crown of punish 
tnents. 

When I am hanged or headed, rime enough 
To parove the tenderness of only that, i» 
Metre heading, hanging, their counter* 
pm* 

{fctdtattniOlMiikai public and preejbe 


lliai I, having manned the mongrd of a dm 
Am bound to grant that mongrd-brat, my 
wile, IS 

Her mother’s birthright-license as is just,—* 
Let her sleep undisturbed, i’ the ftunlly style. 
Her sleep out in the embraces of a priest, 
Nor disallow their bastard as my heir 1 
Your sole mistake,—dare I submit so much 
To the reverend Court ?—^has been in all this 
pains m 

To make a stone roll down hill,—^rack and 
wrench 

And rend a man to pieces, all for what ? 

Why—make him ope mouth in his own 
defence, 

Show cause for what he has done, the 
irregular deed, 

(Since that he did it, scarce dispute can be) m 
And clear his fiime a little, l>eside the luck 
Of stopping even yet, if possible. 

Discomfort to his flesh from noose or axe— 
For that, out come the implements of law ! 
Ma> n content my lords the gracious Court m 
To listen onl> lialf so patient-long 
As I will in that sense profusely speak, 

And—fie, they shall not call m screws to 
help! 

I killetl Fompilia Franccschini, Sirs ; 

Killed loo the Comparim, husband, wife, iw 
Who called themselves, by a notonous he. 
Her father and her mother to rum me. 
There’s the irregular deed: you want no 
more 

Than right interpretation of the same, 

And truth so fer—am I to understand ? ii» 
"Ifc that then, withconvemcntsiseed,—liecause 
Now I consider,—^yes, despite my boast, 
There is an ailing in this omoplal t 
May clip my sj>eech all too abruptly short, 
Whatever the good-will m me. Now for 
truth 2 i» 

r the name of the indivisible Trinity I 
Will my lords, in the plenitude of their light, 
Weigh well that all this trouble has eome 
on me 

t Om^ht: shoulder-blade. 
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Thfotigli my persiMent treiuiing in the paths 
Where I w»« trained to go,—wearing that 
yoke 12 S 

My bowlder was predestined to receive, 

Bom to the hereditary stoop and crease ? 
Noble, I recogniaed my nobler still, 

The Church, my suaeram; no mock-mistress, 
she; 

The secular owned the spiritual. mates of 
mine wo 

Have thrown their careless hoofs up at her call 
“Forsake the clover and come drag my 
wain ’ ” 

There they go cropping * I protruded nose 
To halter, bent my back of dcxiile lieast, 

And nr w am whealed, one wide wound all 
of me, is» 

for l)emg found at the eleventh hour o’ the 
day 

P'ldding the mill track, not ntrk deepingrass 
—My one fciult, I am slifTencd by my work, i 
—'My om rcwar<i, I help the Court to smik ’ 

f am representative of a great line, i«j | 

Ont of the first of the old faniiltts | 

In Arezro, ancientcst of Tuscan towns I 
When my Horsl foe is lam to challenge this, | 
His worst exception runs—not first in rank 
But second, noble in the next degree m 
Only, not malice’ self maligns me more 
So, my lord opposite has composed, we know, 
A marvel of a book, sustains the point 
That I rancis IxMists the primacy ’mid saints , 
Vet not inaptly hath his argument iw 

Oblarntd response from )on my other lor<l 
In thesis published with the world’s applause 
—Kather ^tis Dommic such jxist licfils * 

Why, at the worst, Francis stays I* rant is still, 
Second m rank to Dommic it may l>e, m 
StiU, very saintly, very like our Ixird ; 

And I at least descend from Guido once 
Homager to the Empire, nought lielow— 

Of which account as proof that, none o* the 
line 

Having a single |^fl beyond bmve blood, m 
Or able to do aught but give, give, give 
In blood and bnun« in house and land and 
cash, 


Not get and gamer as the vulgar may. 

We became poor as Francis or our Lord, 

Be that as it likes you, Sirs,“*whenever it 
chanced i«b 

Myself grew caimble anyway of remark, 
(Which was soon—penury makes wit pre 
mature) 

This struck me, I was poor who should be 
nch 

Or pay that fault to the world which tnfles 
not m 

When lineage lacks the flag yet lifts the pole: 
On, therefore, I must mo\c forthwith, transfer 
My stranded self, bom fish with gill and hn 
I» it for the deep sea, now left flap bare backed 
In slush and sand, a show to crawlers vile 
Reared of the low tide and aright therein, m 
1 hi en\ labk youth with the old name, 

Wide chest, stout arms, sound brow and 
pritkmg veins, 

I A hcartftil of desire, man’s natunl load, 

A brainftd of t)ehef, the nohlt’s lot,— 

Vll this life, cramped and gasping, high ami 
dry ISO 

I ilu wnc’s retreat,—the misery, good my 
lords 

Which mark ) merriment at Rome of late,— 
It made me rtnson, rather— muse, demand 
—Why our liare dropping palace, m the street 
Where such in one whose grandfather sold 
tnjx" isa 

Was adding to his purchased pile a fourth 
Tall tower, could hardly show a turret sound ? 
Why Countess Beatrice, whose son I am, 
CoHcrcd in die winter time as she spun flax, 
Blew on the earthen liaskct of live ash, 199 
Instead of jaunting forth m amch and six 
Like such another widow who ne’er w*as wed? 
I asked my fellows, how came this about ? 

“ WHiy, Tack, the suttler’s child, |>erhaps the 
camp’s, 

“ Went to the wars, fought sturdily, took a 
town 19» 

“ And got rewarded as natural. 

“ She of the ccxich and six—excuse me there ’ 
“Why, don’t you know the story of her 
friend? 

“ A clown dmssed vines on somebody’sestalei 
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^^His boy recoiled irom mock, liked Latin 
moce, 9001 

‘‘Stock to his pen and got to be a priest, 
“TEi one day . . . don’t you mind that 
telling tract 

“Against Molinos, the old Cardinal wrote? 

“ He penned and dropped it in the patron’s 
desk 

“ Who, deep in thought and absent much of 
mind, m 

“ licensed the thing, allowed it for his own; 
“Quick came promotion, — suum cuigm^ 
Count 1 

“ Oh, he can pay for coach and six, be sure! ” 
“ —Well, let me go, do likewise: war’s the 
word— 

“That way the Franceschini worked at first, 
“I’ll take my turn, try soldiership. ”— * ‘ What, 
you ? 211 

“The eldest son and heir and prop o’ the 
house, 

“ So do you see your duty ? Here’s your post, 
“ Hard by the hearth and altar. (Roam from 
roof, 

“ This youngster, play the gipsy out of doors, 
“And who keeps kith and km that fall on 

us ?) 916 

“ Stand fest, stick tight, conserve your gods 
at home! ” 

“ ^—Well then, the quiet course, the contrary 
trade! 

“ We had a cousin amongst us once was Pope, 
“And minor glories manifold. Try the 
Church, 230 

“The tonsure, and,—since heresy’s but half- 
slain 

“ Even by the Cardinal’s tract he thought be 
wrote,— 

“Have at Molinos!”—“Have at a fool’s 

head! 

“You a priest? How were marriage pos- 
' idhlc? 

“There must be Franceschini till time ends-— 

“ That’s your vocation. Make your brothers 

“ ftil shall be porporate,^ and Girciamo step 
I wearing purple, the colour of 


“ Red-stockinged in the presence when you 
choose, 

“ But save one Franceschini for the age 1 
“ Be not the vine but dig and dung its root, 
“Be not a priest but gird up priesthood’s 
loins, 931 

“ With one foot in Arezro stride to Rome, 

“ Spend yourself there and bring the purchase 
back! 

“ Go hence to Rome, 1x2 guided 1 ” 

So I was 

I turned alike from the hill-side zig-zag thread 
Of way to the table-land a soldier takes, wt 
Alike from tlie low-lying pasture-place 
Where churchmen graze, recline and ruminate, 
—Ventured to mount no platform like my 
lords 240 

Wlio judge the world, bear brain I dare not 
brag— 

But stationed me, might thus the expression 
serve, 

As who should fetch and carry, come and go, 
Meddle and make T the cause my lords los^e 
most— 

The public weal, which hangs to die law, 
which holds 

By the Church, which happens to be through 
God himself. 

Humbly I helped the Church till here I 
stand,— 

Or would stand but for the omoplat, you see! 
Bidden qualify for Rome, I, liaring a field, 
Went, sold it, laid the sum at Peter’s foot: 
''^hich means—I settled home-accounts with 
speed, ssi 

Set apart just a modicum should suffice 
To hold the villa’s head above the waves 
Of weed inundating its oil and wine, 

And prop roof, stanchion wall o’ the palace 
so m 

As to keep breath i’ the body, out of heart 
Amid the advance of neighbouring loftiness— 
(People like building where they used to 
beg)— 

Till succoured one day,—shared the residue 
Between my mother and brothers and sisters 
there, m 
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Black*eyed babe Donna This and Donna 
That, 

As near to starving as might decently be, 

—Left myself journey-charges, change of suit, 
A purse to put i* the pocket of the Gr<x)m 
O* the Clmmber of the patron, and a glove 205 
With a ring to it for the digits of the niece 
Sure to he helpful in his household,—then 
Started for Rome, and led the life prescribed. 
Close to the Church, though clean of it, 1 
assumed 

Three or four orders of no consequence, 270 
—They cast out evil spirits and exorase, 

For example ; bind a man to nothing more, 
Give clerical savour to his layman’s-salt. 
Facilitate his claim to loaf and fish 
Should miracle leave, l)cyond what feeds the 

fl(.)Ck, 275 

Fragments to brim the basket of a friend— 
While, for the world’s sake, I rode, danced 
and gamed, 

(Quitted me like a courtier, measure<i mine 
With whatsc^ver blade had fame in fence, 
-Ready to let the liasket go its round tiw 
Even though my turn was come to help myself, 
Should Dives count on me at dinner-time 
As just the understander of a joke 
And not immoderate in repartee. 

Utriqm sic paratus} Sirs, I said, 285 

“ Here,” (in the fortitude of years fifteen, 

So go(xi a pedagogue is penury) 

* * Here wait, do service,—serving and to serve I 
** And, in due time, I nowise doubt at all, 

“ The recognition of my service conics. ajw 
** Next year I’m only sixteen. I can wait.” 

I waited thirty years, may it please the Court: 
Saw meanwhile many a denizen o’ the dung 
Hop, skip, jump o’er my shoulder, make him 
wings „ 2 w 

And fly aloft,—succeed, in the usual phrase. 
Everyone soon or late comes round by Rome: 
Stand still here, you’ll see all in turn succeed. 
Why, look you, so and so, the physician here, 
My father’s lacquey’s son we sent to school, 
Doctored and dos^ this Eminence and that, 

^ UtHqm sic para/us: “thus prepared for 
cither (Church or world)/’ 


Salved the last Pope his certain obstinate 
sore, m 

Soon bought land as became him, names it 
now; 

I grasp bell at his griffin-guarded gate, 
Traverse the half-mile avenue,—a term,* 

A cypres.s, and a statue, three and three,— m 
Deliver message from my Monsignor, 

I With varletry at lounge i’ the vestibule 
I’m barred from who bear mud upon my shoe. 
My father’s chaplain’s nephew. Chamber- 
lain,— 

Nothing less, please you !—courteous all the 
same, sio 

—He does not see me though I wait an hour 
I At hLs stairaise - landing ’twixt the brace of 
I busts, 

' A noseless Sylla, Marius maimed to match, 
My father gave him foi a hexastich ® 

Made on my birthday,—but he sends me 
down, 315 

To make amends, that relic I prize most— 
I’hc unburnt end o’ the very candle, Sirs, 
Purfled w ith paint so prettily round and round, 
He aimed in such state last Peier's-day,—- 
In token I, his gentleman and squire, m 
Had held the bridle, walked his managed 
mule 

Without a tittup the procession through. 

Nay, the official, — one you know, sweet 
lords!— 

Who drew the warrant for my transfer late 
To the New Prisons from Tordinona,—be 
Graciously had remembrance — “ Francese 
. . . ha? 39$ 

His sire, now—how a thing shall come 
alxHit !— 

“ Paid me a dozen florins above the fee, 

** For drawing deftly up a deed of sale 
** When troubles fell so thick on him, good 
heart, *8o 

“And I was prompt and pushing ! By all 
means! 

“ At the New Prisons be it his son shall lie,— 

» Temt: a fig^ure of Terminus, the god of 
boundaries, consisting of only a bust, ending in 
a rectangular pedestal 
* Hexastich : stanza of six linea 


ft 
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fo ttn old ^exid I ” a»d thereat 
S^goed mmt with triple flourish underneath. 
These were my fellows, such their fbrtimes 
now, 8s» 

While I—^kept fests and feasts innumerable, 
Matins and vespers, functions to no end 
1^ the train of Monsignor and Eminence, 

As gentleman-squire, and for my rears reward 
Have rarely missed a place at the table-foot 
Except when some Ambassador, or such like, 
Brou^t his own people. Brief, one day I felt 
The tick of time inside me, turning-point 
And slight sense there was now enough of 
this: 

That I was near my seventh climacteric, m 
Hard upcm, if not over, the middle life, 

And, although fed by the east-wind, fiilsome- 
flne 

With foretaste of the Land of Promise, still 
My gorgegave symptom it might play me false; 
Better not press it further,—lie content m 

With liidng and dying only a nobleman. 

Who merely had a father great and rich, 
Who simply had one greater and richer yet, 
And so on back and hack till first and best 
Began P the night; I finish in the day. m 
** The mother must be getting old,” I said ; 

The ststeis are well wedded away, our name 
“ Can manage to pass a sister off, at need, 
“And do for dowry; both my brothers 
thrive— 859 

“ Begular priests they are, nor, bat-like, ^bide 
** ^Tirixt flesh and fowl with neither privilege 
“ My spare revenue must keep me and mine. 
** I am tired : Arezzo’s air is good to breathe ; 
♦^Vittiano, — one limes flocks of thrushes 
there; m 

** A leathern coat costs little and lasts long: 
♦^Let me bid hope good-bye, content at 
home I 

Thus, one day, I disbosomed me and iKiwed. 
Whereat began the little Inizz and thrill 
0^ the gaaet* round me; each foce brightened 

Aa l^heil # your Casino, deep in dawn, m 
at last, “ I play no more, 
acquiesce in loss, withdraw 
**M0k^t** mii the watebem of Mi ways, 


A trifle struck compunctious at the word, 

Yet sensible of relief, breathe free twice more, 
Break up the ring, venture polite advice— 
“How, Sir? ^ scant of heart and hope 
indeed ? 877 

“Retire with neither cross nor pile from 
play ?— 

“So incurious, so short-casting?—give your 
chance 

“To a younger, stronger, bolder spirit lie- 
like, m 

“Just when luck turns and the fine throw 
sweeps all ? ” 

Such was the chorus; and its goodwill 
meant— 

“ See that the loser leave d(x>r handsomely ! 
“There’s an ill look,—it’s sinister, spoils 
sport, 

“ When an old bruised and battered year-by- 
year 88$ 

“Fighter \%ith fortune, not a penny in |X>kc, 
“ Reels down the stc[>s of our establishment 
“And staggers on broad daylight and the 
world, 

“In shagrag l>eard and doleful doublet, drops 
“And breaks his heart on the outside; 

people prate m 

“ * Such IS the profit of a trip upstairs ! * 

“ Contrive he sidle forth, baulked of the Wow 
“ Best dealt by way of moral, bidding down 
“No curse hut blessings rather on our heads 
“ For some poor prize he licars at tattered 
breast, m 

“ Some palpable sort of kind of good to set 
“tPver and against the grievance; give him 
quick \ ” 

Whereon protested Paul, “Go hang your¬ 
selves I 

“I^ve him to me. Count Guido and 
brother of mine, 

“ A word in your ear ! Take courage, since 
faint heart 400 

“ Ne’er won . . . aha, foir lady, donH men 
say? 

“ There’s a there’s a right Virgilkn dip I 
“ Ho you see the happiness o’ the hint ? At 
worst, 

“ If the Church want no more ofyoUi the Court 
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** No HJore, and the Camp as little, the in¬ 
grates,—come, 406 

Count you are counted: still youVe coat to 
back, 

Not cloth of gold and tissue, as we hoped, 

“ But cloth with sparks and spangles on its 
firiese 

‘‘From Camp, Court, Church, enough to 
make a shine, 

“ Entitle you to carry home a wife 410 

“ With the proj>er dowry, let the worst teide! 
‘‘ Why, it was just a wife you meant to take!” 

Now, Faurs advice was weighty: priests 
should know: 

And Paul apprised me, ere the week was out, 
That Pietro and Violantc, the easy |)nir, 415 
The cits enough, with stomach to l)e ntore, 
Had just the daughter and exact the sum 
To truck for the quality of myself; “ She’s 
young, 

“ IVetty and rich: you’re noble, classic, 

choice. 4i» 

“ Is it to l:»e a match ? ” “A match,” said I. 
Done ! He proposed all, I accepted all. 

And we |)crformed all. So I said and did 
Simply. As simply followed, not at first I 
But with the outbreak of misfortune, still 
One comment on the saying and doing— 
“What? 425 

“ No blush at the avowal you dared buy | 
“ A girl of age btfseems your granddaughter, 

‘ ‘ Like ox or ass ? Are flesh and bUxxl a ware ? 
“ Are heart and sf.ml a chattel ? ” 499 

Softly, Sirs! 

Will the Court of its charity teach {K>or me 
Anxious to learn, of any way i’ the world, 
Allowed by custom and convenience, save 
This same which, taught from my youth up, 

I trod? 

Take me along with you; where was the 
wrong step ? 4*5 

If what I gave in barter, style and state 
And all that hangs to Franceschinihood, 

Were worthless,--why, society goes toground, 
Its rules are idiot’s-lambling. Honour of 
birth,— 

If that thiiig has no valuci cannot buy 440 


Something with value of another sort, 

VouVe no reward nor punishment to give 
r the giving or the taking honour; straight 
Your social Bibric, pinnacle to base, m 
Comes down a-clatter like a house of cards. 
Oet honour, and keep honour free from flaw. 
Aim at still higher honour,—gabble o’ the 
goose! 

Go bid a second blockhead like myself 
Spend fifty years in guarding bubbles of breath, 
Soapsuds with air i’ the lielly, gilded brave, m 
(iuarded and guided, all to break at touch 
O’ the first young girl’s hand and first old 
f<K»rs purse ! 

All my privation and endurance, all 
l^ive, loyalty and labour dared and did, m 
Fiddle-de-dee !—why, doer and darer lx>th,— 
(.'ount Ckiidu Franceschini had hit the mark 
Far I tetter, sfient his life w'ith more effect, 

As a dancer or a prirer, trades that pay I 
On the other hand, hid this huffoonery cease, 
Admit that honour is a privilege, 4<»» 

The question follows, privilege worth what? 
Why, worth the market-price,—now up, now 
down, 

Just w) with this as with all other ware: 
Therefore essay the market, sell your name. 
Style and condition to who hiiys them best! 
“Does my name purchase,” had I dared 
inquire, m 

“Your niece, my lord?” there would have 
lieen rebuff 

Though courtesy, your Dirdship cannot else— 
“Not altogether ! Rank for rank may stand: 
“ But I have wealth l)eside, you—poverty; 4ro 
“ Your scale flies up there : bid a second bid 
“ Rank too and wealth too ! ” Reasoned like 
yourself! 

But was it to you I went with goods to sell ? 
This time ’twas my scale quietly kissed the 
ground, 

Mere rank against mere wealth—some youth 
beside, 479 

Some beauty too, thrown into the bargain, just 
As the buyer likes or lets alone. I thought 
To deal o’ the square: others And £ault, it 
seems: 

The thing is, those my offer most concerned, 
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jfor an old firknd and thereat 
Sign^ name with triple flotirish underneath* 
■we^ were my fellows, such their fortunes 
now, *3» 

While I—^kept iists and feasts innumerable, 
Matins and %^espers, functions to no end 
I* the train of Monsignor and Eminence, 

As gentleman^squire, and for my zeal’s reward 
Haw rarely mis^ a place at the table-foot m 
Es:cept whm some Ambassador, or such like, 
Brou^t his own people* Brief, one day I felt 
The tick of time inside me, turning-point 
And slight sense there was now enough of 
this; j 

That 1 was near my seventh climacteric, 345 1 
Hard upon, if not over, the middle life, | 
And, although fed by the east-wind, fulsome 
fine 

With foretaste of the Land of Promise, still 
My gorgegave symptom it might play me fiilse; 
Better not press it further,—i>e content m 
With living and dying only a nobleman. 

Who merely had a father great and nch. 

Who Simply had one greater and richer yet, 
And so on liack and hock till first and best 
Began i’ the night; I finish in the day, m 
The mother must be getting old,’* I said ; 

** The sisters are well wedded away, our name 
** Can manage to pass a sister off, at need, | 
‘^And do for dowry; both my brothers 
thrive— s6s» 

** Regular priests they are, nor, hat-Uke, ’bide 
“ ’Twixt flesh and fowl with neither privilqje 
♦‘My spare revenue must keep me and mine. 
“ I am tired : Arezzo’s air is gixjd to breathe; | 
“Vittiaao, — one limes flocks of thrushes 
there; m 

** A leathern coat costs little and lasts long: 
“Let me bid hope good-bye, content at 
home! ” 

Thus, one day, I disbosomed me and Ixiwed. 
Whereat beg^ the little buzz and thrill 
O* the gazers round me; each face litightened 
Up« 

Aa when at your Casino, deep in dawn, m 
Ai^lhrtltm'says at last, ‘‘I play no more, 
gain, acquiesce in loss, withdraw 
Aitpifwr; and dm watchos of hh ways, 


A trifle stnick compunctious at the word, 

Yet sensible of relief, breathe free cmce more, 
Break up the ring, venture polite advice— 
“How, Sir? So scant of heart and hope 
indeed? «7 

“Retire with neither cross nor pile from 
play ?— 

“ So incunous, so short-casting?—give your 
chance 

“To a younger, stronger, bolder spirit be¬ 
like, m 

“Just when luck turns and the fine throw 
sweeps all ? ” 

Such was the chorus: and its goodwill 
meant— 

“ See that the loser leave door handsomely ! 
“There’s an ill look,—it’s sinister, spoils 
sport, 

“ When an old bruised and battered year-l>y- 
year sss 

“ highter with fortune, not a penny in poke, 
“ Reels down the steps of our establishment 
“And staggers on broad daylight and the 
world, 

“ In shagrag ijcard and dolefiil doublet, drops 
“And breaks his heart on the outside; 

people prate m 

“ ‘ Such is the profit of a trip upstairs ! * 

“ Contrive he sidle forth, liaulked of the blow 
“ Best dealt by way of moral, bidding down 
“No curse but blessings rather on our heads 
“ For some poor prize he bears at tattered 
breast, m 

“ Some jialjmble s<3rt of kind of gwx! to set 
i^lpver and against the gnevance; give him 
quick !” 

Whereon protested Paul, “Go hang your¬ 
selves ! 

“Leave him to me. Count Guido and 
brother of mine, 

“ A word in your car ! Take courage, since 
foint heart 400 

“Ne’er won . . . ;^»a, fiur lady, don’t men 
say? 

“ There’s a there’s a right Virgilian dip 1 
“ Do you sec the happiness o* the hint ? At 
worst, 

“ If the Chufch want no more off on, the Court 
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** No more, and the Camp as litlle, the in>; 
grates,—come, 4os 

Coimt you are counted: still you’ve coat to 
back, ; 

“ Not cloth of gold and tissue, as we hoped, I 
“ But cloth with sparks and spangles on its 
friere ; 

From Camp, Court, Church, enough l<j 
make a shine, 

“ Entitle you to carry home a wife m 

‘‘ With the proper duwiy, let the worst l)etide! 
“ Why, it was just a w ife you meant to take!” 

Now, Paul’s advice was weighty; priests 
should know: 

And Paul apprised me, ere the week was out, 
That Pietro and Violante, the easy j.Kur, 4i& 
The cits enough, with stomach to l»e more, 
Had just the daughter and exact the sum 
To truck for the quality of myself: ** She’'- 
young, 

“ Pretty and rich: you’re noble, cUissic, 

choice. 4iv 

“ Is it to lie a match ? *’ ** A match,” said I. 
Done ! He pro|K»sed all, I accepted all, 

And we performed all. So I siiicl an<i did 
Simply. As simply followed, not at first 
But with the outbreak of misfortune, still 
One comment on the saying and doing — 
*‘What? 4«j 

No blush at the avowal you dareti buy 
“ A girl of age ijcseems your granddaughter, 

‘ ‘ Like ox or ass ? Are flesh ami blood a ware ? 
“ Are heart and soul a chattel ? ” m 

Sohly, Sirs ! 

Will the Court of its charity teach }XK>r me 
i^nxious to learn, of any way i’ the world, 
Allowed by custom and convenience, save 
This same which, taught from my youth up, 

I trod? 

Take me along with you; where was the 
wrong step ? 4S5 

If what I gave in barter, style and state 
And all that hanp to Franceschinihood, 

Were worthless,—why, society goes toground, 
Its rules jure idiot^s-rambling. Honour of 
birth,— 

If that thing has no vatuci cannot buy 40 


Something with value of another sort, 

\''ouVe no reward nor punishment to give 
I’ the giving or the taking honour; straight 
Your social fabric, pinnacle to liase, 444 
Comes down a-clatter like a house of cards. 
(»et honour, and keep honour free from daw, 
Aim at still higher honour,—gabble o* the 
goose! 

Go bid a second blockhead like myself 
Spend fifty years in guaixling bubbles of breath. 
Soapsuds v\ ith air i’the liclly, gilded brave, m 
fiuardcd and guidetl, all to break at touch 
O’ the first young girl’s hand and first old 
fool’s fHirse 1 

All my privation and endurance, all 
I^>ve, loyalty and lalxiur dared and did, 4S4 
Fiddle-de-dee !—why, doer and darer lx>th,— 
C'ount Guido Franceschini had hit the mark 
Far lictter, s|x;nt his life with more effect, 
iVs a ilancer or a prizer, trades that pay I 
On the othf'f hand, hid this bufltKinery cease, 
Admit that honour is a privilege, 400 

The question follows, privilege worth what ? 
W’^hy, woilh the market-price,—now up, now 
down, 

just so with this as with all other ware: 
Therefore essay the market, sell your name, 
Style and condition to who buys them best! 
“Does my name purchase,” had I dared 
inquire, m 

“ Vour niece, my lord?” there would have 
been rebuff 

Though courtesy, your Lordship cannot else— 
“Not altogether 1 Rank for rank may stand: 
“ But I have wealth lieside, you—jxiverty; 470 
“ Vour scale flies up there : bid a second bid 
“ Rank too and wealth too ! ” Reasoned like 
yourself! 

But was it to you I went with goods to sell ? 
This time ’twas my scale quietly kissed the 
ground, 

Mere rank against mere wealth—some youth 
beside, 47» 

Some beauty too, thrown into the bargain, just 
As the buyer likes or lets alone. I thought 
To deal o’ the square; others hnd fault, it 
seems: 

The thing k, those my offer most concerned, 
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™iarOt ViototlCt cried they ikir or foul ? iso 
Wiiat did tiiey make o* the terms ? Prepos¬ 
terous terms ? 

Why then accede so promptly, close with such 
Nor take a minute to chaflfer ? Bargain struck, 
Hfceystraight grew bilious, wished their money 
back, 

Repented them, no doubt; why, so did I, iss 
So did your Lordship, if town-talk be true. 
Of paying a full farm’s worth for that piece 
By Pietro of Cortona—probably 
His scholar Giro Fern may have retouched— 
You caring more for colour than design— m* 
Getting a little tired of cupids tt>o. 

That’s incident to ail the iblk who buy! 

I am charged, I know, with gilding fact by 
Ihiud; 

I Msihed and £a.bricated, wrote 
Myself down roughly richer than I prove, m ! 
Rendered a wrong revenue,—grant it all! 
Mere grace, mere coquetry such fraud, I say;! 
A flourish round the figures of a sum | 

For fiishion’s sake, that deceives nobody. 

The veritable back-bone, understood m 
Essence of this same bargain, blank and bare, 
Being the exchange of quality for wealth,— 
What may such fiincy-fhghts be ? Flecks of 
oil 

FMrted by chapmen where plain dealing grates, 

I may have dripped a drop—“ My name I 
sell; m 

“ Not but that I too boast my wealth ”—as 
they, 

o -*-We bing you riches; still our ancestor 
Was hardly the rapscallion folk saw flogged, 
** But heir to we know who, were rights of 
force! ” 

They knew and I knew where the backbone 
lurked m 

r the writhings of the bargain, lords, believe ! 

I paid down all engaged for, to a 4oit, 
JMivared them >ust that whklb theh life long, 
ThiJy hungwed in the hearts of them to gain— 
with nobility thus m 

and deed: for that they gave me 
irwallh# 

^ lliil when they ea^ 

fer Arezco, take 


The tone o’ the new sphere that absorbed the 
old, 

Put away gossip Jack and goody Joan wo 
And go become familiar with the Great, 
Greatness to touch and taste and handle 
now,— 

Why then,—they found that all was vanity, 
Vexation, and what Solomon describes ! 

The old abundant city-fare was best, ms 
T he kindly wannth o’ the commons, the 
glad clap 

Of the equal on the shoulder, the frank grin 
Of the underling at all so many s{x>ons 
Fire-new at neighlxmrly treat,—l^t, best 
and best sa® 

Beyond compare !—down to the loll itself 
O’ the pot-house settle,—l^etier such a liench 
Than the stiff crucifixion by my dais 
Under the piecemeal damask canopy 
With the coroneted coat of arms a-top! 
Poverty and privation for pride’s sake, m 
All they engaged to easily brave and bear,— 
With the fit upon them and their brains 
a-work,— 

Proved unendurable to the sobred sots. 

A banished prince, now, will exude a juke 
And salamander-like support the flame; md 
H e dineson chestnuts, chucks the husks to help 
The broil o’ the brazier, pays the due baioc,* 
Goes off light-hearteti: his grimace begins 
At the fimn> humours of the christening-feast 
Of friend the money-lender, — then he’s 
touched MS 

By the flame and frizzles at the babe to kiss! 
was the converse trial, opposite mind : 
ere did a petty nature split on rock 
Of vulgar wants predestinate for such— 

One dish at supper and weak wine to Ixxxt! 
The prince had grinned and borne *. the 
citizen shrieked, m 

Summoned the neighbourhood to attest the 
wrong. 

Made noisy protest he was murdered,—stoned 
And burned and drowned and hanged,— 
then broke away, 

He and his wife, to tell their Rome the rest. 


^ { about a haMpemy* 




COUNT GUIDO FRANCESCHINI 


95 


And this yon admire^ you men o* the world, j 
my lords ? m 

This moves compassion, makes you doubt 
my hiith ? 

Why, I appeal to . . , sun and moon? 
Not I! 

Rather to Plautus, Terence, Boccaccio*s Book, 
My townsman, frank Ser Franco’s^ merry 
Tales,— 660 

To all who strip a vizard from a face, 

A })ody from its patlding, and a soul 
From froth and ignorance it styles itself,— 

If this be other than the daily hap 
Of imrblind greed that dog-like still drops 
l>one, 665 

Grasps shadow, and then howls the case is 
hard 1 

So much for them so for: now for myself, 

My profit or loss i’ the matter : married am I; 
Text whereon friendly censors burst to preach. 
Ay, at Rome even, long ere I was left oru 

To regulate her life for my young bride 
Alone at Arezzo, friendliness outbroke 
(Sifting my future to predict its fault) 

“ Purchiisc and sale lx*ing thus so plain a 
point, 

“ How of a certain soul iKiund up, may-be, 

V the barter with the Ixxiy and money- 

l>agS ? 876 

** From the bride’s soul what is it you expect?” 
Why, loyalty and obedience,—wish and will 
To settle and suit her fresh and plastic mind 
To the novel, not disadvantageous mould I m 
Father and mother shall the woman leave, 
Cleave to the husband, be it for weal or woe: 
There is the law ; what sets this law aside 
In my particular case ? My friends submit 
*‘Guide, guardian, benefactor,—fee, faw% him, 
“The fact is you are forty-five years old, 

“ Nor very comely even for that age : 6«7 

“ Girls must have boys,” Why, let girls say 
so then, 

^ S€r France: apparently Sacchetti, sec 1. 
tiS3* Petrarch, to whom the terra “towns¬ 
man " better applies (since Sacchetti, though a 
Tuscan, was a Florentine), wrote nothing that 
can be described as “ merry tales.” 


Nor call the boys and men, who say the same, 
Brute this and beast the other as they do I 
Come, cards on table ! When you chaunt m 
next 

Epithalaraiiim full to overflow 
With praise and glory of white womanhood, 
The chaste and pure—troll no such lies oVr 
lip! 

Put in their stead a crudity or twn, 9»6 

Such short and simple statement of the case 
As youth chalks on our walls at spring of 
year ! 

No ! I shall still think nobler of the sex, 
Believe a woman still may take a man siw 
For the short period that his soul wears 
And, for the soul’s sake, understand the fault 
( >f armour frayed by fighting. Tush, it tempts 
One’s toiigue too much ! I’ll say—^the law’s 
the law: 

With a wdfe I lot^k fmd all wifeliness, 

As when I buy, timber and twig, a tree— m 
I buy the song o’ the nightingale inside. 

Such was the pact: Pompilia firom the first 
Broke it, refused from the beginning day 
Either in Ixxly or soul to cleave to mine. 

And published it forthwith to all the world. 
No lupture,—you must join ere you can 
break,— «u 

Before we Imd cohabited a month 
She found 1 was a devil and no man,— 
Made ctimmon cause with those w^ho found 
as much, 834 

Her parents, Pietro and Violante,—moved 
I leaven and earth to the rescue of all three. 
In four months’ time, the time o’ the parents’ 
stay, 

Arezzo w^as a-ringing, bells in a blaze, 

With the unimaginable story rife 
P the mouth of man, woman and child— 
to*wit 9m 

My misdemeanour. First the lighter side, 
I.,udicrous fece of things,—^how very poor 
The Franceschini had become at last, 

I The meanness and the misery of each shifi 
I To save a soldo,* stretch and make ends 
meet. «* 

I * Saida: about a penny. 
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Hrt:# hateM aspect,—how myself 

Wilii cmelty beyond Caligula’s 
Had stripp^ and beaten, roblied and mur* 
der^ them, 

Th^ good old couple, I decoyed, abused, 
Blundered and then cast out, and happily 

so, 630 

Since,—in due course the abominable 
comes,— 

Woe worth the poor young wife left lonely 
here! 

Repugnant in my person as my mind, 

I sought,—was ever heard of such revenge ? 

^—^To lure and bind her to so cursed a couch, 
Such co-embrare with sulphur, snake and 
toad, 636 

That she was lam to rush forth, call the stones 
O’ the common street to save her, not from 
hate 

Of mine merely, but . , must I burn m> lips 
With the blister of the he ? . . the satyr 

love 640 

Of who but my own brother, the young priest, 
Too long enforced to lenten lare belike, 

Now tempted b> the morsel tossed him frill 
r the trencher where lay bread and herbs at 
best. 

Mark, this yourselves say * —this, none dis 

allows, 646 

Was charged to me by the universal voice 
At the instigation of my four-months’ wife ’— 
And then you ask “Such charges so preferred, 
{Truly or feJsely, here concerns us not) 

** Pricked you to punish now if not before ?— 
^^Did not the harshness double itself, the 
hate 691 

“Harden?” I answer “Have it your way 
andwilU” 

Say my resentment grew apace: what then ? 
Do you cry out on the marvel ? When I find 
That pure smooth egg which, laid within my 
nest, 655 

Could not but hatch a comfort to us all, 
Issues a cockatrice for me and mine, 

Do yon stare to see me stamp on it ? Swans 
aresoli: 

Is iit not dour that she you call my wile, I 

That niie of husband, 666| 


Whetting a stmg like this agidnst his breast,— 
Speckled with fragments of the fresh-broke 
shell, 

Marned a month and making outcry thus,— 
Proves a plague-prodigy to God and man ? 
She marned . what was it she married for, m 
Counted upon and meant to meet thereby ? 
“Love” suggests some one, “love, a little 
word 

“ Whereof we have not heard one syllable.” 
So, the Pom pi ha, child, girl, wife, in one, 
Wanted the beating pulse, the rolling eye, ro 
The frantic gesture, the devotion due 
hrom ThjTSis to Nt era ' Guido’s love— 
Why not ProveiK^al roses in his shoe, 

Plume to his cap, and tno of guitars 
At casement, with a bra\o close lieside? 675 
(lood things all these are, clearly claimable 
When the fit price is paid the proper w i>. 
Had It lieen some friend’s wife, now, threw 
her Ian 

At my foot, with just this pretty scrap attached, 
“Shune, death, damnation—fell these as 
they may, eso 

“So I find you, for a minute I Come this 
e\e!” 

—Why, at such sweet self sacrifice,—who 
knows ? 

I might have fired up, found me at my post, 
Ardent from head to heel, nor feared catch 
cough. 

Nay, had some other friend’s . . . say, 
daughter, tripped 685 

Upstairs and tumbled flat ahd frank on me, 
BareJtteaded and barefooted, with loose hair 
Aiil garments all at large,—cried “ Take me 
thus! 

“Duke So-and-So, the greatest man m 
Rome— 

“ To escape his hand and heart have I broke 
bounds, 680 

“Traversed the town and reached you t”— 
then, indeed, 

The lady had not reached a man of ice I 
1 would have rummaged, ransacked at the 
word 

Those old odd comers of an empty heart 
For remnants of dam love the long disttsed* 



COUNT OUIDO FRANCESCitlNl 


^7 


And dusty crumblings of romance ! But 
herci m 

We talk of just a marfiage, if you please— 
The every-day conditions and no more ; 
Where do these bind me to bestow one drop 
Of blood shall dye my wife’s true-love-knot 
pink ? 700 

Pompilia was no pigeon, Venus’ pet, 

That shuffled from between her pressing paps 
To sit on my rough shoulder,—but a hawk, 

I bought at a hawk’s price and carried home 
To do hawk’s service — at the Rotunda, 
say, 706 

Where, six o’ the callow nestlings in a row, 
You pick and choose and pay the price for 
such. 

I have paid my pound, await my jKmny’s 
worth, 

So, hoodwink, starve and pro^)erly train my 
bird, 

And, should she prove a haggard,—twist her 
neck ! 710 

Did I not |>i\y my name and style, my hope 
And trust, myall? Through spending these 
amiss 

I am here! ’Tis scarce the gravity of the 
r ourt 

Will lilame me that I never pi{>cd a tune, 
Treated my falron-genlle like my finch. 7i5 
The obligation I incurred was just 
To practise mastery, prove my mastership:— 
Pompilia’s duty was—suVimit herself, 

Afford me pleasure, tx?rhaps cure my bile. 

Am I to teach my lords what marriage means. 
What t /od ordains thereby and man fulfils 721 
Who, docile to the dictate, treads the house? 
My lords have chosen the happier part with 
Paul 

'Vnd neither marry nor burn,—yet priestliness 
Can find a parallel to the marriage-bond 725 
In its own blessed special ordinance 
Whereof indeed was marriage made the type: 
The Church may show her insubordinate, 

As marriage her refractory. How of the Monk 
Who finds the claustral regimen too sharp 
After the first month’s essay? What’s the 
mode 731 

With the Deacon who supports indifferently 
VOL. II. 


The ro<l o’ the Bishop when he tastes its smart 
Full four weeks ? Do you straightway slacken 
hold 

Of the innocents, the all-unwary ones 725 
Who, eager to profess, mistook their mind?— 
Remit a fast-day’s rigour to the Monk 
Who fancied P'rancis’ manna meant roast 
quails,— 

Concede the Deacon sweet society, 
lie never thought the Lcvite-rule renounced,— 
Or rather prescrilje short chain and sharp 
scourge 741 

Corrective of siuh peccant humours? This - 
I take to lx* the Church’s mode, and mine. 

If I was ovei-harsh,—the W(»rse i’ the wife 
Wlio did not win from harshness as she 
ought, 745 

Wanted the patience and persuasion, lore 
< )f love, should cure me and console herself. 
J'ut case that I mishandle, flurry and fright 
My hawk through clumsiness in sportsman¬ 
ship. 

Twitch out five pens where plucking one 
would serve— 7 bv 

What, shall she bite and claw to mend the 
('ase ? 

And, if you find I pluck five more for that, 
Shall you weep “ How he roughs the turtle 
there”? 

Such was the starting; now of the fiirther step. 
In lieu of taking penance in ge>od part, rsi 
The Monk, with hue and cr}% summons a mob 
To make a lx>nfire of the convent, say,— 

And the Deacon’s pretty piece of virtue (save 
The ears o’ the Court I I try to save my head) 
Instructed by the ingenuous postulant, 7«o 
Taxes the Bishop with adultery, (mud 
Needs must jiair off with mud, and filth with 
filth)— 

Such Ixing my next experience. Who knows 
not— 

The couple, father and mother of my wife, 
Returned to Rome, published before my 
lords, 765 

Put into print, made circulate far and wide 
That they had cheated me who cheated them ? 
Pompilia, I supposed their daughter, drew 

Q 
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Bmth first *inid Rome’s worst rankness, 
through the deed 

Of a drab and a rogue, was by-blow bastard- 

babe 770 

Of a nameless strumpet, passed off, palmed 
on me 

As the daughter with the dowry. Daughter? 
Dirt 

O* the kennel! Dowry? Dust o’ the street! 
Nought more, 

Nought less, nought else but—oh—ah— 
assuredly 

A Franceschini and my very wife ! 775 

Now take this charge as you will, for false or 
true,— 

This charge, preferred before your very selves 
Who judge me now,—I pray you, adjudge 
again, 

Classing it with the cheats or with the lies. 
By w hich category 1 suffer nrost 1 7w 

But of their reckoning, theirs who dealt with 
me 

In either fashion,—I reser\’e my word, 

Justify that in its place ; I am now^ to say. 
Whichever point o’ the charge might poison 
most, 

Pompilia’s duty was no doubtful one. 785 
You put the protestation in her mouth 
** Hencefoiward and forevermore, avaunt 
“Ye fiends, who drop disguise and glare 
revealed 

“ In your own shape, no longer father mine 
** Nor mother mine I Too nakedly you hate 
“ Me whom you looked as if you loved once, 
—me 791 

“ Whom, whether true or false, your tale ncfW 
damns, 

“ Divulged thus to my public infamy, 

“ Private perdition, absolute overthrow. 
“For, hate my huslmnd to your hearts’ con¬ 
tent, m 

**1, spoil and prey of you from first to last, 
who have done you the blind service, 
lured 

Hon to your pitfell,—I, thus left 
To answer for my ignorant bleating there, 
should have been remembered and with¬ 
drawn ao0 


“ From the first o’ the natural fury, not flung 
loose 

“ A proverb and a by-word men will mouth 
“ At the cross-way, in the corner, up and down 
“ Rome and Arerzo,—there, full in my face, 
“If my lord, missing them and finding 
me, ewR 

“ Content himself with casting his reproach 
“ I'o drop i’ the street where such impostors 
die. 

“Ah, but—that husband, what the wonder 
were !— 

“ If, far from casting thus away the rag 
“Smeared with the plague his hand had 
chanced ujxin, 810 

“Sewn to his pillow by Dicusta’s* wile,-— 

“ Far from aliolishing, root, stem and branch, 

I “ The misgrowlh of infectious mistletoe 
i “ Foisted into his stock for honest graft,— 

! “ If he repudiate not, renounce nowise, 8is 
“ But, guarding, guiding me, maintain my 
cause 

“ By making it his own, (what other way?) 

“—To keep my name for me, he call it his, 
“ Claim it cf who would take it by their lie,— 
“To save my wealth for me—or babe of 
mine euo 

“ Their lie was framed to l)eggar at the birth— 
“lie bid them loose grasp, give our gold 
again : 

“ If he liecome no partner with the pair 
“ Even in a game which, played adroitly, 
gives 

“Its winner lifb’s great wonderful new 
chance,— m 

“Of marrying, to-wit, a second time,— 

“ Ah, if he did thus, what a friend were he! 
“Anger he might show,—who can stamp 
out flame 

“Yet spread no black o’ the brand?—yet, 
rough albeit 

“ In the act, as whose bare feet feel embers 
scorch, m 

“What grace were his, what gratitude were 
mine 1 ” 

i Locustd: the name of a notorious female 
poisoner at Rome in the first century; hence 
typical Of my poisoner. 
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Such protestation should have been my wife’s. 
Looking for this, do I exact too much ? 

Why, here’s the, — word for word, so much, 
no more,—' 

Avowal she made, her pure spontaneous 
speech 836 

To my brother die Aliate at first blush, 

Ere the good impulse had liegun to fade: 

So did she make confession for the pair, 

So pour forth praises in her own l>ehalf. ais 
“Ay, the false letter,” inter|>use my lords - 
“The simulated writing,—’twas a trick : 
“Y{)u traced the signs, she merely marked 
the same, 

“The product was not hers but yours.” 
Alack, 

1 want no more impulsion to tell truth 
1 join the other luck, the torture inside 
there! m 

I confess all—let it lie understood— 

And deny nothing ! If 1 bailie you so, 

(an so lence, in the plenitude of right, 

1 hat my {XHir klhen dagger puts aside 
Each pass o’ the Billna, beats you all the 
same, - sso 

What matteis inefhciency of blade? 

Mine and not hers the letter,—conceded, 
loids! 

lm[)iite to me that practice ! -take as proved 
1 taught my wife her duty, made her see 
What it liehoved her see and s<iy and d<», 665 
feel in her heart and with her tongue de¬ 
clare, 

And, whether sluggish or recalcitrant, 
f oiced her to take the right step, I myself 
Was niaiching in marital rectitude ! 

Why who finds fault liere, say the tale be 

true ? 860 

Would not my lords commend the priest 
whose real 

Seized on the sick, morose or moribund, 

% the palsy-smitten finger, made it cross 
His brow correctly at the critical time? 

—Or answ^ered for the inarticulate Ixrbe m 
At Ixiptism, in its stead declared the faith, 
And saved what else would perish unpro¬ 
fessed ? 

True, the incapable hand may rally yet, 


n 

Renounce the sign with renovated strength,-- 
The babe may grow up man and Molinist,— 
And so Pompilia, set in the good |>ath m 
And left to go alone there, soon might see 
That too frank-forward, all ttxi simple-straight 
Her step was, and decline to tread the rough, 
When here lay, tempting foot, the meadow- 
side, 876 

And there the coppice rang with singing- 
birds ! 

Soon she discov ered she was young and fair, 
'I’hat many in Arez/o knew as much. 

Yes, this next cup of bitterness, my lords, 
Had to begin go filling, drop by drop, 88o 
Its inc*asure up of full disgust for me, 

EiUcreci into by every noisome dram— 
Society’s sink toward which all moisture runs. 
Would not you prophesy—“ She on w'hose 
brow IS stamiK'd 

“ The note of the imputation that w^e 

know,- 885 

“Rightly or wrongly mothered with a 
whore,— 

“Such an one, to disprove the frightful 
charge, 

“What will she but c-\aggerate chastity, 

“ Err m excess of wifchtXHi, as it were, 

“ Renounce even le\ ities permitted youth, m 
“Though not youth stnick to age by a 
thunder! K>lt ? 

“Cry ‘ w'olf’ i’ the shcepfold, where’s the 
sheep dares bleat, 

“ Knowing the shepherd listens for a growd?” 
So you expect. Flow' did the devil decree ? 
Why, my lords, just the contraiy^ of course ! 
It was in the house fiom the window, at the 
church «>« 

From the hassock,—where the theatre lent 
its kidge, 

Or staging for the public show left sjmee,— 
That still Pompilia needs must find herself 
Launching her looks forth, letting looks 
reply 

As arrows to a challenge ; on all sides 
Ever new contribution to her lap, 

Till one day, what is it knocks at my clenched 
teeth 

But the cup full, curse-collected all for me? 
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And I must needs drink, drink this gallant’s 
praise, 906 

That minion’s prayer, the other fop’s reproach, 
And come at the dregs to—Caponsacchi! 
Sirs, 

I,—chin-deep in a marsh of misery, 
Struggling to extricate my name and fame 
And fortune from the marsh would drown 
them all, sio 

My face the sole unstrangled part of me,— 

I must have this new gad-fly in that face, 
Must free me from the attacking lover too ! 
Men say I battled ungracefully enough— 9i4 
Was harsh, uncouth and ludicrous beyond 
The proper part o’ the husband : have it so ! 
Your lordships are considerate at least— 

You order me to speak in my defence 
Plainly, expect no <][uavering tuneful trills 
As when you bid a singer solace you,— djo 
N or look that I shall give it, for a grace, 
Sians pede in uno: ^ —you remember well 
In the one case, ’tis a plainsong too sc\ ere, 
This story of my wrongs,—and that I ache 
And need a chair, in the other. Ask you 
me 925 

Why, when I felt this trouble flap my face, 
Already pricked with every shame could 
perch,— 

When, with her parents, my wife plagued 
me too,— 

Why I enforced not exhortation mild 
To leave whore’s-tricks and let my brows 
alone, «30 

With mulct of comfits, promise of perfume ? 

Far from that 1 No, you t(X)k the opposite 
course, 

“ Breathed threatenings, rage and slaughter! 
What you will ! 

And the end has come, the doom is verily here, 
Unhindered by the threatening. See fate’s 
flare m 

Full on each face of the dead guilty three ! 
Look at them well, and now, lords, look at 
this ! 

1 Stan^ pede in uno : ‘' standing on one foot/’ 
a metaphor descriptive of anything done easily 
nr off-hand ; from Horace, Sat, I. 4. 10. 


Tell me : if on that day when I found first 
That Caponsacchi thought the nearest way 
To his church w^as some half-mile round by 
my door, m 

And that he so admired, shall I suppose, “ 
The manner of the swallows’ come-and-go 
Between the props o’ the window over¬ 
head,— 

That window happening to l>e my wife’s,— 
As to stand gazing by the hour on high, m 
Of May-eves, while she sat and let him 
smile,— 

If I,—instead of threatening, talking big, 
Showing hair-powder, a prodigious pinch, 
For poison in a bottle,—making believe 
At desperate doings w ith a bauble-sword. 
And other bugab(X)-and-baby-woik,— 95i 

Had, with the vulgarcst household implement, 
Calmly and quietly cut off, clean thro’ Ixme 
But one joint of one finger of my wife, 

Saying “ For listening to the serenade, 955 
“ Here’s your ring-finger shorter a full thiid: 
“ Be certain I will slice away next joint, 

“ Next lime that anybody underneath 

> “Seems somehow to be sauntering as he 

hoped 

1 “A flower would eddy out of your hand to 

his 960 

i “While you please fidget with the branch 
above 

“O’ the rose-tree in the terrace!”—had I 

> done so, 

) Wliy, there had followed a quick sharp 
scream, some pain. 

Much calling for plaister, damage to the 
j dress, 

A somewhat sulky countenance next day, 
’^IPerhaps reproaches,—but reflections loo ! 

I don’t hear much of harm that Malchus did 
, After the incident of the ear, my lords ! 
i Saint Peter took the efficacious w'ay ; 

> Malchus was sore but silenced for his life : 970 
He did not hang himself i’ the Potter’s Field 

: Like Judas, who was trusted with the bag 
And treated to sops after he proved a thief. 

, So, by this time, my true and obedient wife 
, Might have been telling beads with a gloved 
hand; 87 b 



COUNT GUIDO FRANCESCHINI 


lOI 


Awkward a little at pricking hearts and darts 
On sampler possibly, but well otherwise : | 

Not where Rome shudders now to see her lie. 

I give that for the course a wise man takes; 

I took the other however, tried the fool’s, 
The lighter remedy, brandished rapier 
dread 98i 

With cork-ball at the tip, boxed Malchus’ ear 
Instead of severing the cartilage, 

Called her a terrible nickname, and the like, 
And there an end : and what was the end of 
that ? 985 

What was the good effect o* the gentle 
course ? 

Why, one night I went drowsily In bed. 
Dropped asleep suddenly, not suddenly woke, 
But did wake with rough rousing and loud cry. 
To find noon in my face, a crowd in my 
room, 990 

Tumes in my brain, lire in my throat, my wife 
Clone God knows whither,—rifled vesture- 
cliest, 

And ransacked money-coffer. “ What docs 
it mean ?” 

The servants had l)een drugged too, stared 
and yawned 

“ It must be that our lady has eloped ! 995 

—“Whither and with whom?”—'‘‘With 

whom but the CJanon’s self? 

“ One recognizes Caponsacchi there !”— 

(By this lime the admiring neighbourhood 
J(uned chorus round me while I rubbed my 
eyes) 

“’Tis months since their intelligence began,— 

‘ ‘ A comedy the town was privy to,— 1001 

“ He wrote and she wrote, she s[X)ke, he 
replied, 

“ And going in and out your house last night 
“Was easy work for one . . . to be plain 
with you . . . 

“ Accustomed to do both, at dusk and dawn 
“ When you were absent,—at the villa, you 
know, 1006 

“ Wliere husbandry required the master¬ 
mind. 

“Did not you know? Why, we all knew, 
you see! ” 

And presently, bit by bit, the full and true 


Particulars of the tale were volunteered 1010 
With all the breathless zeal of friendship— 
“Thus 

“ Matters were manned: at the seventh 
hour of night ”... 

—“ Later, at daybreak ” . . . “ C^aponsacchi 
came” . . . 

—“While you and all your household slept 
like death, 

“Drugged as your supper was with drowsy 
stuff” . . . 1015 

—“ And your own cousin Guillichini too — 

“ Either or both entered your dwelling-place, 
“ Iflundered it at their pleasure, made prize 
of all, 

“Including your wife . . .”—“Oh, your 
wife led the way, 

“ Out of doors, on to the gate . . .”—“ But 
gates are shut, loao 

“In a decent town, to darkness and such 
deeds: 

“They climbed the wall—your lady must be 
lithe— 

“ At the gap, the broken bit . . —“Tor- 

rione, true ! 

“To esca}-)e the questioning guard at the 
proper gate, 

“Clemente, where at the inn, hard by, ‘the 
Horse,’ io2r> 

“Just outside, a calash in readiness 
“ Took the two principals, all alone at last, 
“To gate San Spirito, which o’erlooks the 
road, 

“ Leads to Perugia, Rome and liberty.” 

Bit by bit thus made-up mosaic-wise, loso 

Flat lay my fortune,—tesselated floor. 
Imperishable tracery devils should foot 
And frolic it on, around my broken gods. 
Over my desecrated hearth. 

So much 1036 

For the terrible effect of threatening, Sirs ! 
Well, this way I was shaken wide awake, 
Doctored and drenched, somewhat un¬ 
poisoned so. 

Then, set on horseback and bid seek the lost, 
I started alone, head of me, heart of me 
P'ire, and each limb as languid . . . ah, 
sweet lords, io 4 i 
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Bethink youipoison-torture, try persuade 
The next refractory Molinist with that! . . . 
Floundered thro’ day and night, another day 
And yet another night, and so at last, ims 
A s Lucifer kept falling to find hell, 

Tumbled into the court-yard of iui inn 
At the end, and fell on whom I thought to 
find, 

Even Caponsacchi,—what part once was 
priest, 

Cast to the winds now with the cassock- 
rags. 1060 

In cape and sword a cavalier confessed, 
There stomi he chiding dilatory’ grooms, 
Chafing that only horseflesh and no team 
Of eagles would supply the last relay, 

Wliirl him along the league, the one {x>st 
more 1055 

Between the couple and Rome and lilierly. 
’Twas daw'n, the couple were rested in a sort, 
And though the lady, tired,—the tenderer 
sex,— 

Still lingered in her chamlier,—to adjust 
The limp hair, look for any blush 
astray,— loeo 

She would descend in a twinkling,—‘‘ Have 
you out 

The horses therefore ! 

So did I find my wife. 
Is the case complete? Do your eyes here 
see with mine ? 

Even the parlies dared deny no one joos 
Point out of all these i^ioints. 

What follows next ? 
“Why, that then was the time,” you inter¬ 
pose, 

“ Or then or never, while the fact was fresh, 
“To take the natural vengeance : there and 

thus 1070 

“ They and you,—somebody had stuck a 
sword 

“ Beside you while he pushed yfju on your 
horse,— 

“Twas requisite to slay the couple, Count!” 
Just so my fiends say. “ Kill! ” they cry 
in a breath, 

Who presently, when matters grow to a 

1076 

rip. ' ^ 


And I do kill the offending ones indeed,*— 
When crime of theirs, only surmised before, 
Is patent, proved indisputably now,— 

When remedy for wrong, untried at the time, 
Which law professes shall not fail a friend, 1000 
Is thrice tried now, found threefold worse 
than null,— 

When what might turn to transient shade, 
who knows ? 

Solidifies into a blot which breaks 
Hell’s black off in pale flakes for fear of 
mine,— 

Then, when I claim and lake revenge—“ So 
rash ? ” 1086 

They cry—“so little reverence for the law?” 

Listen, my masters, and distinguish here ! 

At first, 1 called in law to act and help; 
Seeing I did so, “Why, ’tis clear,” they cry, 
“ Vou shrank from gallant readiness and 
risk, low 

“Were coward : the thing’s inexplicable else.” 
Sweet my lords, let the thing be ! I fiill flat, 
Play the reed, not the oak, to breath of man. 
Only inform my ignorance ! Say I stand 
Convicted of the having been afraid, low 
Proved a jxikioon, no lion but a lamb,— 
Does that deprive me of my right of lamb 
And give my fleece and flesh to the first wolf? 
Are eunuchs, women, children, shieldless 
quite im 

Against attack their own timidity tempts? 
Cowardice were misfortune and no crime ! 
—Take it that way, since I am fallen so low 
I scarce dare brush the fly that blows my face, 
And thank the man who simply spits not 
there,— 

Unless the Court lie generous, compre¬ 
hend 1105 

How one brought up at the very feet of law 
As I, awaits the grave Gamaliel’s nod 
Ere he clench fist at outmge,--much less, 
stab! 

—How, ready enough to rise at the right time, 
I still could recognise no time mature 1110 
Unsanctioned by a move o’ the judgment-seat, 
So, mute in misery, eyed my masters here 
Motionless till the authoritative word 
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Pronounced amercement. There’s the riddle 
solved i 

This is just why I slew nor her nor him, ins 
But called in law, law’s delegate in the place, 
And bade arrest the guilty couple, Sirs ! 

We had some trouble to do so—you have 
heard 

They braved me,—he with arrogance and 
scorn, 

She, with a volubility of curse, iiao 

A conversancy in the skill of tooth 
And claw to make suspicion seem absurd, 
Nay, an alacrity to put to proof 
At my own throat my own sword, teach me so 
To try conclusions better the next time,— 1120 
Which did the pro|>er service with the mob. 
They never tried to put on mask at all; 

Two avowed lovers forcibly torn apart, 
Upbraid the tyrant as in a playhouse scene, 
Ay, and with proper clapping and applause 
From the audience that enjoys the bold and 
free. 1131 

I kept still, said to myself, “There’s law !” 
Anon 

We searched the chamljer where they passed 
the night, 

Found what confirmed the worst was feared 
before, 

However needless confirmation now— use 

The witches* circle intact, charms undisturbed 
That raised the spirit and siicciibus,—letters, 
to-wit, 

Love-laden, each the Ixigo’ the bee that bore 
Honey from lily and rose to Cupid’s hive,— 
Now, poetry in some rank blossom-burst, 
Now, prose,—“Come here, go there, wait 
such a while, 1141 

“ He’s at the villa, now he’s back again ; 
“We are saved, we are lost, we are lovers 
all the same ! ” 

All in order, all complete,—even to a clue 
To the drowsiness that happed so oppor¬ 
tune— 1145 

No mystery, when I read “ Of all things, find 
“ What wine Sir Jealousy decides to drink— 
‘ Red wine ? Because a sleeping-potion, dust 
“ Droptied into white, discolours wine and 
shows.” 


—“ Oh, but we did not write a single word 1 
“ Somelxidy forged the letters in our 
name!—” xisi 

Both in a breath protested presently. 

Aha, Sacchelti * again!—“Dame,**—quoth 
the Duke, 

“What meaneth this epistle, counsel me, 

“ I pick from out thy placket and peruse, 1165 
“Wherein my jmge averreth thou art white 
“And warm and wonderful ’twixt pap and 
pap?” 

“ Sir,” laughed the Lady, “ ’tis a counterfeit! 
“ Thy page did never stroke but Dian’s breast, 
‘ ‘ The pretty hound I nurture for thy sake r ntfo 
“ To lie were losel,—by my fay, no more ! ” 
And no more say 1 too, and spare the Court. 

Ah, the Court! yes, I come to the Court’s 
self; 

Such the case, so complete in fact and proof, 
I laid at the feet of law,—there sat my lords, 
Here sit they now, so may they ever sit iifi« 
In easier attitude than kiits my haunch ! 

In this same chamber did I hare my sores 
O' the soul and not the b(xly, — shun no 
shame. 

Shrink from no probing of the ulcerous 
part, 1170 

Since confident in Nature,—which is God,— 
That she who, for w’ise ends, concocts a 
plague, 

Curbs, at the right time, the plague’s viru¬ 
lence too : 

Law renovates even Lazarus,—cures me ! 
Ca;sar thou seekesl? To Ciesar thou shalt 
go ! 1175 

Caesar’s at Rome : to Rome accordingly ! 

The case was soon decided: both weights, 
cast 

r the balance, vibrate, neither kicks the 
lieam, 

Here away, there away, this now and now 
that. 

To every one o’ my grievances law gave iiao 

^ Saccfieffi: Franco Sacchetti, who lived 
alKiut 1335-1410, author of stork»s in the 
manner of Boccaccio. 
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could purblind eye but see the point. 
The wife stood a convict^ runagate 
From house and husband,—driven to such a 
course 

By what she somehow took for cruelty. 
Oppression and imperilment of life— iiss 

Not that such things were, but that so they 
seemed: 

Therefore, the end conceded lawful, (since 
To save life there’s no risk should stay our 
leap) 

It follows that all means to the lawful end 
Are lawful likewise,—^xiison, theft and flight. 
As for the priest’s part, did he meddle or 
make, 1191 

Enough that he too thought life Jeopardizcxl; 
Concede him then the colour charity 
Casts on a douUfiil course,—if blackish w^hite 
Or whitish black, will charity hesitate ? nss 
What did he else but act the precept out, 
Leave, like a provident shepherd, his safe 
flock 

To follow the single lamb and strayaway? 
Best hope so and think so,—that the ticklish 
time 

r the carriage, the tempting privacy, the 
last 1200 

Somewhat ambiguous accident at the inn, 

—All may bear explanation ; may ? then, 
must! 

The letters,—tlo they so incriminate? 

But what if the whole prove a prank o’ the pen, 
Flight of the fincy, none of theirs at all, 120.1 
Bred of the vafiours of my brain Ixilike, 

Or at worst mere exercise of scholar’s-wit 
In the courtly Caponsacchi: verse, convict ? 
Did not Catullus write less seemly once ? 

Yet deettts and unblemished he abides. 1210 
Wherefore so ready to infer the worst ? 

Still, I did righteously in bringing doubts 
For the law to solve,—take the solution now ! 
Seeing that the said associates, wife and j 
priest, I 

Bear themselves not without some touch of 
blame 1215 

*—Else why the pother, scandal aixl outcry 
‘ Which trouble our peace and require clias- 
tisement ? 


** We, for complicity in Pompilia’s flight 
‘‘And deviation, and carnal intercourse I3i» 
“ With the same, do set aside and relegate 
“ The Canon Caponsacchi for three years 
“At Civita in the neighbourhood of Rome : 
“And we consign Pompilia to the care 
“ Of a certain Sisterhood of penitents 1224 
“ I’ the city’s self, expert to deal with such.” 
Word for word, there’s your judgment! 
Read it, lords, 

Re-utter your delil>erate penalty 
For the crime yourselves establish ! Your 
award— 

Who chop a man’s right-hand off at the wrist 
For tracing with forefinger words in w'ine laso 
O’ the table of a drinking-booth that l>ear 
Interpretation as they mocked the Church ! 
—Who brand a woman black between the 
breasts 

For sinning by connection with a Jew : mt 
While fc»r the Jew’s self—pudency l)e dumb ! 
You mete out punishment such and such, 
yet so 

Punish the adultery of wife and priest t 
Take note of that, before the Molinists do, 
And read me right the riddle, since right 
must l>e ! 1239 

While I sto<Kl rapt away with wonderment, 
Voices broke in u{)ini my mood and muse. 
“Do you sleep?” l^egan the friends at either 
car, 

“The case is settled,—you willed it should 
be so— 

“ None of our counsel, always recollect ! 

“ With law’s award, budge! Back into 
your place ! 1245 

“ Your Ixitters shall arrange the rest for you. 
“4i^e’U enter a new action, claim divorce : 

“ Your marriage was a cheat themselves allow; 
“You erred i* the person,— might have 
married thus 

“ Your sister or your daughter unaware, im 
“ We’li gain you, that way, liberty at least, 
“Sure of so much by law’s own showing. 
Up 

“And off with you and your unluckiness— 

“ Leave us to bury the blunder, sweep things 
smooth 1 ” 
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I was in humble frame of mind, l>e sure ! i 2 bb 
I bowed, betook me to my place agaiov ! 
Station by station I retraced the road, ! 

Touched at this hostel, passed this post-house 
by, 

Where, fresh-remembered yet, the fugitives 
Had risen to the heroic stature : still— iiioo 
“That was the bench they sat on,—there’s 
the board 

“They t<x)k the meal at,—yonder garden- 
ground 

“They leaned across the gate of,”--ever a 
word 

O’ the Helen and the 3’aris, with “ Ila ! 
you’re he, 

“The . . . much-commiserated husband?” 

Step 1265 

By step, across the pelting, did I reach 
Arezzo, underwent the archway’s grin, 
Traversed the length of sarcasm in the street, 
Found myself in my horrible house once more, 
And after a collcxpiy . , . no word assists ! 
With the mother and the brothers, stiffened 
me luri 

Straight out from head to foot as dead man 
does, 

And, thus pre|iared for life as he for hell, 
Marched to the public Square and met the 
world. 

Apologize for the pincers, p;dliate screws? 

Ply me with such toy-lrifles, I entreat I 1276 
Trust who has tricxl Ixith sulphur and sops- 
in-w'ine ! 

f played the man as I liest might, bade friends 
Put non-essentials by and fare the fact. 
“What need to hang myself as you advise? 
“The paramour is Ixinishcd,—the ocean’s 
width, 1281 

“ Or the suburb’s length,—to Ultima Thule, 
say, 

“Or Proxima Civitas, what’s the odds of 
name 

“ And place? He’s twmished, and the fact’s 
the thing. 

“ Why should law banish innocence an inch? 
“ Here’s guilt then, what else do I care to 
know ? 1 :^ 


“The adulteress lies imprisoned,—whether 
in a well 

“With bricks above and a .snake for company, 
“ Or tied by a garter to a bed-post,—much 
“ I mind what’s little,—^least’s enough and to 
spare I lagf' 

“ The little fillip on the coward’s cheek 
“ Serves as thfmgh crab-tree cudgel broke his 
pate. 

“ Law has pronounced there’s punishment, 
less or more; 

“ And I take note o’ the fact and use it thus-- 
“ For the first flaw in the original bond, r3»5 
“ I claim release. My contract was to wed 
‘‘ The daughter of Pietro and Violante. Both 
“ I’rotest they never had a child at all. 

* ‘ Then I have never made a contract: good • 
“ Cancel me quick the thing pretended one. 
“ I shall be free. What matter if hurried 
over 1301 

“ The harl>our-boom by a great favouring tide, 
“Or the last of a spent ripple that lifts and 
leaves ? 

“ The Abate is al)out it. Laugh who wins ! 
“You shall not laugh me out of faith in 

law I 1305 

“ I listen, through all your noise, to Rome ! ” 

Rome spoke. 

In three months letters thence admonished 
me, 

“ Vour plan for the divorce is all mistake. 

“ It would hold, now, had you, taking 
thought to wed isio 

“ Rachel of the blue eye and golden hair, 

“ Found sw arth-skinned Ix*ah cumber couch 
next day: 

“ But Rachel, blue-eyed golden-haire<l aright, 
“ IVoving to l)e only Laban’s child, not Lot’s, 
“ Remains yours all the same for ever more. 
“ No whit to the purpose is your plea : you 
err i3i« 

“ r the person and the quality—nowise 
“ In the individual,—that’s the case in point! 
“ You go to the ground,—are met by a cross- 
suit 

“ F*oi sc[.>aralion, of the Rachel here, is 2 o 

“From bed and board,—she is the injured 

one, 
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i3Sg ^ md have to answejr it. 
Aft iar the ctrcimtstaiicc of imprisonment 
ttkmt it lends to this yom new 
attack, tm 

** Hevar fear, that point is considered too ! 

** The durance is already at an end 5 
** The convent •quiet preyed upon her health, 
** She is transferred now to her parents’ house 
**—No-parents, when that cheats and 
plunders you, 

** But parentage again confessed in full, isso 
When such confession pricks and plagues 
you more— 

**As now—for, this their house is not the 
house 

In Via Vittoria wherein neighbours* watch 
** Might incommode the freedom of your wife, 
But a certain villa smothered up in vines 
^‘At the town’s edge by the gate i’ the 
Pauline Way, itau 

Out of eye-reach, out of ear-shot, little and 
lone, 

** Whither a friend,—at Civita, we hope, 

** A good half-dozen-hours* ride off,—might, 
some eve, 

** Betake himself, and whence nde back, some 
morn, iw 

Nobody the wiser: but be that as it may, 
^^130 not aiSict your brains with tnfles now. 
“You have still three suits to manage, all 
and each 

** Kuinous truly should the event play felse. 
It is indeed the likelier so to do, 1345 

That brother Paul, your single prop and 
stay, 

** Ater a vain attempt to bring the Pope 
To set aside procedures, sit himself 
“ And summarily use prerogative, 

“ Afford us the infellible finger’s tact im 

^ ** To disentwine your tangle of affairs, 

** Paul,—finding it moreover past his strength 
**To Stem the irruption, bear Rome’s ridicule 
* # * since friends must speak . * . to 
round with you , . , 

^©f the old outwitted hitsband, wronged 

and wroth, im 

-a brace of juveniles— 

A laiWt priast who is versed in Ovid’s art 


** More than hk Sumnm, and a gamesome 
wile 

** Able to act Corinna without book, 

“Beside the wagg^h parents who played 
dupes IMS 

“To dupe the duper—(and truly divers scenes 
“ Of the Arezzo palace, tickle nb 
“ And tease eye till the tears come, so we 
laugh ; 

“Nor wants the shock at the inn its comic 
force, 

“And then the letters and poetry— merum 
sal *) 1S6S 

“ —Paul, finally, in such a state of things, 

“ After a brief temptation to go jump 
“ And join the fishes in the Tiber, drowns 
“ Sorrow another and a wiser way: 

“ House and goods, he has sold all off, is 
gone, 1370 

“Leaves Rome,—whether for France or 
S{)ain, who knows ? 

“ Or Bnlain almost divided from our orb. 
‘‘You have lost him anyhow.” 

Now,— I see my lords 
Shift m their seat,—would I could do the 
same 1 1370 

They probably please expect my bile was 
moved 

To piirpt>se, nor much blame me ; now, they 
judge, 

The fiery titillation urged my flesh 
Break through the bonds. By your pardon, 
no, sweet Sirs ! 

I got such missives in the public place; isoo 
When I sought home, — with such news, 
mounted stair 

sat at last in the sombre gallery, 

<Twas Autumn, the old mother in bed 
betimes, 

Having to bear that cold, the finer frame 
Of her daughter-in-law had found intoler¬ 
able— tm 

The brother, walking misery away 
O’the mountain-side with dog and gun belike) 
As I supped, ate the coarse bread, drank the 


Weak once, wow acrid with the toad’s-head- 
squeeze, ym 
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Mf bestowiwent,—I broke silence ihus; 

** h&t me, a man, maniully meet the to, 
Confront the worst o’ the truth, end, and 
have peace \ 

I am irremediably beaten here,— 

** The gross ilUterate vulgar couple,—Imh ! 

“ Why, they have measured forces, mastered 
mine, im 

“ Made me their spoil and prey from first to 
last. 

“ They have got my name,—’tis nailed now 
fast to theirs, 

“ The child or changeling is anyway my >\ ife; 
‘‘ Point by point as they pUn they execute, 
“They gain all, and I lose all—even to the 
lure 1400 

“That led to loss,—they have the wealth 
again 

“ They hazarded awhile to hook me with, 

“ Have caught the fish and find the bait entire 
“They even have their child or changeling 
back 

“To tmde with, tuni to account a second 
lime. 1405 

“The brother presumably might tell a tale 
“ Or give a warning,—he, too, flies the field, 
“And with him vanish help and hope of help. 
“They liave caught me in the cavern wheie 
I fell, 

“ Covered my loudest cry for human aid uio 
“ With this enormous paving-stone of shame. 
“Well, are we demigods or merely cla) ? 

“ Is success still attendant on desert ? 

“Is this, we live on, heaven and the final 
slate, 

“Or earth which means probation to the 
end } 1415 

“ Why clMm escape from man’s predestined 
lot 

‘ ‘ Of lieing beaten and baffled ?—God’s decree, 
“In which I, bowingbruisetlhead, acquiesce. 

One of us Franceschini fell long since 
“ r the Holy Land, betrayed, tradition runs, 
“ To Puynims by the feigning of a girl 1490 
“ He ntshed to free from ravi.sher, and found 
** Lay safe enough with friends in ambuscade 
Who flayed him while she clapped her hands 
and laughed t 


‘*Let me end, felling by a like device, im 
** It will not be so hard. I am the last 
“ O* my line which will not sufler any more. 
“ I have attained to my fell fifty years, 
(About the average of us all, ’tis said, 

“ Though It seems longer to the unlucky man) 
“—Lived through my share of life| let all 
end here, 1431 

“Me and the house and grief and shame at 
once. 

“ Friends my informants,—I can bear your 
blow i ” 

And I believe ’twas in no unmeet match 
For the stoic’s mood, with something like a 
smile, 14 »» 

That, when morose December rouse^ me 
next, 

I took into my hand, broke seal to read 
The ntw epistle from Rome. “All to no 
use ! 

“ Whate’er the turn next injury take,”smile<i I, 
“ Here’s one has chosen his part and knows 
his cue. 144 * 

“I am done with, dead now ; strike away, 
g(x)d fnends! 

“Are the three suits decided in a trice? 

“ \gjinst me,—there’s no question! How 
does it go ? 

“ Is the jiare/itage of my wife demonstrated 
“ Infamous to her wish ? Parades she now 
“ Ix)Osed of the cincture that so irked the 
loin ? 1446 

“ Is the last penny extracted from my purse 
“ To mulct me for demanding the first pound 
“ Was promisetl in return for value paid ? 

“ Has the priest, with nobody to court be¬ 
side, 1480 

“ Courted the Muse in exile, hitched my hap 
“ Into a rattling ballad-rhyme which, bawled 
“ At tavern-doors, wakes rapture everywhere, 
“And helps cheap wine down throat this 
Christmas time, 

“ Beating the bagpipes? Any or all of these! 
“ As well, good Wends, you cursed my palace 
here 

“ To its old cold stone fece,—^stuck your cap 
for crest 

“ Over the shield that’s extantin the Square,— 
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Rces cumber tomb-top in our &mily church: 
Eet him creep under covert as I shall do, 
Mulf below-ground already indeed. Good¬ 
bye ! 

**My brothers are priests, and childless so; 
that’s well— 

**And, thank God most for this, no child 
leave I— i 464 

** None after me to bear till his heart break 
The being a Franceschini and my son ! ” 

^*Nay,” said the letter, *‘but you have just 

that! I 

A babe, your veritable son and heir— I 
** Lawful,—’tis only eight months since your 
wife 

** Left you,—so, son and heir, your babe was 
born 1470 

Last Wednesday in the villa,—you see the 
cause 

“ For quitting Convent without beat of drum, 
“ Stealing a hurried march to this retreat 
“ That’s not so savs^e as the Sisterhood 
“To slips and stumbles: Pietro’s heart is 
soft, 1476 

“ Violante leans to pity’s side,—the pair 
“ Ushered you into life a bouncing boy; 

“ And he’s already hidden away and safe 
“ From any claim on him you mean to make— 
** They need him for themselves,—don’t fear, 
they know mso 

“The use o’ the bantling,—the nerve thus 
laid bare 

“ To nip at, new and nice, with finger-nail!” 

Then I rose up like fire, and fire-like roared. 
What, all is only beginning not ending now? 
The worm which wormed its way firom skin 
through flesh i 486 

To the hone and there lay biting, did its 
best,— 

Whiil;, it goes on to scrape at the bone’s self, 
WHI wind to inmost marrow and madden me? 
ThettV to be yet my representative, im 

of the name sWl keep displayed 
Aig ivhli ^ ordure on it, brandish still 


The broken sword has served to stir a jakes? 
Who will he be, how will you call the man ? 
A Franceschini,—when who Cut my purse. 
Filched my name, hemmed me round, hustled 
me hard 14 W 

As rogues at a fair some fool they strip i’ the 
midst, 

Wlien these count gains, vaunt pillage pre¬ 
sently :— 

But a Caponsacchi, oh, lie very sure I 
When what demands its tribute of applause 
Is the cunning and impudence o* the pair of 
cheats, i60o 

The lies and lust o’ the mother, and the brave 
Bold carriage of the priest, worthily crowned 
By a witness to his feat i* the following age,— 
And how this three-fold cord could hook and 
fetch 

And land leviathan that king of pride ! iiwo 
Or say, by some mad miracle of chance, 

Is he indeed my flesh and blood, this l>abe ? 
Was it because fate forged a link at last 
Betwixt my wife and me, and l)oth alike 
Found we had henceforth some one thing to 
love, iwo 

Was it when she could damn my soul indeed 
She unlatched door, let all the devils o’ the 
dark 

Dance in on me to covet her escape ? 

Why then, the surplusage of disgrace, the 
spllh 

Over and above the measure of infemy, I 6 i 6 
Failing to take effect on my coarse flesh 
Seasoned with scorn now, saturate with 
shame,— 

Is saved to instil on and corrode the brow, 
'ni%bab)^-softness of my first-l>om child— 
'ffie child I had died to see though in a 
dream, im 

The child I was hid strike out for, beat the 
wave 

And l)affte the tide of troubles where I swam, 
So I might touch shore, lay down life at last 
At the feet so dim and distant and divine 
Of the apparition, as ’twere Mary’s Babe 
Had held, through night and storm, the 
torch aloft,"-” iwe 

Bom now in very deed to bear this brand 
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On and curse me who could not 

save 1 

Rather be the town-talk true, square’s jest, 
street’s jeer im 

True, my own inmost heart’s confession true, 
And he the priest’s bastard and none of mine ! 
Ay, there was cause for flight, swift flight 
and sure! 

The husband gets unruly, breaks all bounds 
When he encounters some familiar face, im 
Fashion of feature, brow and eyes and lips 
Where he least looked to find them,—time i 
to fly! 

This bastard then, a nest for him is made, 

As the manner is of vermin, in my flesh : 
Shall I let the filthy pest buzz, flap and sting, 
Busy at my ritals and, nor hand nor ft)ot 1340 
Lift, but let be, lie still and rot resigned? 

No, I appeal to God,—what says Himself, 
How lessons Nature when I look to learn? 
Why, that I am alive, am still a man 
With brain and heart and tongue and right- 
hand too— 164S 

Nay, even with friends, in such a cause as this, 
To right me if I fail to take my right. 

No more of law ; a voice lieyond the law 
Enters my heart, Quis es(pro Domino D 

Myself, in my own Vittiano, told the tale isso 
To my own serving-people summoned there : 
Told the first half of it, scarce heard to end 
By judges who got done with judgment quick 
And clamoured to go execute her ’best—- 
Who cried “ Not one of us that dig your soil 
“ And dress your vineyard, prune your olive- 
trees, 1566 

“ Bill would have brained the man debauched 
our wife, 

*‘And staked the wife whose lust allured 
the man, 

**And paunched the Duke, had it lieen 
possible, 

“Who ruled the land yet barred us such 
revenge 1 ” im 

I fixed on the first whose eyes caught mine, 
some four 

^ Quis €st pro Domino: “Who is on the 
Lord's aide?' 


Resolute youngsters with the heart still firesh, 
Filled my purse with the residue o’ the coin 
Uncaught-up by my wife whom haste made 
blind, 

Donned the first rough and rural garb 1 
found, 106S 

Took whatsoever weapon came to hand, 

And out we flung and on we ran or reeled 
Romeward. I have no memory of our way, 
Only that, when at intervals the cloud 
Of horror about me opened to let in life, 

I listened to some song in the ear, some snatch 
Of a legend, relic of religion, stray 
Fragment of record very strong and old 
Of the first conscience, the anterior right, 
The God’s-gift to mankind, impulse to 
quench laTs 

The antagonistic spark of hell and tread 
Satan and all his malice into dust, 

Declare to the world the one law, right is 
right. 

Then the cloud re-encompassed me, and so 
I found myself, as on the wings of winds, im 
Arrived: I was at Rome on Clu-istmas Eve. 

Festive bells—everj’where the Feast o* the 
Babe, 

Joy upon earth, peace and good will to man ! 
I am baptized. I started and let drop 
The dagger. “Where is it, His promised 
peiice?” isas 

Nine days o’ the Birth-Feast did I pause and 
pray 

To enter into no temptation more. 

I lx)re the hateful house, my brother’s once. 
Deserted,—let the ghost of social joy 
MiKk and make mouths at me from empty 
room im 

And idle door that missed the master’s step,— 
Bore the frank wonder of incredulous eyes, 
As my own people watched without a word, 
Waited, from where they huddled round the 

I hearth 

Black like all else, that nod so slow to come. 

II stopped my ears even to the inner call im 
j Of the dread duty, only heard the song 

I “ Peace upon earth,” saw nothing but the fiice 
IO* the Holy Infimt and the halo there 
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It, Satftn’s wMch I else sljoiild see^ 
^ fey day, joy varied and withered off: 
Babe’s leice, premature with peak and 


pine, 

Slink into wrinkled ruinous old age, 

Suffering and death, then mist-like disap> 
peared, laos 

And showed only the Cross at end of all, 
lieff nothing more to interpose ’twixt me 
And the dread duty; for the angels’ song, 
Peace upon earth,” louder and louder pealed 
Lord, how long, how long Ixj un¬ 
avenged ? ” 1810 

On the ninth day, this grew too much for man. 

I started up—“Some end must be!” At 
once. 

Silence ; then, scratching like a death-w^atch-1 
tick, 

Slowly within my brain was syllabled, 1614 
^*One more concession, one decisive way 
And but one, to determine thee the truth,— 
This way, in fine, I whisper in thy ear; 
“Now doubt, anon decide, thereujx>n act!” 


“ That is a way, thou whisperest in my ear! 
“I doubt, I will decide, then act,” said 
X—► i«ao 

Then beckoned my companions : “Time is 
come! ” 


And so, all yet uncertain save the will 
To do right, and the daring aught save leave 
JRight undone, I did find myself at last laa* 

I’ the dark before the villa with my friends. 
And made the experiment, the final test. 
Ultimate chance that ever was to be 
Foir the wretchedness inside. I knocked, 
pronounced 

yhename, the predetermined touch for truth, 
**What welcome for the wanderer? Open 
Straight—*” isao 

To the friend, physician, friar upon his 

.rounds, 

bdafed, beggar lame and blind ? 
lid, hnt*^** td Caponsacchi I ” And the door 


Anaii Tw|>y» eventhen^ I think, 


V the minute that confirmed my worst of 
fears, M 

I Surely,—I pray God that I think aright!— 
Had but Pompilia’s self, the tender thing 
Who once was good and pure, was once my 
lamb 

And lay in my bosom, had the well-known 

j shape iMO 

I Fronted me in the door-way,—stood there 

faint 

With the recent pang perhaps of giving birth 
To wlmt might, though by miracle, seem my 
child,— 

Nay more, I will say, had even the aged fool 
Pietro, the dotard, in whom folly and age 184S 
Wrought, more than enmity or malevolence, 
To practise and conspire against my peace,— 
Had either of these but o})ened, I had paused. 
But it was she the hag, she that brought hell 
For a dowry wdth her to her husband’s 
house, I 860 

She the mock-mother, she that made the 
match 

And married me to perdition, spring and 
source 

O’ the fire inside me that boiled up from 
heart 

To brain and hailed the Fury gave it birth,— 
Violante Comparini, she it was, im 

With the old grin amid the wrinkles yet, 
Opened: as if in turning from the Cross, 
With trust to keep the sight and save my 
soul, 

I had stumbled, first thing, on the serpent’s 
head 

Coiled with a leer at foot 6f it. ]860 

^ There was the end ! 

Utep was I rapt away by the impulse, one 
Immeasurable everlasting wave of a need 
To abolish that detested life. ’Twas done; 
You know the rest and how the folds o’ the 
thing, MSS 

Twisting for help, involved tlte other two 
More or less serpent-like ; how I was mad, 
Blind, stantped on all, the earth-worms with 
the asp, 

And ended so. tm 

You came on me that ni^ht, 
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fAers of iiwtice,--cai*ght the crime 
In the first natural fireniy of remorse ? 

Twenty miles off, sound sleeping as a child 
On a cloak the straw which promised 
idieker first, 

With the bloody arms beside me,--was it 

not so ? 1676 

Wherefore not ? Why, how else should I be 
found? 

I was my own self, had my sense again. 

My soul safe from the serpents. I could 
sleep: 

Indeed and, dear my lords, I shall sleep now, 
Spite of my shoulder, in five minutes’ 

space, 1680 

When you dismiss me, having truth enough ! 
It is but a few days are passed, I find, 

Since this adventure. Doyou tell me, four? 
Then the dead are scarce quiet where they lie, 
Old Pietro, old Violante, side by side leas 

At the church Lorenzo,—oh, they know it 
well I 

So do L But my wife is still alive, 

Has breath enough to tell her story yet, 

I ler way, which is not mine, no doubt at all. 
And Caponsacchi, you have summoned | 

him,— i«K» I 

Was he so for to send for ? Not at hand ? 

I thought some few o* the stabs were in his 
heart, 

Or had not been so lavish : less had served. 
Well, he too tells his story,—florid prose 
As smooth as mine is rough. You see, my 

lords, i<»5 

There will be a lying intoxicating smoke 
Bom of the blood,—confusion probably,— I 
For lies breed lies—but all that rests with 
you 1 

The trial is no concern of mine ; with me 
The main of the care is over ; I at least iroo 
Recognize who took that huge burthen off, 
Let me begin to live again. I did 
God’s bidding and man’s duty, so, breathe 
free; 

Look you to the rest! I heard Himself 
prescribe, 

That great Physician, and dared lance the 
core iw 


Of the bad Ulcer ; and the rage abates, 

I am myself and whole now; I prove cured 
By the eyes that see, the ears that hear again. 
The limbs that have relearned their youthful 
play, jm 

The healthy taste of food and feel of clothes 
And taking to our common life once more, 
All that now urges ray defence from death. 
The willingness to live, what means it else ? 
Before,—but let the very action speak! 

Judge for yourselves, what life seemed worth 
to me 1716 

Who, not by proxy but in person, pitched 
Head-foremost into danger as a fool 
That never cares if he can swim or no— 

So he but find the bottom, braves the brook. 
No man omits precaution, quite neglects uw 
Secresy, safety, schemes not how retreat, 
Having schemed he might advance. Did I 
so scheme ? 

Why, with a warrant which ’tis ask and have, 
With horse thereby made mine without a 
word, 

I had gained the frontier and slept safe that 
night, 1728 

Then, my companions,—call them W’hat you 
please, 

Slave or stipendiary,—what need of one 
To me whose right-hand did its owner’s work ? 
Hire an assassin yet expose yourself? 

As well buy glove and then thrust naked hand 
I’ the thorn-bush. No, the wise man stays 
1 at home, i7ai 

Sends only agents out, with pay to earn : 

At home, when they come back,—be straight 
discards 

Or else disow ns. Why use such tools at all 
When a man’s foes arc of his house, like 
mine, 17S6 

Sit at his board, sleep in his bed ? Why noise, 
When there’s the acqmtta and the silent way ? 
Clearly rny life was valueless. 

But now 

Health is returned, and sanity of soul 17« 

Nowise indifferent to the body’s harm* 

I find the instinct bids me save my life $ 

My wits, too, rally round me j I pick up 
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liM ^ fitrms t)iat strewed the ground 
before, 

timoticed or spurned aside; I take my 
stand, 1748 

Make my defence. God shall not lose a life 
May do Him further service, while I speak 
And you hear, you my judges and last hope ! 
Yhu are the law: ’tis to the law I look. 

I began life by hanging to the law, irao 

To the law it is I hang till life shall end. 

My brother made appeal to the Pope, ’tis 
true, 

To stay proceedings, judge my cause himself 
Nor trouble law,—some fondness of conceit 
That rectitude, sagacity sufficed i786 

The investigator in a case like mine, 
Dispensed with the machine of law. The 
Pope 

Knew better, set aside my brother’s plea 
And put me back to law,—referred the cause 
Ad judices meos ^—doubtlessly did well. 17<» 
Here, then, I clutch my judges,—I claim law— 
Cry, by the higher law whereof your law 
O’ the land is humbly representative, ~ 

Cry, on what point is it, where either accuse, 
1 4il to furnish you defence ? I stand \im 
Acquitted, actually or virtually, 

By every intermediate kind of court 
That takes account of right or wrong in man, 
Each unit in the series that begins 
With God’s throne, ends with the tribunal 
here. itto 

God breathes, not speaks, his verdicts, felt 
not heard, 

Passed on successively to each court I call 
Man’s conscience, custom, manners, all that 
make I 

More and more effort to promulgate, mark 
God’s verdict in determinable words, im 
Till fewt come human jurists—solidify 
Flidd result,—^what’s fiaable lies forged, 
©tabite,—the residue escapes in fume, 

IM bangs aloff, a cloud, as palpable 
Tb dKa li^ sense as word the legist welds. 

S an’s Pandects only make precise itsi 
sim^y sparkled in men’s eyes before, 
^ Jm their brow or quivered on their 
* % 


Waited the speech they called Imt would not 
come. 

These courts then, whose decree your own 
confirms,— i7S5 

Take my whole life, not this last act alone, 
Look on it by the light reflected thence J 
What has Society to charge me with ? 

Come, unreservedly,—favour none nor fear,^ 

I am Guido Franceschini, am I not? i7» 
You know the courses I was free to take? 

I took just that which let me serve the 
Church, 

I gave it all my labour in body and soul 
Till these broke down i’ the service. 

“ Specify?” 

Well, my last patron was a Cardinal. itw 
I left him unconvicted of a fault— 

W^as even helped, by way of gratitude, 

Into the new life that I left him for, 

This very misery of the marriage,—he 
Made it, kind soul, so far as in him lay— 
Signed the deed where you yet may see his 
name. u»i 

He is gone to his reward,—dead, being my 
friend 

Who could have helped here also,—that, of 
course! 

So far, there’s my acquittal, I suppose. 

Then comes the marriage itself—no question, 
lords, tm 

Of the entire validity of that! 

In the extremity of distress, ’tis true, 

For after-reasons, furnished abundantly, 

I wished the thing invalid, went to you 
Only some months since, set you duly forth 
My wrong and prayed your remedy, that a 
If cheat iffli 

Should not have force to cheat my whole life 
long. 

Annul a marriage ? ’Tis impossibk! 

Though ring about your neck be brass not 
gold, 

“ Needs must it clasp, gangrene you all the 
same! ” im 

Well, let me have the benefit, just so £ur, 

O’ the fiict announced,—my wife then is my 
wife, 

X have allowance for a husband’s right 
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t m Amgbd with jmsshig right’s 4ue bound, 
*^ucli acts 

As i thought }u8t, my wife called cruelty, 
Complained of in due form,—convoked no 
court laai 

Of common gos^pry, but took her wrongs— 
And not once, but so long as patience served— 
To the town’s top, jurisdiction’s pride of place, 
To the Archbishop and the Governor. laa 

These heard her charge with my reply, and 
found 

That futile, this sufficient; they dismissed 
The hysteric querulous rebel, and confirmed 
Authority in its wholesome exercise, 

They, with directest access to the facts, isso 
“ —Ay, for it was their friendship favoured 
you. 

Hereditary alliance against a breach ' 

** r the social order : prejudice for the name 
Of F'ranceschini!”—So I hear it said ; 

But not here. You, lords, never will you 
say 1835 

“ Such is the nullity of grace and truth, 

** Such the corruption of the faith, such lapse 
“ Of law, such warrant have the Molinists 
** For daring reprehend us as they do,— 

“ That we pronounce it just a common case, 
Two dignitaries, each in his degree i84i 
“ First, foremost, this the spiritual head, and 
that 

** The secular arm o’ the body politic, 

“ Should, for mere wrongs’ love and injus¬ 
tice’ sake, 

“ Side with, aid and abet in cruelty i846 
“This broken beggarly noble,—bribed per¬ 
haps 

“ By his watered wine and mouldy crust of 
bread— 

“ Rather than that sweet tremulous flower¬ 
like wife 

“ Who kissed their hands and curled about 
their feet | 

** Ixioking the irresistible loveliness im 
“In tears that takes man captive, turns” 

. . . enough t 

I>oyou blast your predecessors? What forbids 
Posterity to trebly Wast yourselves 
Whosetthe examine and instruct their tongue? 
VOL n. 


You dreaded the crowd, succumbed to the 
popular cry, me 

Or else, would nowise seem defer thereto 
And yield to public clamour though i’ the 
right I 

You ridded your eye of my unseemliness, 

The noble whose misfortune wearied you,— 
Or, what’s more probable, made common 
cause iseo 

With the cleric section, punished in myself 
Maladroit uncomplaisant laity, 

Defective in behaviour to a priest 
Who claimed the customary partnership 
r the house and the wife. Lords, any lie 
will serve I laeti 

Look to it,—-or allow me freed so for! 

Then I proceed a step, come with clean hands 
Thus for, re-tell the tale told eight months 
since. 

The wife, you allow so far, I have not wronged. 
Has fled my roof, plundered me and de- 
camp>ed laro 

In company with the priest her paramour: 
And I gave chase, came up with, caught the 
two 

At the wayside inn where both had spent the 
night, 

Found them in flagrant feult, and found as 
well, 1874 

By documents with name and plan and date, 
The feult was furtive then that’s flagrant now, 
Their intercourse a long established crime. 

I did not take the license law’s self gives 
To slay both criminals o’ the spot at the time. 
But held my hand,—preferred play prodigy 
Of patience which the world calls cowardice, 
Rather than seem anticipate the law lass 
And cast discredit on its organs,—you. 

So, to your bar I brought both criminals, 
And made my statement; heard their counter¬ 
charge, 1SB5 

Nay,—^their corroboration of my tale, 

Nowise disputing its allegements, not 
I* the main, not more than nature’s decency 
Compels men to keep silence in this kind,— 
Only contending that the deeds avofwed im 
Would take another cofour and bear excuse. 

H 
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Ita wa» io between us; so you did. 
iTou disregard the excuse, you breathe away 
1?hc feoiour of innocence and leave guilt black, 
Guilfcy ” is the decision of the court, isss 
And that I stand in consequence untouched, 
One white integrity from head to heel. 

Not guilty ? Why then did you punish them ? 
True, punishment has been inadequate— 

’Tis not I only, not my friends that joke, isoo 
My foes that jeer, who echo “inadequate”— 
For, by a chance that comes to help for once, 
The same case simultaneously was judged 
At Arezao, in the province of the Court ism 
W here the crime had its beginning but not end. 
They then, deciding on but half o’ the crime, 
The effraction, robbery,—^features of the fault 
I never cared to dwell upon at Rome,— 

What was it they adjudged as penalty im 
To Pompilia,—^the one criminal o’ the pair 
Amenable to their judgment, not the priest 
Who is Rome’s? Why, just imprisonment 
for life 

F the Stinche. There was Tuscany’s award 
To a wife that robs her husband: you at 
Rome— 

Having to deal with adultery in a wife im 
And, in a priest, breach of the priestly vow— | 
Give gentle sequestration for a month 
In a manageable Convent, then release, 

You call imprisonment, in the very house 
O’ the very couple, which the aim and end 
Of the culprits’ crime was—just to reach and 
rest 1921 

And there take solace and defy me i well,— 
This difference ’twixt their penalty and yours 
Is immaterial j make your penalty less— 
Merely that she should henceforth wear black 

gloves 1926 

And whate fon, she who wore the <4)posite— 
Why, aU the same the fret o’ the ^ng sub¬ 
sists. 

Reconcile to your conscience as you may, 

Be It qn your own heads, yon pronounced but 
half 

0* the penalty for heinomess like hers isso 
Ida, that pay* ^ hmit at Carnival 
past discretion's fow, 

1 ^ handker^Kief In L<sqt 


Which falls perversely as a lady kneels 
Abruptly, and but half conceals her neck! i985 
I acquiesce for my part: punished, though 
By a pin-point scratch, means guilty ; guilty 
means 

—What have I been but innocent hitherto ? 
Anyhow, here the offence, being punished, 
ends. 

Ends?—for you deemed so, did you not, 
sweet lords? 1940 

That was throughout the veritable aim 
O’ the sentence light or heavy,—^to redress 
Recognized wrong ? You righted me, I think? 
Well then,—what if I, at this last of all, 
Demonstrate you, as my whole pleading 
proves, 1948 

No particle of wrong received thereby 
One atom of right?—that cure grew worse 
disease ? 

That in the process you call “justice done ” 
AU along you have nipped away just inch i»4& 
By inch the creeping climbing length of plague 
Breaking my tree of life from root to branch, 
And left me, after all and every act 
Of your interference,—lightened of what load? 
At liberty wherein ? Mere words and wind! 
“Now I was saved, now I should feel no 
more i 98 fi 

“ The hot breath, find a respite from fixed eye 
“ And vibrant tongue ! ” Why, scarce yoUr 
Imck was turned, 

Ther^lfas the reptile, that feigned death at 
first, 

Renewing its detested spire and spire 
Around me, rising to such heights of hate i960 
That, 80 far from mere purpose now to crush 
And coil itself on the remains of me, 

Body and mind, and there flesh fling content, 
Its aim is now to evoke life from death, 
Make me anew, satisfy in my son 1066 

The hunger I may but never sate, 
Tormented on to perpetuity,^— ^ 

My son, whom, dead, I shaUknow, understand, 
Feel, hear, see, never more escape the sight 
In heaven that’s turned to hell* or hell returned 
(So rather say) to this sapie earth again,— iwi 
Moulded into the and made one, 
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Fashioned of soul as featured like in face, 
First taught to laugh and lisp and stand and go 
By that thief, poisoner and adulteress isn 
I call Pompilia, he calls . . . sacred name, 
Be unpronounced, be unpolluted here ! 

And last led up to the glory and prize of hate 
By his . . . foster-father, Caponsacchi’s self, 
The perjured priest, pink of conspirators. 
Tricksters and knaves, yet polished, superfine, 
Manhood to model adolescence by ! 

Lords, look on me, declare,—when, what I 
show, 

Is nothing more nor less than what you deemed 
And doled me out for Justice,—what did you 
say ? 1985 

For reparation, restitution and more,— 

Will you not thank, praise, bid me to your 
breasts 

For having done the thing you thought to do, 
And thoroughly trampled out sin’s life at last ? 
I have heightened phrase to make your soft 
speech serve, 1990 

Doubled the blow you but essayed to strike, 
Carried into effect your mandate here 
That else had fallen to ground: mere duty 
done, 

Oversight of the master just supplied 
By zeal i’ the servant. I, being used to serve, 
Have simply . . . what is it they charge me 

with ? 1996 

Blackened again, made legible once more 
Your own decree, not permanently writ, 
Rightly conceived but all too fiiintly traced. 
It reads efficient, now, comminatory, 2000 

A terror to the wicked, answers so 
The mood o’ the magistrate, the mind of law. 
Absolve, then, me, law’s mere executant! 
Protect your own defender,—save me, Sirs ! 
Give me my life, give me my liberty, 2005 
My good name and my civic rights again ! 

It would be too fond, too complacent play 
Into the hands o’ the devil, should we lose 
The game here, I for God : a soldier-bee 
That yields his life, exenterate^ with the stroke 
O* the sting that saves the hive. I need that 
life, 2011 

I BMHt§rate: disembowelled. 


Oh, never fear I I’ll find life plenty use 
Though it should last five years more, aches 
and all! 

For, first thing, there’s the mother’s age to 
help— 2014 

Let her come break her heart upon my breast, 
Not on the blank stone of my nameless tomb ! 
The fugitive brother has to be bidden back 
To the old routine, repugnant to the tread, 
Of daily suit and service to the Church,— 
Thro’ gibe and jest, those stones that Shimei 
flung! 2020 

Ay, and the spirit-broken youth at home, 
The awe-struck altar-ministrant, shall make 
Amends for faith now palsied at the source, 
Shall see truth yet triumphant, justice yet 
A victor in the battle of this world ! 2025 

Give me—for last, best gift—my son again. 
Whom law makes mine,—I take him at your 
word, 

Mine be he, by miraculous mercy, lords I 
I,et me lift up his youth and innocence 
To purify my palace, room by room 2(t3o 
I'urged of the memories, lend from his bright 
brow 

Light to the old proud paladin my sire 
Shrunk now for shame into the darkest shade 
O’ the tapestry, showed him once and shrouds 
him now ! 

Then may we,—strong from that rekindled 
smile,— 2038 

Go forward, face new times, the better day. 
And when, in times made better through your 
brave 

Decision now,—might but Utopia be !— 
Rome rife with honest women and strong men, 
Manners reformed, old habits back once 
more, 2040 

Customs that recognize the standard worth,— 
The wholesome household rule in force again, 
Husbands once more God’s representative. 
Wives like the t)rpical Spouse once more, and 
Priests 

No longer men of Belial, with no aim soi# 
At leading silly women captive, but 
Of rising to such duties as yours now,— 
Then will I set my son at my right-hand 
And tell his frither’s story to this point, sms 
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** The task seemed supeihiimdn, still 
*'* I dated and did it, trusting God and law ; 
And they approved of me: give praise to 
hoth 1 ” 

And if, for answer, he shall stoop to kiss 
Ky hand, and peradventure start thereat,— 

I engage to smile “ That was an accident ao66 
** F the necessary process,—^just a trip 
^*0’ the torture-irons in their search for 
truth,— 

** Hardly misfortune, and no feult at all.” 


VI.—GIUSEPPE CAP0NS4CCHI. 

Answer you, Sirs ? Do I understand aright? 
Have patience 1 In this sudden smoke from 
hell,— 

So things disguise themselves,—I cannot see 
My own hand held thus broad before my face 
And know it again. Answer you? Then 
that means s 

Tell over twice what I, the first time, told 
Six months ago ; *twas here, I do believe. 
Fronting you same three in this very room, 

I stood and told you; yet now no one laughs, 
Who then . . , nay, dear my lords, but 
laugh you did, lo 

As good as laugh, what in a judge we style 
Laughter—no levity, nothing indecorous, 
lords I 

Only,—I think I apprehend the mood: 
There was the blameless shrug, permissible 
smirk, 

the pen’s pretence at play with the pursed 
mouth, 10 

The titter stifled in the hollow palm 
Whidi rubbed the eyebrow and caressed the 
nose, 

I first told my tale: they meant, you 
know, 

sly one, all this we are bound believe 1 
he can say no other than what he 
says. «0 

be<m young, too,—come, there’s 

lillielttn .but ibseml>r<;iiU himself; 


“Scramble fiom out the scrape nor move 
the mud,— 

We solid ones may risk a finger-stretch I” 
And now you sit as grave, stare as aghast m 
As if I were a phantom: now ’tis—“ Friend, 
“Collect yourself 1” — no laughing matter 
more— 

^‘Counsel the Court in this extremity, 

“ Tell us again! ”—tell that, for telling which, 
I got the jocular piece of punishment, so 
Was sent to lounge a little in the place 
Whence now of a sudden here you summon 
me 

To take the intelligence from just—^your lips! 
You, Judge Tommati, who then tittered 
most,— 

That she I helped eight months since to escape 
Her husband, was retaken by the same, 36 
Three days ago, if I have seized your sense,— 
(I being disallowed to interfere, 

Meddle or make in a matter none of mine, 
For you and law were guardians quite enough 
O’ the innocent, without a pert priest’s 
help)— 41 

And that he has butchered her accordingly, 
As she foretold and as myself believed,— 
And, so foretelling and believing so. 

We were punished, both of us, the merry 
way: 40 

Therefore, tell once again the tale 1 For 
what ? 

Pompilia is only dying while I speak 1 
^teiy does the mirth hang fire and miss the 
smile ? 

My masters, there’s an old book, you should 
con 

For strange adventures, applicable yet, iw 

’Tis stuffed with. Do you know that there 
was once 

This thing; a multitude of worthy folk 
Took recreation, watched a certain group 
Of soldiery intent upon a game,— 

How first they wrangled, but soon fell to 

play, » 

Threw dioe,-^the best diversion in fke world* 
,A word in your ear,—they are now casting 
lots, 

Ay, with that gature quaint and cry uncouth, 
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the coat of One murdered an hour ago I 
1 am a priest,—talk of what I have learned, 
Pompilia is bleeding out her life belike, 6i 
Gasping away the latest breath of all, 

This minute, while I talk—not while you 
laugh ? 

Yet, being sobered now, what is it you ask 
By way of explanation ? There’s the fact! ee 
It seems to fill the universe with sight 
And sound,—^from the four corners of this 
earth 

Tells itself over, to my sense at least. 

But you may want it lower set i’ the scale,— 
Too vast, too close it clangs in the ear, 
perhaps; 70 

You’d stand back just to comprehend it more. 
Well then, let me, the hollow rock, condense 
The voice o’ the sea and wind, interpret you 
The mystery of this murder. God above ! 

It is too paltry, such a transference 70 

O’ the storm’s roar to the cranny of the stone ! 

This deed, you saw begin—why does its end 
Surprise you ? Why should the event enforce 
The lesson, we ourselves learned, she and I, 
From the first o’ the feet, and taught you, 
all in vain ? so 

This Guido from whose throat you took my 
grasp, 

Was this man to be favoured, now, or feared, 
I./et do his will, or have his will restrained, 

In the relation with Pompilia ? Say ! 

Did any other man need interpose ss 

—^Oh, though first comer, though as strange 
at the work 

As fribble must be, coxcomb, fool that’s near 
To knave as, say, a priest who fears the I 
world— 

Was he bound brave the peril, save the 
doomed, 

Or go on, sing his snatch and pluck his 
flower, 90 

Keep the straight path and let the victim die ? i 
I held so ; you decided otherwise, 

Saw no such peril, therefore no such need i 
To stop song, loosen flower, and leave path^ | 
UaWf 


117 


taw was aware and w-atching, would suffice, 
Wanted no priest’s intrusion, palpably 9s 
Pretence, too manifest a subterfuge ! 
Whereupon I, priest, coxcomb, fribble and 
fool, 

Ensconced me in my corner, thus rebuked, 

A kind of culprit, over-zealous hound loo 
Kicked for his pains to kennel; I gave place 
To you, and let the law reign paramount: 

1 left Pompilia to your watch and ward, 

And now you point me—there and thus she 
lies! 

Men, for the last time, what do you want 
with me ? 105 

Is it,—you acknowledge, as it were, a use, 

A profit in employing me ?—at length 
I may conceivably help the august law ? 

I am free to break the blow, next hawk that 
swoops 

On next dove, nor miss much of good repute? 
Or what if this your summons, after all, in 
Be but the form of mere release, no more, 
Which turns the key and lets the captive go ? 
I have paid enough in person at Civita, 

Am free,—what more need I concern me 
with ? 115 

Thank you ! I am rehabilitated then, 

A very reputable priest. But she— 

The glory of life, the beauty of the world. 
The splendour of heaven, . . , well, Sirs, 
does no one move ? 

Do I speak ambiguously ? The glory, I say, 
And the beauty, I say, and splendour, still 
say I, 191 

Who, priest and trained to live my whole 
life long 

On beauty and splendour, solely at their 
source, 

God,—^have thus recognized my food in her, 
You tell me, that’s fest dying while we talk, 
Pompilia \ How does lenity to me, iw 
Remit one death-bed pang to her? Come, 
smile! 

The proper wink at the hot-headed youth 
Who lets his soul show, through transparent 
words, 

The mundane love that’s sin and scandal too! 
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V&tlltreallsituck acquiescent now, it seems: 
It seems the oldest, gravest signor here, 

Even the redoubtable Tommati, sits 
Chop-fellen, -—understands how law might 
take 

Service like mine, ot brain and heart and 
hand, 133 

In good part. Better late than never, law 
You understand of a sudden, gospel too 
Has a claim here, may possibly pronounce 
Consistent with my priesthood, worthy Christ, 
That I endeavoured to save Pompilia ? 140 

Then, 

You were wrong, you see: that’s well to see, 
though late : 

That’s all we may expect of man, this side 
The grave ; his good is—knowing he is bad ; 
Thus will it be with us when the books ope 145 
And we stand at the bar on judgment-day. 
Well then, I have a mind to speak, see cause 
To relume the quenched flax by this dreadful 
light, 

Burn my soul out in showing you the truth. 

I heard, last time I stood here to be judged, iso 
What is priest’s-duty,—labour to pluck tares 
And weed the com of Molinism; let me 
Make you hear, this time, how, in such a case, 
Man, be be in the priesthood or at plough, 
Mindful of Christ or marching step by step iss 
With . . . what’s his style, the other potentate 
Who bids have courage and keep honour safe, 
Nor let minuter admonition tease ?— 

How he is bound, better or worse, to act. : 
Earth will not end through this misjudgment, | 
no! 160 

For you and the others like you sure to come. 
Fresh work is sure to follow,—wickedness 
That wants withstanding. Many a man of 
blood, 

Many a man of guile will clamour yet, m 
WSdfpatediem his grievance,—as he clutched 
ThSUffey? forsooth a stranger stepped between, 
there's the good gripe in pare waste! 
Mf part 

$ P t% doing it, I pass 
laf the wc^kL I want no more with 


Let me, in heaven’s name, use the very snufF 
O’ the taper in one last spark shall show truth 
For a moment, show Pompilia who was true ! 
Not for her sake, but yours: if she is dead, 
Oh, Sirs, she can be loved by none of you m 
Most or least priestly ! Saints, to do us good, 
Must be in heaven, I seem to understand ; 
We never find them saints before, at least. 

Be her first prayer then presently for you— 
She has done the good to me . . . 

What is all this ? 
There, I was born, have lived, shall die, a 
fool ! 181 

This is a foolish outset:—might with cause 
Give colour to the very he o’ the man, 

The murderer,—make as if I loved his wife, 
In the way he called love. He is the fool 
there! i85 

Why, had there been in me the touch of taint, 
I had picked up so much of knaves’-policy 
As hide it, keep one hand pressed on the place 
Suspected of a spot would damn us both. 

Or no, not her !—not even if any of you ido 
Dares think that I, i’ the face of death, her 
death 

That’s in my eyes and ears and brain and 
heart, 

Lie,—if he does, let him ! I mean to say, 
So he stop there, stay thought from smirching 
her 

The snow-white soul that afigels fear to take 
Uq^nderly. But, all the same, I know m 
I iW© am taintless, and I bare my breast. 

You can’t think, men as you are, all of you, 
But that, to hear thus suddenly such an end 
Of such a wonderful white soul, that comes 
Of a man and murderer calling the white 
black, 201 

Must shake me, trouble and disadvantage. 
Sirs, 

Only seventeen ! 


Why, good and wise you are I 
Ycm might at the beginning stop my mouth : 
So, none would be to speak for her, that 
knew. S 06 

I talk impertinently, and you bear, 

All the same, lliis it is to have to do 
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With honest hearts ; they easily may err, 

But in the main they wish well to the truth. 
You are Christians; somehow, no one ever 
plucked 211 

A rag, even, from the body of the Lord, 

To wear and mock with, but, despite himself, 
He looked the greater and was the better. 
Yes, 

I shall go on now. Does she need or not 
I keep calm ? Calm I’ll keep as monk that 
croons lae 

Transcribing battle, earthquake, famine, 
plague, 

From parchment to his cloister’s chronicle. 
Not one word more from the point now ! 

I begin. 

Yes, I am one of your body and a priest. 221 
Also 1 am a younger son o’ the House 
Oldest now, greatest once, in my birth-town 
Arezro, I recognize no equal there— 

(I want all arguments, all sorts of arms 225 
That seem to serve,—use this for a reason, 
wait!) 

Not therefore thrust into the Church, because 
O’ the piece of bread one gets there. We 
were first 

Of Fiesole, that rings still with the fame 
Of Capo-in-Sacco our progenitor : 230 

When Florence ruined Fiesole, our folk 
Migrated to the victor-city, and there 
Flourished,—our palace and our tower attest, 
In the Old Mercato,- -this was years ago, 
Four hundred, full,—no, it wants fourteen 
just. 235 

Our arms are those of Fiesole itself, 

The shield quartered with white and red : a 
branch 

Are the Salviati of us, nothing more. 

That were good help to the Church? But 
better still— 

Not simply for the advantage of my birth 240 
P the way of the world, was I proposed for 
priest; 

But because there’s an illustration, late 
I’ the day, that’s loved and looked to as a saint 
Still in Arezzo, he was bishop of, 

Sixty years since: he spent to the last doit 
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His bishop’s-revenue among the poor, 246 
And used to tend the needy and the sick, 
Barefoot, because of his humility. 

He it was,—when the Granduke Ferdinand ^ 
Swore he would raze our city, plough the 
place 260 

And sow it with salt, because we Aretiiies 
Had tied a rope about the neck, to hale 
The statue of his father from its base 
For hate’s sake,—he availed by prayers and 
tears 

To pacify the Duke and save the town. 255 
This was my father’s father’s brother. You 
see, 

For his sake, how it was I had a right 
To the self-same office, bishop in the egg, 

So, grew i’ the garb and prattled in the school, 
Was made expect, from infancy almost, 280 
The proper mood o’ the priest; till time 
ran by 

And brought the day when I must read the 
vows, 

Declare the world renounced and undertake 
To become priest and leave probation,—leap 
Over the ledge into the other life, 266 

Having gone trippingly hitherto up to the 
height 

O’er the wan water. Just a vow to read 1 

I stopped short awe-struck. “ How shall 
holiest flesh 

“ Engage to keep such vow inviolate, 

“ How much less mine ? I know myself too 
weak, 270 

“ Unworthy ! Choose a worthier stronger 
man ! ” 

And the very Bishop smiled and stopped my 
mouth 

In its mid-protestation. Incapable? 

** Qualmish of conscience ? Thou ingenuous 
boy ! 

“Clear up the clouds and cast thy scruples 
&r! m 

“ I satisfy thee there’s an easier sense 
“Wherein to take such vow than suits the 
first 

^ Ferdinand : Ferdinand II., Grand-duke of 
I Tuscany 1621-1670, one of the Medici. 
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l%i(i reading* Mark wkat makes 
up smootki 

has been even a solace to mySelf I 
*<Tlie Jews who needs must, in their syna¬ 
gogue, 380 

” Utter sometimes the holy name of God, 

A thing their superstition boggles at, 

“ Pronounce aloud the ineffable sacrosanct,— 
^*How does their shrewdness help them? 
In this wise; 

Another set of sounds they substitute, ass 
** Jumble so consonants and vowels—^how 
^‘Should I know?—that there grows from 
out the old 

** Quite a new word that means the very 
same— 

*^And o’er the hard place slide they with a 
smile. 

** Giuseppe Maria Caponsacchi mine, 290 

^•Nobody wants you m these latter days 
"‘To prop the Church by breaking your 
back-bone,— 

As the necessary way was once, we know, 
*‘When Diocletian flounshed and his like 
**That building of the buttress-work was 
done m 

“By martyrs and confessors : let it hide, 

“ Add not a brick, but, where you see a chink, 
“ Stick in a sprig of ivy or root a rose 
“ Shall make amends and beautify the pile I 
“ We profit as you were the painfullest soo 
“ (y the martyrs, and you prove yourself a 
match 

“ For the crudest confessor ever was, 

“ If you march boldly up and take your stand 
Where their blood soaks, their bones yet 
^ 3 Pew the soil, S04 

“And cry * Take notice, I the young and free 
***Aad well-to-do i’ the world, thus leave 
the world, 

“^Cast in my lot thus with no gay young 

world 


the grand old Church: sho tempts 
' ^ of the two 1 ’ 

the world? Nay, keep sand give 

mi boast of what you 


“We want the pidt o’ the earth to practise 
with, 

“ Not its offscouring, halt and deaf and blind 
“ In soul and body. There’s a rubble-stone 
“ Unfit for the front o’ the building, stuff to 
stow W 4 

“ In a gap behind and keep us weather-tight; 
“ There’s porphyry for the prominent place* 
Good lack! 

“ Saint Paul has had enough and to spare, 
I trow, 

“ Of ragged run-away Onesimus : 

“ He wants the right-hand with the signet- 
ring 

“ Of King Agrippa, now, to shake and use. 

I have a heavy scholar cloistered up, #21 
Close under lock and key, kept at his task 
‘‘Of letting F 4 nelon know the fool he is, 
“In a book I promise Christendom next 
Spring. 834 

“ Why, if he covets so much meat, the clown, 
“ As a lark’s wing next Fnday, or, any day, 
“ Diversion beyond catching his own fleas, 
“He shall be properly swinged, I promise 
him. 

“ But you, who are so quite another paste 
“Of a man,—do you obey me? Cultivate 
“ Assiduous that superior gift you have sai 
“ Of making madrigals—(who told me? Ah I) 
“Get done a Marinesque Adoniad^ straight 
“ With a pulse o’ the blood a^ricking, here 
and there, 

*‘Th#I may tell the lady ‘ And he’s ours I ” 
So I became a priest: those terms changed 

all, 838 

I was good enough for that, nor cheated so; 
I could live thus and still hold head erect. 
Now you see why I may have been before 
A fribble and coxcomb, yet, as priest, break 
word m 

Nowise, to make you disbelieve me now* 

I need that you should know my truth* 
Well, then, 

I A Marinesque Adoniad: alluding to the 
Adane of GiovaUni Battista Marin (or Marini), 
published in 1623, and very popular dtuing the 
sevcsiteenth centmy. 
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According to prescription ciid I live, 
•—Conformed myself, both read the breviary 
And wrote the rhymes, was punctual to my 
place S 4 S 

r the Pieve,^ and as diligent at my post 
Where beauty and feishion rule. I throve 
apace, 

Sub-deacon, Canon, the authority 
For delicate play at larocs,^ and arbiter 
O’ the magnitude of fan-mounts: all the 
while fi60 

Wanting no whit the advantage of a hint 
Benignant to the promising pupil,—thus : 

“ Enough attention to the Countess now, 

** The young one ; ’tis her mother niles the 
roast, 

“ We know where, and puts in a word: go 
pay 355 

** Devoir to-morrow morning after mass ! 

“ Break that rash promise to preach, Passion- 
week ! 

Has it escaped you the Aichbishop grunts 
“And snuffles when one grieves to tell his 
Grace 359 

“ No soul dares treat the subject of the day 
“ Since his own masterly handling it (ha, ha!) 
“Five years ago,—when somebody could 
help 

And touch up an odd phrase in time of need, 
“(He, he 1 )—and somebody helps you, my 
son 1 

“ Therefore, don’t prove so indispensable 
“ At the Pieve, sit more loose i’ the seat, nor 
grow 866 

“ A fixture by attendance morn and eve I 
“ Arezzo’s just a haven midway Rome— 

“ Rome’s the eventual harbour,—^make for 
port, 

“Crowd sail, crack cordage I And your 
cargo be 370 

** A polished presence, a genteel manner, wit 
“ At will, and tact at every pore of you ! 

“ I sent our lump of learning, Brother Clout, 
“ And Father Slouch, our piece of piety, 

“ To see Rome and try suit the Cardinal. 

J Pieve: Sta. Maria deUa Pieve, one of the 
principal churches in Arezzo. 

^ TAr0ci ; a card game. 


“Thither they clump-clumped, beads and 
book in hand, m 

“ And ever since ’tis meat for man and maid 
“How both flopped down, prayed blessing 
on bent pate 

“ Bald many an inch beyond the tonsure’s 
need, 

“ Never once dreaming, the two racwny dolts, 
“There’s nothing moves his Eminence so 
much 381 

“As—far from all this awe at sanctitude—• 
“Heads that wag, eyes that twinkle, modified 
mirth 

“At the closet-lectures on the Latin tongue 
“A lady learns so much by, we know where. 
“Why, body o’ Bacchus, you should crave 
his rule 886 

“ For pauses in the elegiac couplet, chasms 
“ Permissible only to Catullus ! There ! 
“Now go to duty: brisk, break Pnscian’s 
head * 389 

“By reading the day’s office—there’s no help. 
“ You’ve Ovid in your poke to plaster that; 

* * Amen’s at the end of all: then sup with me! ” 

Well, after three or four years of this life, 
In prosecution of my calling, I 
Found myself at the theatre one night S95 
With a brother Canon, in a mood and mind 
Proper enough for the place, amused or no : 
When I saw enter, stand, and seat herself 
A lady, young, tall, beautiful, strange and sad. 
It was as when, in our cathedral once, 4oo 
As I got yawningly through matin-song, 

I saw facehtm^ bear a burden up, 

Base it on the high-altar, break away 
A board or two, and leave the thing inside 
Lofty and lone: and lo, when next I 
looked, 408 

There was the Rafael! I was still one stare, 
When-—“Nay, I’ll make her give you back 
your gaze ”— 

Said Canon Conti; and at the word he tossed 
A paper-twist of comfits to her lap, 

3 Brmh Prisci<m*s 

classical Latin gramma r,, yrlsfema 
was the most famous an<^glraiHihOrity. 

^ Pacchini: porters* 
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and in a trice was at my back 
Noddin^f from over my shoulder. Tlien she 
' tun^, m 

ItfOoked our way, smiled the beautiful sad 
strange smile. 

**Is not she fair? ^Tis my new cousin,” 
said he: 

**Thc fellow lurking there i* the black o* 
the box 

Guido, the old scapegrace: she’s his wife, 
Married three years since .* how his Count- 

sulks 2 416 

*‘He has brought little back from Rome 
beside, 

“ After the Iffagging, bullying. A fiiir face, 

** And—they do say—pocketful of gold 
“When he can worry both her parents 
dead. 499 

“ I don’t go much there, for the chamber’s 
told 

“ And the coffee pale. 1 got a turn at first 
Paying my duty : I observed they crouched 
“ —^The two old frightened family spectres— 
close i 

“In a corner, each on each like mouse on 

mouse 425 

“ r the cat’s cage; ever since, I stay at home. 
Hallo, there’s Guido, the black, mean and 
small, 

“Bends his brows on us—please to bend 
your own 

“ On the shapely nether limbs of Light-skirts 
there 

“ By way of a diversion I I was a fool 430 
“To fling the sweetmeats. Prudence, for 
God’s love! 

“To-^morfow I’ll make my peace, e’en tell 
some fib, 

“ Try if I can’t find means to take you there.” 


Tliat night and next day did the gaze endure, 
Biwfnt to my brain, as sunbeam thro* shut 
eyes^ 435 

And not once changed the beautiful sad 
smile# 

leaned beside my Oeat 
md, part sung-—“/« 


“ All’s to no purpose; I have touted low, 

“ But he saw you staring —guia std —don’t 
incline 440 

“ To know you nearer: him we would not 
hold 

“ For Hercules,—the man would lick your 
shoe 

“ If you and certain efitcacious friends 
“Managed him warily,—but there’s the wife: 
“ Spare her, because he beats her, as it is, 
“She’s breaking her heart quite fest enouglj— 
jam tu — 446 

“ So, l)e you rational and make amends 
“ With little Light-skirts yonder—aw secula 
Secu-h-c-o-o-rum, Ah, yourc^el Every 
one knows 

“ What great dame she makes jealous; one 
against one, m 

“ Play, and win both t ” 

Sirs, ere the week was out, 

11 saw and said to myself Light-skirts hides 
teeth 

“Would make a dog sick,—the great dame 
shows spite 

“ Should drive a cat mad: ’tis but poor work 

this 469 

“Counting one’s fingers till the soimet’s 
crowned. 

“ I doubt much if Marino really be 
“ A better bard than Dante after all. 

“ ’Tis more amusing to go pace at eve 
“ I^ t^ Duomo,—watch the day’s last gleam 
Wtside 460 

“Turn, as into a skirt of God’s own robe, 

“ Those lancet-windows’ jewelled miracle,— 
“ Than go eat the Archbishop’s ortolans, 

“ Digest his jokes. Luckily Lent is near i 
“Who cares to look will find me in my 
stall 40 S 

“ At the Pieve, constant to this feith at least— 
“Never to write a canzonet any more.” 

So, next week, ’twas my patron spoke abrupt, 
In altered guise. * * Young man, can it be true 
“That after all your promise of sound fruit, 
“You have kept away from Countess young 
or old 4sri 

“ And gone play truant in church all day long? 
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‘‘Are you turning Molinist?” I answered 
<juick: 

‘ * Sir, what if I turned Christian? 11 might be. 

The fact is, I am troubled in my mind, 
“Beset and pressed hard by some novel 
thoughts. 476 

“ This your Arezzo is a limited world ; 

There’s a strange Pope,—’tis said, a priest 
who thinks. 

“ Rome is the port, you say ; to Rome I go. 
“I will live alone, one does so in a 
crowd, 480 

“ And look into my heart a little.” “ Lent 
“Ended,”— 1 told friends—“I shall go to 
Rome.” 

One evening I was sitting in a muse 
Over the opened “Summa,”^ darkened 
round 

By tke mid-March twilight, thinking how my 
life 486 

Had shaken under me,—broke short indeed 
And showed the gap ’twixt what is, what 
should be,— 

And into what abysm the soul may slip, 
Leave aspiration here, achievement there, 
Lacking omnipotence to connect extremes— 
Thinking moreover . . , oh, thinking, if 
you like, 491 

How utterly dissociated was I 
A priest and celibate, from the sad strange 
wife 

Of Guido,—^just as an instance to the point, 
Nought more,—how I had a whole store of 
strengths 4 es 

Eating into my heart, which craved employ, 
And she, perhaps, need of a finger’s help, — 
And yet there was no way in the wide world 
To stretch out mine and so relieve myself,— 
How when the page o* the Summa preached 
its best, 500 

Her smile kept glowing out of it, as to mock 
The silence we could break by no one word,— 
There came a tap without the chamber-door, 
And a whisper; when I bade who tapped 
speak out, 

1 Summa: the Summa Thtologie of Thomas 
Aquinas. 


And, in obedience to my summons, last oos 
In glided a masked mufiled mystery, 

Laid lightly a letter on the opened book, 
Then stood with folded arms and foot demure, 
Pointing as if to mark the minutes’ flight 

I took the letter, read to the effect sio 

That she, I lately flung the comfits to, 

Had a warm heart to give me in exchange, 
And gave it,—loved me and confessed it thus, 
And bade me render thanks by word of mouth. 
Going that night to such a side o’ the 
house BI6 

Where the small terrace overhangs a street 
Blind and deserted, not the street in fi'ont: 
Her husband being away, the surly patch, 

At his villa of Vittiano. 

“ And you ? ”—I asked : 
‘ ‘ What may you l)e ? ” “ Count Guido’s kind 
of maid— 921 

“ Most of us have two functions in his house. 
“We all hate him, the lady suffers much, 

“ ’Tis just we show compassion, furnish help, 
“Specially shice her choice is fixed so 
well. 626 

“ What answer may I bring to cheer the sweet 
“ Pompilia?” 

Then I took a pen and wrote 
“ No more of this! That you are fair, I 
know: 629 

“ But other thoughts now occupy my mind. 

“ I should not thus have played the insensible 
“ Once on a time. What made you,—may 
one ask,— 

* ‘ Marry your hideous husband ? ’T was a feiult, 
“ And now you taste the fruit of it. Fare¬ 
well.” 

“There!” smiled I as she snatched it and 
was gone— 586 

“ There, let the jealous miscreant,—Guido’s 
self, 

“ Whose mean soul grins through this trans¬ 
parent trick,— 

“ Be baulked so far, defrauded of his aim I 
I “ What fund of satis&ction to the kiiave, 
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I kick^ tliis his messengef down 

TfWssed to the middle of her impud^ce, 
A»d set his heart at ease so I No, indeed 1 
** There’s the reply which he shall turn and 
twist 

**At pleasure, snuff at till his brain grow 
drunk, 

** As the bear does when he finds a scented 
glove M5 

“ That puzzles him,— a, hand and yet no hand, 
Of other perfume than bis own foul paw I 
** ijasi month, I bad doubtless chosen to play 
the dupe, 

** Accepted the mock-invitation, kept 
•*The sham appointment, cudgel beneath 
cloak, m 

“ Prepared myself to pull the appointer’s self 
** Out of the window firom his hiding-place 
** Behind the gown of this part-messenger 
Part-mistress who would personate the wife. 
•* Such had seemed once a jest permissible; 
**Now I am not i* the mood.” m 

Back next morn brought 
The messenger, a second letter in hand. 

** You are cruel, Thyrsis, and Mjrrtilla moans 
** Neglected but adores you, makes request sao 
“ For mercy : why is it you dare not come ? 
** Such virtue is scarce natural to your age. 
*‘You must love someone else; I hear 
you do, 

*‘The Baron’s daughter or the Advocate’s 
wife, 

** Or both,—all’s one, would you make me 
the third— ees 

I take the crumbs from table gratefully j 
**Nor grudge who feasts there. ’Faith, I 
blush and blaze 1 

MYet If I break all bounds, there’s reason 
me. 

4^ l^ou determinedly bent on Koine ? 

^ wretched here, a monster tortures 

, «* 
with you! 0>me and say you 

|w^M''i^v«yy«ireinag!‘ Donut wtitel 


I,questioned—liffmg half the wMian’s mask 
To let her smile loose. ** So, you gave my 
line m 

** To the merry lady ? ” She kissed off the 
wax, 

“ And put what paper was not kissed away, 
In her bosom to go burn ; but merry, no J 
‘*She wept all night when evening brought 
no friend, »80 

“ Alone, the unkind missive at her breast; 
‘^Thus Philomel, the thorn at her breast 
too, 

Sings” . . . “ Writes this second letter ?” 
“ Even so! 

“Then she may peep at vespers forth?”— 
“ What risk 

“Do we run o’ the husband?”—“Ah,—no 
risk at all! «65 

“He is more stupid even than jealous. 

Ah— ^ 

“That was the reason? Why, the man’s 
away ! 

“ Beside, his bugbear is that friend of yours, 
“ Fat little Canon Conti. He fears him, 

“ How should he dream of you ? I told you 
truth: fioo 

“ He goes to the villa at Vittkno—’tis 
“The time when Spring-sap rises in the 
vine— 

“Spends the night there. And then his 
wife’s a child; 

‘‘% 8 S he think a child outwits him? A 
mere child: 

“ Yet so frill grown, a dish for any duke, m 
“ Don’t quarrel longer with such cates, but 
come i ” 

I wrote “ In vain do you solicit me. 

“ I am a priest: and you are wedded wife, 

‘ ‘ Whatever kind of brute your husband prpve. 
“ I have scruples, in short. Yet ^uld you 
realiy show «» 

“Sign at the window ... but nay, best be 
good I 

“ My thought tre elsewhere,^* ** Take her 
that 

“Agabt 

Hfe himriilleiiieamieis, dieataild 
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to the mrrow of him, make his 
hoart d 05 

His food, anticipate heU*s worm once more ! 
** Let him watch shivering at the window—ay, 
** And let this hybrid, this his light-of-love 
** And lackey-of-lies,—a sage economy,— 
**Paid with embracings for the rank brass 
coin,— 610 

** Let her report and make him chuckle o’er 
“ The break-down of my resolution now, 

“ And lour at disappointment in good time ! 

—So tantalize and so enrage by turns, 

** Until the two fall each on the other like ois 
“Two £amished spiders, as the coveted fly 
“ That toys long, leaves their net and them 
at last! ” 

And so the missives followed thick and fast 
For a month, say,—I still came at every turn 
On the soft sly adder, endlong ’neath my 
tread. 620 

I was met i’ the street, made sign to in the 
church, 

A slip was found i’ the door-sill, scribbled 
word 

'Twixt page and page o* the prayer-book in 
ray place. 

A crumpled thing dropped even before my 
feet, 

Pushed through the blind, alx)ve the terrace- 
rail, 62 S 

As I passed, by day, the very window once. ; 
And ever from corners would be peering up 
The messenger, with the self-same demand 
“Obdurate still, no flesh but adamant? 
“Nothing to cure the wound, assuage the 
throe 630 

“O* the sweetest lamb that ever loved a 
bear?” 

And ever my one answer in one tone— 

“ Go your ways, temptress! Let a priest 
read, pray, 

“Unplagued of vain talk, visions not for 

yml 

** In the end, you’ll have your will and ruin 
me!” m 

One a variation: thus I read: 

gained little by timidity. 


“My husband has found out my love at 
length, 

“ Sees cousin Conti was the stalking-horse, 
“And you the game he covered, poor fet 
soul! 640 

“ My husband is a formidable foe, 

“Will stick at nothing to destroy you. Stand 
“Prepared, or better, run till you reach 
Rome! 

“ I bade you visit me, when the last place 
“My tyrant would have turned suspicious 
at, 645 

“Or cared to seek you in, was . . . why 
say, where? 

“ But now all’s changed : beside, the season’s 
past 

“At the villa,—wants the master’s eye no 
more. 

“Anyhow, I beseech you, stay away 
“From the window! He might well be 
posted there. ” m 

I wrote—“You raise my courage, or call up 
“ My curiosity, who am but man. 

“Tell him he owns the palace, not the street 
“ Under—that’s his and yours and mine alike. 
“ If it should please me pad the path this eve, 
“ Guido will have two troubles, first to get 
“ Into a rage and then get out again. 66 ? 

“Be cautious, though : at the AveT^ 

You of the Court! 
When I stood question here and reached this 
point 660 

O’the narrative,—search notes and see and say 
If someone did not interpose with smile 
And sneer, “ And prithee why so confident 
“That the husband must, of all needs, not 
the wife, 664 

“ Fabricate thus,—what if the lady loved? 
“What if she wrote the letters?” 

learned Sir, 

I told you there’s a picture in our church. 
Well, if a low-browed verger sidled up m 
Bringing me, like a blotch, on his prod’sjx^t, 
A transfixed scorpion, let the 
: Andthensaid a thing that 
i “ This venom issued torn Madpima^s mouth! ^ 
I should reply, “ Rather, the soul pf>ou ^ 
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Has l$sii«d from your body, like from like, 
By way of the ordure-corner 1 ” m 

But no less, 

I tired of die same long black teasing lie 
Ohttruded thus at every turn; the pest 
Was for too near the picture, anyhow t m 
One does Madonna service, making clowns 
Remove their dung-heap from the sacristy. 

“ I will to the window, as he tempts,’* said I: 

Yes, whom the easy love has failed allme, 
“ This new bait of adventure tempts,—thinks 
he, 686 

“Though the imprisoned lady keeps afar, 

**There will they lie in ambush, heads alert, 
Kith, kin, and Count mustered to bite my 
heel. 

“ No mother nor brother viper of the brood 
“Shall scuttle off without the instructive 
bruise 1 ” 


So I went: crossed street and street; “The 
next street’s turn, 

1 stand beneath the terrace, see, above, 
The black of the ambush-window. Then, 
in place 

“ Of hand’s throw of soft prelude over lute, 
“And cough that clears way for the ditty 

JaSt,”^— 696 

I h^^an to laugh already—“ he will have 
“ * Out of the hole you hide in, on to the front, 
“ ‘ Count Guido Franceschini, show yourself! 
“ * Hear what a man thinks of a thing like you, 
** * And after, take this foulness in your fece!’ ” 


The words lay living on my lip, I made 7«i 
The one-tum more—and there at the window 
^ood. 

Framed in its black square length, with lamp 
In hand, 

Fompilia; the same great, grave, griefful air 
As Stands T the dusk, on altar that I know, 76» 
le# aione with one moonbeam in her cell, 
Omr of ail the Sorrows. Ere I knelt— 
myself that she was fiesh and blood— 


||be lild looked one look and vanished. 

^ ^ I thought—“Just so I 

^ ^*avc set her there to 



7U 


“Stationed to see some wedding-band go by, 
“ Onfttir pretence that she must bless the bride, 
“ Or wait some funeral with friends wind paM, 
“ And crave peace for the corpse that claims 
its due, TIB 

“ She never dreams they used her for a snare, 
“And now withdraw the bait has served its 
tuni. 

“Well done, the huslmnd, who shall fare the 
worse! ” 

And on my lip again was—“ Out with thee, 

* ‘ Guido! ” \^en all at once she re-appeared; 
But, this time, on the terrace overhead, 721 
So close above me, she could almost touch 
My head if she bent down ; and she did bend, 
While I stood still as stone, all eye, all ear. 

She began—“ You have sent me letters, Sir: 
“I have read none, I can neither read nor 
write; 726 

“ But she you gave them to, a woman here, 

‘ ‘ One of the people in whose power I am, 

“ Partly explained their sense, I think, to me 
“ Obliged to listen while she inculcates rso 
“ That you, a priest, can dare love me, a wife, 
“ Desire to live or die as I shall bid, 

“ {She makes me listen if I will or no) 

“ Because you saw my fece a single time. 7»4 
“ It cannot be she says the thing you mean ; 
“ Such wickedness were deadly to us both : 

“ But good true love would help me now so 

“ I iHi myself, you may mean good and true. 
“You offer me, I seem to understand, 

“ Because I am in poverty and starve, 74o 
“Much money, where one piece would save 
my life. 

“ The silver cup upon the altar-cloth 
“ Is neither yours to give nor mine to take ; 
“ But I might take one bit of bread therefrom, 
“ Since I am starving, and return the rest, 

“ Yet do no harm; this is my very case. 7411 
“lam in that strait, I may not dare abstain 
“ From so much of assistance as would bring 
“ The guilt of theft on neither you nor me; 
“ But no superftuous particle of aid. tba 
“ I think, if you will let me state my case, 
“Fvca had you been so ftincy-fevered here, 
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** Not your sound self, you must grow healthy 
now— 

** Care only to bestow what I can take. 

“ That it is only you in the wide world, 78o 
** Knowing me nor in thought nor word nor 
deed, 

‘*Who, all unprompted save by your own 
heart, 

“Come proffering assistance now, — were 
strange 

“But that my whole life is so strange: as 
strange 

“ It is, my husband whom I have not wronged 
“ Should hate and harm me. For his own 
soul’s sake, 76i 

“ Hinder the harm ! But there is something 
more, 

“ And that the strangest: it has got to be 
“ Somehow for my sake too, and yet not 
mine, 7m 

“ —This is a riddle—for some kind of sake 
“ Not any clearer to myself than you, 

“ And yet as certain as that I draw breath,— 
“ I would fain live, not die—oh no, not die ! 
“ My case is, I was dwelling happily 7(» 
“ At Rome with those dear Comparini, called 
** Father and mother to me ; when at once 
“ I found I had l^ecome Count Guido’s wife ; 
“Who then, not waiting for a moment, 
changed 

“ Into a fury of fire, if once he was 774 

“ Merely a man : his face threw fire at mine, 
“ He laid a hand on me that burned all peace, 
“ All joy, all hope, and last all fear away, 

“ Dipping the bough of life, so pleasant once, 
“ In fire which shrivelled leaf and bud alike, 
“ Burning not only present life but past, 78o 
“Which you might think was safe beyond 
his reach. 

^*He reached it, though, since that beloved 
pair, 

My fiither once, my mother all those years, 
‘‘That loved me so, now say I dreamed a 
dream 

“And bid me wake, henceforth no child of 
theirs, 786 

“ Never in aU the time their child at alb | 
“ Do you understand ? I cannot: yet so it is. | 


“Just so I say of you that proffer help: 

“ I cannot understand what promptsyoursoul, 
“ I simply needs must see that it is so, 790 
“ Only one strange and wonderful thing more. 
“They came here with me, those two dear 
ones, kept 

“ All the old love up, till my husband, till 
“ His people here so tortured them, they fled. 
“ And now, is it because I grow in flesh 
“And spirit one with him their torturer, 
“That they, renouncing him, must cast off 
me? 

“ If I were graced by God to have a child, 
“Could I one day deny God graced me so? 
“ Then, since my husband hates me, I shall 
break 800 

“No law that reigns in this fell house of hate, 
“ By using—letting have effect so much 
“Of hate as hides me from that whole of hate 
“ Would take my life which I want and must 
have— 

“Just as I take from your exceis of love sos 
“ Enough to save my life with, all I need. 
“The Archbishop said to murder were 
sin: 

“ My leaving Guido were a kind of death 
“ With no sin,—more death, he must answer 
for. m 

“ Hear now what death to him and life to you 
“ I wish to pay and owe. Take me to Rome t 
“You go to Rome, the servant makes me 
hear. 

‘ ‘ Take me as you would take a dog, I think, 
“ Masterless left for strangers to maltreat ; 
“Take me home like that—leave me in the 
house MS 

“ Where the father and the mother are; and 
soon 

“They’ll come to know and call me by my 
name, 

“Their child once more, since child I am, 
for all 

“They now forget me, which is the worst o’ 
the dream— 

“And the w’ay to end dreams is to break 
them, stand, 

“Walk, go: then help me to stand, walk 
and go 1 
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Oovwiior 1 ^ the strta^ shoakl he4> 

; h^'wmkt 

^ ¥<m know how weak the strongest women 
are*- 

** H^w could I find my way there by myself? 
1 cannot even call out, make them hear— 
jTust as in dreams: I have tned and proved 

the fikCt. 838 

have told this story and more to good 
great men, 

^*Tlie Archbishop and the Governor: they 
smiled. 

“ * Stop your mouth, fiur one ! ’—presently 
they frowned, 

you gone, disenjjage you from o^r 
feet I’ m 

“ 1 went in my desmw to an old priest, 

“ Only a fnar, no man like these two, 

<< But good, the j^gustiman, people name 
Romano,—he^^nfessed me two months 
since: 4 

fie fears CJodi why then needs he fear the 

world? 885 

Ami^when he questioned how it came about 
I was found in danger of a sin— 
Despair of any help from providence,^— 

* Since, though your husband outrage you,’ 

ssud he, S9S 

* That IS a case too common, the wives die 
** *Or live, but do not sin so deep as this ’— 
“Then I told-^what I never will tell you— 

“ How, worse than husband’s hate, I had to 

bear 

*‘The love,*—soliciting to ^laine called 
love,— 

^''Of his brother,—the young idle priest i’ 
the house m 

With only the devil to meet there* ‘ This 
Is grave— 

‘Tes, We must interfere i I couiiiisel,—write 
** * To those who used to be your parents once, 
♦Df dangers here, Md them convey you 
hence t’ 

said J, ^when I neither read nor 

m 

^ prmnihsd wil 
^ Ibey are difabof dead|^ 


“ Either they give no credit to the tale, 

“ Or else, wrapped wholly up in their own )oy 
“Of such escape, they care not who cries, 
still m 

“ r the clutches. Anyhow, no word arrives* 
“ All such extravagance and dreadfulness 
“Seems incident to dreaming, cured one 
way,*-*- 

“ Wake me I The letter I received this morn, 
“Said — if the woman spoke your very 
sense— sei 

“ ‘ You would die for me: * I can believe it 
now: 

“ For now the dream gets to involve yourself, 
“First of all, you seemed wicked and not 
good, 

“ In wnting me those letters : you came in 
Like a thief upon me. I this morning said 
“ In my extremity, entreat the thief! m 

“ Try if he have m him no honest touch 1 
“ A thief might save me from a murderer. 
“’Twas a thief said the last kind word to 
Chnst: 

“Chnst took the kindness and forgave the 
theft; m 

“ And so did I prepare what I now say, 

“ But now, that you stand and I see your fece, 
“ Though you have never uttered word yet, 
—well, I know, 

“Here too has been dream-work, delusion 

too, 874 

‘^d that at no time, you with the eyes here, 
“ Ever intended to do wrong by me, 

“Nor wrote such letters therefore. It is 
felse, 

“ And you are true, have beCn true, will be 
true. 

“To Rome then,—when is it you take me 
there ? 8t» 

“ Eadi mmute lostis mortal. Whm?—I ask.” 

I answered “ It shall be when it can be* 

“ I will go hence and do your pleasure, find 
“ The sure and speedy means of travel^ thm 
“Come hade and take you lo your fki^s in 
Rome* 

“There imM a carriage, and the 

restf^-T m 
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A day’s work by to-wiorrow at this time. 
How shall I see you aiwl assure escape ? ” 

She replied, Pass, to-morrow at this hour. 
** If I am at the open window, well: 

If I am absent, drop a handkerchief aso 
** And walk by! I shall see from where I 
watch, 

And know that all is done. Return next 
eve, 

“And next, and so till we can meet and 
speak ! ” 

“ To-morrow at this hour I pass,” said I. 

She was withdrawn. eyn 

Here is another point 
I bid you pause at. When I told thus fer, 
Someone said, subtly, “ Here at least was 
found 

“ Your confidence in error,—you perceived 
“ The spirit of the letters, in a sort, wo 
“ Had been the lady’s, if the body should be 
“ Supplied by Guido; say, he forged them all! 
“ Here was the unforged fact—she sent for 
you, 

“ Spontaneously elected you to help, 

“ —What men call, loved you: Guido read 
her mind, 005 

“ Gave it expression to assure the world 
“ The case was just as he foresaw : he wrote, 
“She spoke.” 

Sirs, that first simile serves still,— 
That frilsehood of a scorpion hatched, I 
say, »io 

Nowhere i’the world but in Madonna’s mouth. 
Go on ! Suppose, that falsehood foiled, next 
eve 

Pictured Madonna raised her painted hand, 
Fixed the face Rafael bent above the Babe, 
On my fece as I flung me at her feet: 010 

Such miracle vouchsafed and manifest, 

Would that prove the first lying tale was true? 
Pompilia spoke, and I at once received, 
Acceptfsd tny own feet, my miracle 
Self- authorised and self-explained,—she 
chose MO 

To summott me and signify her choice. 
Afterward,—-oh I 1 gave a passing glance 
To a certain ugly cloud-shi^, goblin-shred 

vot. II. 


Of hell-smoke hurrying past the splendid 
moon 

Out now to tolerate no darkness more, 92 s 
And saw right throi^h the thing that tried 
to pass 

For truth and solid, not an empty lie : 

“ So, he not only forged the words for her 
“But words for me, made letters he called 
mine; 

“What I sent, he retained, gave these in 
place, wo 

“ All by the mistress-messenger ! As I 
“ Recognized her, at potency of truth, 

“So she, by the crystalline soul, knew me, 

‘ ‘ Never mistook the signs. Enough of this— 
“ Let the wraith go to nothingness again, sa 
‘ ‘ Here is the orb, have only thought for her! ” 

“Thought?” nay, Sirs, what shall follow 
was not thought: 

I have thought sometimes, and thought long 
and hard. 

I have stood before, gone round a serious 
thing, 

Tasked my whole mind to touch and clasp 
it close, m 

As I stretch forth my arm to touch this bar, 
God and man, and what duty I owe both,— 
I dare to say I have confronted these 
In thought: but no such faculty helped here. 
I put forth no thought,—powerless, all that 
night . 945 

I paced the city: it was the first Spring. 

By the invasion I lay passive to, 

In rushed new things, the old were rapt away ; 
Alike abolished—the imprisonment 
Of the outside air, the inside weight o’ the 
world 9B0 

That pulled me down. Death meant, to 
spurn the ground, 

Soar to the sky,—die well and you do that 
The very immolation made the bliss; 

Death was the heart of life, and all the harm 
My folly had crouched to avoid, now proved 
a veil 9» 

Hiding all g^in my wisdom strove to gmsp: 
As if the intense centre of the flame 
Should turn a heaven to that devoted fly 

" X 
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|ii0i«larto, ^phist alike and sage, 
Thomas^ with his sober gre^r goose- 
«|mll, MO 

And sinner Pkto by Cephisian reed,® 

Would kin, pretending just the insect’s good, 
Whisk off, drive back, consign to shade again. 
Into another state, under new rule 
t knew myself was passing swift and sure; 
Whereof the initiatory pang approached, m 
Felicitous annoy, as bitter-sweet 
As when the virgin-band, the victors chaste, 
Feel at the end the earthly garments drop, 

^ And rise with something of a rosy shame wo 
Into immortal nakedness: so I 
Lay, and let come the proper throe would 
thrill 

Into the ecstasy and outthrob pain. 


r the grey of dawn it was I found myself 
Facing the pillared front o’ the PieVe—mine, 
My church: it seemed to say for the first 
time W6 

** But am not I the Bride, the mystic love 
** O’ the Lamb, who took thy plighted troth, 
my priest, 

**To fold thy warm heart on my heart of stone 
And freeze thee nor unftisten any more ? 
Tins is a fleshly woman,—let free mi 

♦* Bestow their life-blood, thou ^t pulseless 
now!” 

See) Day by day I had risen and left this 
church 

At the signal waved me by some ftjolish fen. 
With half a curse and half a pitying smile 989 
For the monk I stumbled over in my haste, 
Prostrate and corpse-hke at the altar-foot 
Intent on his corfim: then the church 
Was ready with her quip, if wor<| conduced, 
To quicken tny pace nor stop hr prating— 
** There I 990 


** ^e thankful you are no such nlnny^ go 
^^|!tath«r to te^ a bladt-eyed novice cards 
gabble Latin and protrude that nose 
|o a sheep’s throu^ no brains 
much inth 1*’ 

Aquinas. on 1*464. 

; IhhhMMls of Cephim out 

r . 



That sort of incentive I Now the church 
changed tone— «•» 

Now, when I found out first that life and 
death 

Are means to an end, that passion uses both, 
Indisputably mistress of the man 
Whose form of worship is self-sacrifice : 

Now, from the stone lungs sighed the scrannel 
voice 1900 

“ Leave that live passion, come be dead with 
me!” 

As if, i’ the febled garden,® I had gone 
On great adventure, plucked in ignorance 
Hedge-fimt, and feasted to satiety. 

Laughing at such high feme for hips and 
haws, 1009 

And scorned the achievement: then come all 
at once 

O’ the pnze o’ the place, the thing of perfect 
gold, 

The apple’s self: and, scarce my eye on that, 
Was ’ware as well o’ the seven-fold dragon’s 
watch. 1009 

Sirs, I obeyed. Obedience was too strange,— 
This new thing that had been struck into me 
By the hxik o’ the lady,—to dare disobey 
ITie first authontaUve word. ’Twas God’s. 

I had been lifted to the level of her, 

Could take such sounds into my sense. I 

said lois 

“Rite two are cognisant o’ the Master now; 
“ She it is bids me bow the head : hoW true, 
I am a priest! I see the function here J 
“ I thought the other way self-sacnficc i i«i9 
“ This is the true, seals up the perfect sum, 

“ I pay it, sit down, silently oliy.” 

So, I went home. Dawn broke, noon 
broadened, I— 

I sat stone-still, let time run over me. «wr 

The sun slanted into my room, had ranched 
The west I opened b^k,—Aquinas blaiEed 
With one black name only on the white page* 
I looked up, saw the sunset $ veipers rang: 

® 7% pm$m: of the ffesperi4«s» 
where the golden apple was guarded by a 
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** She counts the minutes till I keep my word 
** And come say all is ready. I am a priest. 
** Duty to God is duty to her: I think losw 
God, who created her, will save her too 
Some new way, by one miracle the more, 

** Without me. Then, prayer may avail per¬ 
haps.’^ 

I went to my own place i’ the Pieve, read 
The office ; I was back at home again 10*5 
Sitting i’ the dark. “ Could she but know— 
but know 

That, were there good in this distinct from 

G<^’s, 

“ Really good as it reached her, though pro¬ 
cured 

By a sin of mine,—I should sin : God for¬ 
gives. 

“She knows it is no fear withholds me: 

fear ? 1040 

“Of what? Suspense here is the terrible 
thing. 

“ If she should, as she counts the minutes, 
come 

“ On the fantastic notion that I fear 
“ The world now, fear the Archbishop, fear 
perhaps 

“Count Guido, he who, having forged the 
lies, 1045 

May wait the work, attend the effect,-~T 
fear 

“The sword of Guido ! Let God see to that— 
“ Hating Iks, let not her believe a lie ! ” 

Again the morning found me. “ I will work, 
“Tie down my foolish thoughts. Thank 


“ I will go minister, advise her seek loes 
“ Help at the source,—above all, not despsdr: 
“There may be other happier help at hand. 
“ I hope it,—wherefore then neglect to say ? ” 

There she stood—leaned there, for the second 
time, 

Over the terrace, looked at me, then spoke ; 
“ Why is It you have suffered me to stay 
“ Breaking my heart two days more than was 
need ? loee 

“ Why delay help, your own heart yearns to 
give? 

“You are again here, in the self-same mind, 
“ I see here, steadfest in the face of you,— 

“ You grudge to do no one thing that I ask. 

‘ ‘ Why then is nothing done ? You know my 
need. mti 

“Still, through God’s pity on me, there is time 
“And one day more : shall I be saved or no?” 
I answered—“ Lady, waste no thought, no 
word 

“Even to forgive me! Care for what I 
care— im 

“ Only ! Now follow me as I were fete I 
“ Ixave this house in the dark to-morrow 
night, 

“Just before daybreak ;—there’s new moon 
this eve— 

“It sets, and then begins the solid black. 

“ Descend, proceed to the Tornone, step 
“ Over the low dilapidated wall, losi 

“Take San Clemente, there’s no other gate 
“ Unguarded at the hour : some paces thence 
‘ ‘ An inn stands; cross to it; I shall be there. ” 


God so fer ! loso 

“ I have saved her from a scandal, stopped 
the tongues 

“ Had broken else into a cackle and hiss 
“ Around the noble name. Duty is still 
“ Wisdom ! I have been wise.” So the day 
wore. 

At evening—“ But, achieving victory, wkss 
“ I must not blink the priest’s peculiar part, 
Nor shrink to counsel, comfort: priest and 
friend*- 

“ How do we discontinue to be friends ? 


She answered, “ If I can but find the way. 

“ But I shall find it. Go now I ” uas 


I did go, 

Took rapidly the route myself prescribed, 
Stopped atTorrione, climbed the ruined place, 
Proved that the gate was practicable, reached 
The inn, no eye, despite the dark, could 
miss, , m 

Knocked there and enter( 

secure: ^ 

* With Caponsacohi it have 
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2 kaow my betters* Are yo« bound for 

Rome? 1094 

*♦ 2 get swilt horse and trusty man,” said he. 

Then I retraced my steps, was found once more 
In my own house for the last time: there lay 
The laroad pale opened Summa. Shut his 
book, 

** There’s other showing ! ’Twas a Thomas 
too 

** Obtained,—more favoured than his name¬ 
sake here,— iioo 

“A gift, tied foith fast, foiled the tug of 
doubt,— 

** Our Ladys girdle ; down he saw it drop 
“ As she ascended into heaven, they say : | 

** He kept that safe and bade all doubt ^eu* | 
“ I too have seen a lady and hold a grace.” | 

I know not how the night passed: morning 
broke; uoe 

Presently came my servant. ‘ * Sir, this eve— 
Bo you forget ? ” I started. How forget ? 
What is it you know ? ” With due sub¬ 
mission, Sir, 

^'This being last Monday in the month but 
one luo 

‘ ‘ And a vigil, since to-morrow is Saint George, 
** And feast day, and moreover day for copes, 
And Canon Conti now away a month, 

** And Canon Crispi sour because, forsooth, 
**Y<m let him sulk in stall and bear the 
brunt 1115 

** Of the octave . . . Well, Sir, ’tis impor¬ 
tant I ” 

“True! 

‘ ‘ Hearken^ I have to start for Rome this night. 

Ho wcud, lest Crispi overboil and burst 1 
** Provide me with a laic dress! Throw dust 
i* the Canon’s eye, stop his tongue’s scandal 
so! iisi 

See there’s a sword in case of accident*” 

{Iciew the knave, the knave knew me* 

And thus 
iomlkur hindnmee of the 

its hour a|Hl end,*- 


I Felt time’s old barrier*growth of right and fit 
Give way through all its twines, and let me go. 
Use and wont recognized the excepted man, 
Let speed the special service,—and I sped 
Till, at the dead between midnight and 
morn, nsi 

There was I at the goal, before the gate, 
With a tune in the ears, low leading up to loud, 
A light in the eyes, iaint that would soon be 
flare, 

Ever some spiritual witness new and new 
In fester frequence, crowding solitude im 
To watch the way o’ the warfare,—till, at last, 
When the ecstatic minute must bring birth, 
Began a whiteness in the distance, waxed 
Whiter and whiter, near grew and more 
near, ii4o 

Till it was she: there did Pompilia come: 
The white I saw shine through her was her 
soul’s, 

Certainly, for the body was one black. 

Black from head down to foot. She did not 
speak, 

Glided into the carriage,—so a cloud ii« 

Gathers the moon up. “ By San Spirito, 
‘^To Rome, as if the road burned under¬ 
neath! 

“ Reach Rome, then hold my head hi pledge, 
I pay 

“The run and the risk to heart’s content I” 
Just that 

I s^ij^—^then, in another tick of time, iiw 

Sprang, was beside her, she and I alone. 

So it began, our flight thro’ dusk to clear, 
Through day and night and day again to night 
Once more, and to last dreadfol dawn of all. 
Sirs, how should I He quiet in my grave iifis 
Unless you suffer me wring, drop by drop, 
My brain dry, make a riddance of the drench 
Of minutes with a memory in each, 

Recorded motion, breath or look of hm, 
Which poured fcoth would present you one 
pure glass, iiso 

Mirror you plain,God’s sea, glassed in 
gold, 

His saints,—the perfect soul FompHia? 
Mon, 
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You must know that a man gets drunk with 
truth 

Stagnant inside him! Oh, they’ve killed 
her, Sirs! 

Can I be calm ? lies 

Calmly! Each incident 
Proves, I maintain, that action of the flight 
For the true thing it was. The first feint 
scratch 

O’ the stone will test its nature, teach its 
worth 

To idiots who name Parian—coprolite. 1170 

After all, I shall give no glare—at best 
Only display you certain scattered lights 
Lamping the rush and roll of the abyss : 
Nothing but here and there a fire-point pricks 
Wavelet from wavelet: well! 1175 

For the first hour 

We both were silent in the night, I know: 
Sometimes I did not see nor understand. 
Blackness engulphed me,—partial stupor, 
say— 

Then I would break way, breathe through 
the surprise, iiao 

And be aware again, and see who sat 
In the dark vest with the white face and 
hands. 

I said to myself—“I have caught it, I 
conceive 

“ The mind o’ the mystery: ’tis the way 
they wake 

And wait, two martyrs somewhere in a 
tomb 1185 

Each by each as their blessing was to die; 
“ Some signal they are promised and expect,— 
“ When to arise ^fore the trumpet scares: 

“ So, through the whole course of the world 
they wait 

The last day, but so fearless and so safe t 
** No otherwise, in safety and not fear, ii»i 
“ I lie, because she lies too by my side,” 

You know this is not love, Sirs,—it is feith, 
The feeling that there’s God, he reigns and 
rules 

Out of this low world; that is all; no 
harm 1 nw 

At times she drew a soft sigh — music 
seemed 


Always to hover just above her lips, 

Not settle,—break a silence music too. 

In the determined morning, I first found 
Her head erect, her face turned full to 
me, 1200 

Her soul intent on mine through two wide 
eyes. 

I answered them. “You are saved hitherto, 
“We have passed Perugia,—gone round by 
the wood, 

“Not through, I seem to think,—^and op¬ 
posite 

“ I know Assisi; this is holy ground.” 

Then she resumed. “ How long since we 
both left 1206 

“Arezzo?” “Years—and certain hoiurs 
beside.” 

It was at . . . ah, but I forget the names ! 
’Tis a mere {X)st-house and a hovel or two; 

I left the carriage and got bread and wine 
And brought it her. “ Does it detain to 
eat ? ” - ISO! 

“They stay perforce, change horses,—there¬ 
fore eat! 

“ We lose no minute: we arrive, be sure I ” 
This was—I know not where—there’s a great 
hill 1214 

Close over, and the stream has lost its bridge, 
One fords it. She began—“ I have heard say 
“ Of some sick body that my mother knew, 

“ ’Twas no good sign when in a limb diseased 
“ All the pain suddenly departs,—as if 
“ The guardian angel discontinued pain 1220 
“ Because the hope of cure was gone at last: 
“ The limb will not again exert itself, 

“ It needs be pained no longer : so with me, 
“—My soul whence all the pain is past at 
once: 

“All pain must be to work some good in 
the end. 

“True, this I feel now, this may be that 
good, 

“ Pain was because of,—otherwise, I fear I ” 

She said,—a long while later in the dayi 
When I had let the sBeskoe be,—abrupt— 
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yott ft uaotliar?’’ ^‘She died, I was 

1B80 

^^A^erthen?” No sister/* “Whowas 

** Whftt woman were you used to serve this 
way, 

*Be kind to, till I called you and you 
came?” 

I did not like that word. Soon afterward— 
“Tell me, are men unhappy, in some kind 
“ Of mere unhappiness at being men, lase 
“As women suffer, being womanish? 

** Have you, now, some unhappiness, I mean, 
“Bom of what may be man’s strength 
overmuch, 

“ To match the undue susceptibility, law 
“The sense at every pore when hate is close ? 
“ It hurts us if a baby hides its fece 
“ Or child strikes at us punily, calls names 
** Or makes a mouth,—much more if strainer 
men 

“ IftUgh or frown,—just as that were much 
to bear ! is45 

“Yet rocks split,—and the blow-ball does 
no more, 

“ Quivers to feathery nothing at a touch; 

“ And strength may have its drawback weak¬ 
ness ’scapes.” 


Once she asked “What is it that made you 
smile, 

“At the great gate with the eagles and the 
snakes, isso 

“ Where the company entered, ’tis a long time 
' since?” 

“—Forgive—I think you would not under- 
Stft^: 

“Ah, but you ask me,—^therefore, it was 

lids. 


“ That was a certain bijdrop’s villa#gate, 

** I knew It by the eagles,—and at once is» 
**Bito«mher^ this same bishop was just he 
^♦S^saple 0i oM were wont to bid me please 
I wmM catch preferment: so, I smiled 
came to me, a whim— 
thef^elate leaviji to speak, 
In presence^Wft m; 



“ * Still rocketed and mitred more or less ? , 
Don’t you feel all that out of fashion now? 
“*I find out when the day of things is 
done I’” 1265 

At eve we heard the mgdus: she turned —- 
“ I told you I can neither read nor write. 

“ My life stopped with the play-time; I will 
learn, 

“ If I begin to live again : but you— 

“Who are a priest—wherefore do you not 
read iwo 

“ The service at this hour ? Read Gabriel’s 
song, 

“ The lesson, and then read the little prayer 
“ To Raphael, proper for us travellers I ” 

I did not like that, neither, but 1 read. 

When we stopped at FoHgno it was dark, im 
The people of the post came out with lights; 
The driver said, “ This time to-morrow, may 
“Saints only help, relays continue good, 

“ Nor robbers hinder, we arrive at Rome.” 

I urged, “ Why tax your strength a second 
night ? mo 

“Trust me, alight here and take brief repose I 
“ We are out of harm’s reach, past pursuit; 
go sleep 

“ If but an hour! I keep watch, guard the 
while 

“ H^e in the doorway.” But her whole fiuse 
^feianged, 

The misery grew again about her mouth, 

The eyes burned up from faintness, like the 
fiiwn’s tm 

Tired to death in the thicket, when she feels 
The probing spear o’ the huntsman. “ Oh, 
no stay 1 ” 

She cried, in the fewn’s cry, “ On to Rome, 
on, on— 

“Unless ’tis you who fear,—which cannot 
bel” law 

We did go on all night; but at its close 
She was troubled, restless, moaiied low, 
talked at whiles 

To heiself, her brow on <|uiver wkh the 
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Once» wide aw»ke» ehe menaced, at anns’ 
length 

Waved away something—Never again with 
you! 1280 

My soul is mine, my body is my soul^s: 

** You and I are divided ever more 
‘ ‘ In soul and body: get you gone I ” Then I— 
Why, in my whole life I have never prayed! 
“Oh, if the God, that only can, would 
help I 1300 

“Am I his priest with power to cast out 
fiends ? 

“Let God arise and all his enemies 
“Be scattered!” By mom, there was peace, 
no sigh 

Out of the deep sleep. 

When she woke at last, 
I answered the first look—“Scarce twelve 
hours more, im 

“Then, Rome! There probably was no 
pursuit, 

“There cannot now be peril: bear up brave! 
“ JiLst some twelve hours to press through to 
the prize: 

“ Then, no more of the terrible journey! ” 
“Then, isio 

“No more o* the journey: if it might but last! 
“ Always, my life-long, thus to journey still! 
“ It is the interruption that I dread,— 
“With no dread, ever to be here and thus! 
“Never to see a face nor hear a voice ! 
“Yours b no voice 5 you speak when you 
are dumb; isxs 

“ Nor fece, I see it in the dark. I want 
“No fiice nor voice that change and grow 
unkind.*' 

That 1 liked, that was the best thing she said. 

In the broad day, I dared entreat, “De¬ 
scend I ** 13*) 

I told a woman, at the garden-gate 
By the post-house, white and pleasant in the 
$UD, 

“ It b my sister,—talk with her apart I 
“ She b married and unhappy, you perceive; 
“I take heat home because her head b 
hurt t ' 


m 


“ Cmnfort her as you women understand I *' 
So, there I left them by the garden-wall, 
Paced the road, then bade put the horses to, 
Came back, and there she sat: close to her knee, 
A black-eyed child still held the bowl of 
milk, 13S0 

Wondered to see how little she could drink, 
And in her arms the woman’s infant lay. 

She smiled at me “How much good this 
has done I 

“ Thb is a whole night’s rest and how much 
more ’ 

“ I can proceed now, though I wbh to stay. 
“How do you call that tree with the thick 
top ISS 6 

“ That holds in all its leafy green and gold 
“The sun now hke an immense egg of fire?” 
(It was a milhon-leaved mimosa.) “Take 
“The babe away from me and let me 

go ! ” 1340 

And in the carriage “ Still a day, my firiend ! 
“And perhaps half a night, the woman fears. 
“ I pray it finish since it cannot last: 

“There may be more misfortune at the close, 
“ And where wBl you be ? God suffice me 
then f ” - 1846 

And presently — for there was a roadside- 
shrine— 

“ When I was taken first to my own church 
“ Lorenzo in Lucina, being a girl, 

“ And bid confess my feults, I interposed 
“ * But teach me what fault to confess and 
know I ’ 1880 

“ So, the priest said—‘ You should bethink 
yourself: 

“ * Each human being needs must have done 
wrong I ’ f 

“Now, be you candid and no priest but 
friend— 

“Were I surprised and killed here on the spot, 
“A runaway from husband and hb h<mie, 

“ Do you account it were in s}n I jjied ^ 

“ My husband used to seem to harm 
not . . . 

“ Not on pretence he punished sin of mitb, 

“ Nor for sin’s sake and lust of crtmlty, ^ 1808 
“ But as I heard him bid a bnnmg-maii ^ 
“ At the villa take a kmib once^to 

J ^ 
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** AAd Ibaw filotroU it, meaning that th« wolf 
hear its cries, and so come, quick 

ht taught^ 

Biatked to the tmp: he ptactised thus with 
me im 

** That so, whatever were his gain thereby, 

* * Odiers than I might becx>me prey and spoil. 

Had it been only between our two selves,— 
** His pleasure and my pain,—why, pleasure 
him 

«< By dying, nor such need to make a coil! 

** But ^is was worth an efifort, that my pain 
“Should not become a snare, prove pain 
threefold i«n 

“ To other people—strangers—or unborn— 
“How should I know? I sought release 
from that— 

“I think, or else from,—dare I say, some 
cause 

** Sudb as is put into a tree, which turns 
“ Away from the north wind with what nest 

it holds, 1376 I 

** The woman said that trees so turn: now, 
friend, 

** Tell me, because I cannot trust myself! 

** Ycm are a man: what have I done amiss ? ” 
You mu^ conceive my answer,—I forget— laso 
Taken up wholly with the thought, perhaps, 
This time she might have said,—might, did 
not say— 

^ priest.” She said, “ my friend,” 
Day wore, 

We passed the places, somehow the calm 
wen^ 1380 

Again the restless eyes began to rove 
In new Imr of the foe mine could not see. 

She wandered in her mind,—addressed me 
once 

** Gaetano 1 ” ^ —that is not my name: whose 
name? 

I psm alarmed, my head seemed turning too. 

I tiniiidteiied pace with promise now, now 
^ llfreat i mj 

Bade drive and drive, nor any stopping more. 

6i« of tlw stnqis^ttrui^e 
’iP^i 

BiydtVH. n. tocHtos, ' 


“ Then drench her in repose thot^h death’s 
self pour 

“ The plenitude of quiet,—help us, God, iwi 
“ Whom the winds carry ! ” 

Suddenly I saw 
The old tower, and the little white-walled 
clump 

Of buiklings and the cypress-tree or two,— 

“ Already CasteJnuovo—Rome!” I cried, 

“ As good as Rome,—Rome is the next stage, 
think! i40i 

“ This is w^here travellers’ hearts are wont to 
beat. 

“ Say you are saved, sweet lady ! ” Up she 
w'oke. 

The sky was fierce with colour from the sun 
Setting. She screamed out “No, I must 
not die I iwo 

“ Take me no fiirther, I should die: stay here! 
“ I have more life to save than mine I ” 

She swooned. 

We seemed safe: what was it foreboded so ? 
Out of the coach into the inn I bore mo 

The motionless and breathless pure and pale 
Pompilia,—^bore her through a pitying group 
And laid her on a couch, still calm and cured 
By deep sleep of all woes at once. The host 
I Was urgent ‘ ‘ Let her stay an hour or two I mo 
i “ Leave her to us, all will be right by morn!” 

I Oh, my foreboding 1 But I could not choose. 

I |ii||bd the passage, kept watch all night 
long. 

I listened,—not one movement, not one sigh. 
** Fear not; she sleeps so sound t ” they said: 

but I 1490 

Feared, all the same, kept fearing more and 
more, 

Found myself throb with fear from head to 
foot, 

Filled with a sense of such impending woe, 
That, at first pause of night, pretence of gray» 
I made my mind up it was mom.—Reach 
Rome, 1490 

** Lest hell readh her 1 A doeen miles to 
make, 

Another long Imalhfimd we emerge I” I 

SfrKX} 
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P the court-yard, roused the 8ke{^ grooms. 
** Have out 

** Carriage and horse, give haste, take gold ! ” 

said 1. 3439 

While they made ready in the doubtful mom,— 
Twas the last minute,—needs must I ascend 
And break her sleep; I turned to go. 

And there 

Faced me Count Guido, there posed the mean 
man 

As master,—took the field, encamped his 
rights, 34S6 

Challenged the world : there leered new 
triumph, there 

Scowled the old malice in the visage bad 
And black o’ the scamp. Soon triumph 
suppled the tongue 

A little, malice glued to his dry throat, 

And he part howled, part hissed , . , <.»h, 
how he kept \m 

Well out o’ the way, at arm’s length and to 
spare !— 

** My salutation to your priestship ! What ? 

** Matutinal, bu.sy with book so soon 
Of an April day tliat’s damp as tears that 
now 

“ Deluge Arezzo at its darling’s flight ?— 1445 
** ’Tis unfair, wrongs feminity at large, 

** To let a single dame monopolize 
A heart the whole sex claims, should share 
alike: 

Therefore I overtake you, Canon ! Come I 
**Thc lady,—could you leave her side so 

soon? 1480 

** Vou have not yet experienced at her hands 
**My treatment, you lay down undrugged, 
I see! 

** Hence this alertness—hence no death-in-life 
Like what held arms fast when she stole 
firom mine. 

** To be sure, you took the solace and repose 
That first night at Foligno 1—news abound 
O’ the road by this time,—men regaled me 
much, 

As past them I came halting after you, 
“Vulcan pursuing Mars, as poets sing,— 
Still at the last here pant I, but arrive, im 
“Vulcan—and not without my Cyclops too, 


m 


“ The Commissary and the unpoisoned arm 
^‘O’ the Civil Force, should Mars turn 
mutineer. 

Enough of fooling: capture the culprits, 
friend! im 

“ Here is the lover in the smart disguise 
‘‘With the sword,—^he is a priest, so mine 
lies still. 

“ There upstairs hides my wife the ninaway, 
“ His leman : the two plotted, poisoned first, 
“ Plundered me after, and eloped thus fer 
“ Where now you find them. Do your duty 
quick! i4ro 

“ Arrest and hold him ! That’s done: now 
catch her! ” 

During this speech of that man,—well, I 
stcxxl 

Away, as he managed,—still, I stood as near 
The throat of him,—with these two hands, 
my own,— 

As now I stand near yours, Sir,—one quick 
spring, 1475 

One great good satisfying gripe, and lo ! 
There had he lain abolished with his lie, 
Creation purged o’ the miscreate, man re¬ 
deemed, 

A spittle wiped off from the ftice of God! 

I, in some measure, seek a poor excuse i4»o 
For what I left undone, in just this feet 
That my first feeling at the speech I quote 
Was—not of what a blasphemy was dared, 
Not what a bag of veiiomed purulence i4»i 
Was split and noisome,—but how splendidly 
Mirthful, how ludicrous a lie was launched ! 
Would Moli^re’s self wish more than hear 
such man 

Call, claim such woman for his own, his wife, 
Even though, in due amazement at the boast. 
He had stammered, she moreover was divine? 
She to be his,—were hardly less absurd mi 
Than that he took her name into his mouth, 
Licked, and then let it go again, the beast, 
Signed with his slaver. Oh, she poisoned 
him, 

Plundered him, and the rest 1 Well, what I 
wished 149 s 

Was, that he would but go on, say once more 
So to the world, and get his meed of men« 
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out the speaket tmd and a laughings 
stock, 

So neither did this next device explode 
One listener’s indignation,—that a scribe 
Did sit down, set himself to write indeed, 
While sundry knaves began to peer and pry 
In comer and hole,—that Guido, wiping 
brow i«0 

And getting him a countenance, was fast 
Ij^sing his fear, beginning to strut free 
O’ the stage of his exploit, snuff here, sniff 
there,— 

Then I took truth in, guessed sufficiently 
The service for the moment. ** What I say, 
** Slight at your peril t We are aliens here, 

** My adversary and I, called noble lx)th; 

I am the nobler, and a name men know. 

“ I could refer our cause to our own Court 
**ln our own country, but prefer appetd isrc 
“ To the nearer jurisdiction. Being a priest, 
“ Though in a secular garb,—for reasons good 
** I shall adduce in due time to my peers,— 

I demand that the Church I serve, <le- 
clde 16S0 

“ Between us, right the slandered lady there. 
** A Tuscan noble, I might claim the Duke: 
** A priest, I rather choose the Church,—^bid 
Rome 

**Cbver the wrongedwithherinviolateshield.” 

There was no refrising this: they bore me 
off, 

They bore her off, to separate cells o’ the same 
Ignoble prison, and, separate, thence to Rome. 
FompHia’s fece, then imd thus, looked on me 
The last time in this life: not one sight since. 
Never another sight to be ! And yet im 
I thought I had saved her. I appealed to 
Rome: I 

It seems I mmply sent her to her death* 

You tell me she is dying now, or dead; 

I cannot bring myself to quite believe 
This is a place you torture people in : im 
What if this your intelligence were just 
A subtlety, an honest wile to work 
On a man at unawares? *Twere worthy you* 
No« SiS| I cannot have the lady dead 1 mi 
Itemeet hm^ ia^ngbrowt frii|pif«mteye« 


That voice immortal (oh, that voice of hers t) 
That vision in the blood-red day-break—that 
Leap to life of the pale electric sword 
Angels go armed with,—that was not the last 
O’ the lady ! Come, I see through it, you 
hnd— ises 

Know the manoeuvre I Also herself said 
I had saved her : do you dare say she spoke 
^Ise? 

Let me see for myself if it be so ! 

Though she were dying, a Priest might be of 
use, 

The more when he’s a friend too,—^she caUed 
me i«u) 

Far beyond “ friend.” Come, let me see her 
—indeed 

It is my duty, l>eing a priest: I hope 
I stand confessed, established, proved a priest? 
My punishment had motive that, a priest 
I, in a laic garb, a mundane mode, itie 

Did what were harmlessly done otherwise. 

I never touched her with my fii^er-tip 
Except to carry her to the couch, tlmt eve, 
Against my healt, beneath my head, bowed 

low, IfflS 

As we priests carry the paten : that is why 
—To get leave and go see her of your grace— 
I have told you this whole story over again. 
Do I deserve grace ? For I might lock lips, 
Laugh at your jurisdiction i what have you 
To do with me in the matter ? I suppose im 
You hardly think I donned a bravo’s dress 
To have a hand in the new crime; on the old, 
Judgment’s delivered, penalty imposed, 

I was chained fast at Civita hand and foot--* 
She had only you to trust to, you and Rome, 
Rome and the Church, and no pert meddling 
priest mi 

Two days ago, when Guido, with the right, 
Hacked her to pieces. One might well be 
wroth; 

I Irave been patient, deme my best to help: 

I come from Civita and punishment im 
As friend of the Court—and for pure friend* 
ship’s sake 

Have told my tale to the end;»***iiayi not ie 
end— 

For, widt**^I’B«li 4 r^iiot IMvejmthitteimuae I 
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we ww parted,—*«liall I go on there? 
t iv«S fuesently broi^ht to Rome—yes, here 
I lEfiood tm 

C^pposite yonder very crucifix-*- 
And there sat you and you, Sirs, quite the 
same. 

I heard charge, and bore question, and told 
tale 

Noted down in the book there,—turn and 
see ' 

(f, by one jot or tittle, I vary now t ims i 
r the colour the tale takes, there’s change 
perhaps; 

*Tis natural, since the sky is different, | 
Eclipse in the air now; still, the outline | 
stays. 

1 show^ you how tt came to be my part I 
To save the lady. Then your clerk pro¬ 
duced lesQ 

Papers, a pack of stupid and impure 
Baimlities called letters about love— 

Love, indeed,—I could teach who styled 
them so, 

Better, I think, though priest and loveless: 

both! 16M 

« it that a wife, young, innocent, 

*'Aijd stranger to your person, wrote this 
page?”— 

—She wrote it when the Holy Father wrote 
** The bestiality that posts thro’ Rome, 

“Tut in his mouth by Pasquin.’*^ *‘Nor 
perhaps 

you relttm these answers, verse and 
prose, am 

sealed and sent the lady? There’s 
your hand 

** —This precsouspiececd' verse, I really judge, 
** Is meant to copy my own character, 

** A dm»iy mimic; and this o^her pirose, 
*^Kot so much erven; both raidc fiugery: 

^ Verse, quotha? j^mhoV* verse I When 
Sato Idbn wrote ja\ ims 

VI the name given to a iiatue in 

IRaniEiltio, a ecbbler, wimse shop 
^ whidi 


'*The tract TVibus^* I wrote this to 
match.” 

‘ —How came it, then, the documents were 
found 

* At the inn on your departure ? ”—** 10 {^e, 

* Because there were no documents to find 
■*In my presence,—^you must hide before 

you find. im 

‘Who forged them hardly practised in my 
view; 

* WTio found them waited till I turned my 

back.” 

< —And what of the clandestine visits paid, 

‘ Nocturnal passage in and out the house 
‘With its lord absent? ’Tis alleged you 
climbed ...” icpc 

‘ —Flew on a broomstick to the man i’ the 
moon I 

‘ Who witnessed or will testify this trash ? ” 

«—The trusty servant, Margherita’s self, 
‘Even she who brought you letters, you 
confess, igso 

* And, you confess, took letters in reply: 

‘ Forget not we have knowledge of the fiicts! ’ 

‘ —Sirs, who have knowledge of the foots, 
defray 

‘ The expenditure of wit I waste tovain, 

* Trying to find out just one fact of all I 
‘She who brought letters from who could 

not write, wm 

‘And took back letters to who could not 


** Who was that messenger, of your charity?” 
“ —Well, so for fovours you the circumstaiice 
“ That this same messenger . • . how shall 
wesay? . • • mm 

“ Sub impmtaH&m mtretricis 
“ Zctomft^which makes accusaticm null: 
“We waive this woman’s: nought makes 
void the next. 

“Borsi, called Veneiino, he who drove, 

“O’ the first n%ht when you fied away, at 
length im 

• ZV Trlto/ the tract “De Tribus Im- 
postoribus* (Moses, Mahomet, and Chiiitb 
afim tosnred to in the Middle Ages. 

f* kbmm itmfav to Impmatlon of imehasrity#'* 
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** D^ioses to your kissmgs in the coach, 
Frequent, frenetic . . ‘‘When de¬ 
posed he so?’* 

After some weeks of sharp imfuison- 
ment ...” 

«—Granted by ftiend the Governor, I 
engage—” 

*< —Por his participation in your flight I 1700 
** At length his obduracy melting made 
“The avowal mentioned . “Was dis¬ 
missed forthwith 

“To liberty, poor knave, for recompense. 

“ Sirs, give what credit to the lie you can ! 
“For me, no word in my defence I speak, 

“ And God shall argue for the lady ! ” i 7 (w 

So 

Did I stand question, and make answer, still 
With the same result of smiling disbelief, 
Polite impossibility of Ikith mo 

In such afiected virtue in a priest; 

But a showing fair play, an indulgence, even, 
To one no worse than others after all— 

Who had not brought disgrace to the order, 
played 

Discreetly, niffled gown nor ripped the cloth 
In a bungling game at romps: I have told 
you, Sirs— mo 

If I pretended simply to be pure 
Honest and Christian m the case,—absurd ! 
As well go Ixjast myself above the needs 
O’ the human nature, careless how meat 
smells, 1720 

Wine tastes,—a saint above the smack ! But 
once 

Abate my crest, own flaws i’ the flesh, agree 
To go with the herd, be hog no more nor less, 
Why, hogs in common herd have common 
rights: 

I must not be unduly borne upon, im 

Who just romanced a little, sowed wild oats, 
Bat ’scaped without a scandal, flagrant fault. 
My name helped to a mlrthM circumstance: 
* Joseph ** would do well to amend his plea: 
Uhdottbtedly«--8ome toying with the wife, 
But as for rufflan violence and rape, im 
Potiphar piessed too much on the other side 1 
The intri^e, the elopement, the disguise,— 
wdlcbaiged! 


Ht 


The letters and verse looked hardly hke the 
truth. 3784 

Your apprehension was—of guilt enough 
To be compatible with innocence, 

So, punished best a little and not too much. 
Had I struck Guido Franceschini’s hxx, 

You had counselled me withdraw for my own 
sake, 

Baulk him of bravo-hiring. Friends came 
round, 1740 

Congratulated, “Nobody mistakes! 

“ The pettiness o’ the forfeiture defines 
“ The peccadillo: Guido gets his share : 

“ llh. wife is free of husband and hook-nose, 
“ The mouldy viands and the mother-in-law. 
“ To Civita with you and amuse the time, 

“ T ravesty us ‘ De Raptu Helerue / * 1747 

“ A funny figure must the husband cut 
“When the wife makes him skip, — too 
ticklish, eh? 

“ Do it in Latin, not the Vulgar, then ! 
“Seasons*—we’ll copy and send his Emi¬ 
nence. mi 

“ Mind—one iambus in the final foot 1 
“ He’ll rectify it, be your friend for life I ” 
Oh, Sirs, de{>end on me for much new %ht 
Thrown on the justice and religion here 
By this proceeding, much fresh food ft>r 

thought I 1754 

And I was ju|t set down to study these 
In relegation, two short days ago, 

Admiring how you read the rules, when, clap, 
A thunder comes into my solitude— vm 

I am caught up in a whirlwind and cast here, 
Told of a sudden, in this room where so late 
You dealt out law adroitly, that those scales, 
I meekly bowed to, took ray allotment from, 
Guido has snatched at, broken in your hands, 
Metes to himself the murder of his wile, im 
Full measure, pressed down, running over now! 
Can I assist to an explanation ?—^Yes, 

I rise in your esteem, sagacious Sirs, 

Stand up a renderer of reasons, not im 

The ofl&cious priest would personate Saint 
George 

t S€Mms: tambie veoraes, wlili a in 

the final foot mim4 of an innftm 
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— ---- 

n. ixmjWIi: l^lfncw in ui^idbii^s^ed days. 
Wlbi^t) tlie Mood startles ym? Wbat, after all 
Ttie i^riest whoneeds must canyswoid on thigh 
May hud impeiadve use for it ? Then, there 

was 177» 

A Princess, was a dragon belching dame, 

And should have been a Saint George also ? 
Then, 

There might be worse schemes than to break 
the bonds 

At Arezzo, lead her by the little hand, 

Till she reached Rome, and let her tiy to live? ^ 
But you were law and gospel,—would one 

l^ease irsi I 

Stand back, allow your faculty elbow-room ? 
You blind guides who must needs lead eyes 
that see! 

Fools, alike ignorant of man and God 1 
What was there here should have perplexed 
your wit itbs 

For a wink of the owl-eyes of you? How 
miss, then, 

What’s now forced on you by this flare of fact— 
As if Saint Peter foiled to recognize 
Nero as no apostle, John or James, itso 
T ill someone burned a martyr, made a torch 
O’ the blood and fot to show his features by ’ 
Coutd you foil read this cartulary aright 
On head and front of Franceschini there, 
I^^arge ^ lettered like hell’s masterpiece of 
luitit,— . im 

ThfH: he, from the beginning pricked at heart 
By aome lust, letch of hate a^nst his wife, 
Plotted to plague her into overt sin 
Atid dmme, would slay Pompilia body and 
soul, 

And save his mean self—miserably caught 
I’ the ouagmite of hk own tricks, cheats and 
lies? uoo 

--/that himself wrote those papeiB,—firom 


Made substitution of the thing she hoped, 
For the thing she had and held, its opposite. 
While the husband in the background bit his 
lips 1810 

At eadi fresh foilure of his precious plot ? 

—^That when at the last we did rush eadi on 
each, 

By no chance but because God willed it so- 
The spark of truth was struck from out our 
souls— 18 W 

Made all of me, descned in the first glance, 
Seem fair and honest and permissible love 
O’ the good and true—as the first glance told 
me 

There was no duty patent in the world 
Like daring try be good and true myself. 
Leaving the shows of things to the Lord of 

SklW 1890 

And Ponce o’ the Power of the Air. Our 
very flight, 

Even to its most ambiguous arcumstance, 
Irrefragably proved how futile, false . . . 
Why, men—men and not boys—boys and not 
balxjs 

Babes and not beasts—beasts and not stocks 
and stones I— itss 

Had the liar’s lie been true one pin-point speck, 
Were I the accepted suitor, free o’ the place, 
Disposer of the time, to come at a call 
And go at a wink as who should say me nay,— 
Wh^ need of flight, what were the gain 
Wherefrom nao 

But just damnation, foilure or success? 
Damnation pure and simple to her the wifo 
And me the priest—who bartered private bliss 
For public reprobation, the safe shade im 
For the simahine which men see to pelt me by; 
What other advantage,—we who led the days 
Am! nights alone f the house,—was iftight to 
find? 


mmaelf 

haftie of me and her, 

|S|| gave her md me, 

with $ii(^ pustules of the sold 
Jlhi ai»4 t ^n%ht lake the taint, be 

IMS 

imd laddered over, sp^ 

into % worda^ 



In our whole journey did we stop an hour, 
Diverge a foot stra%ht road till we 
reached 

Or would have neached—bat for dial foSe of 
ours^ lao 

The fother and mother, in the eye of Rome, 
The eye of yourselves we nfode aware of os 
Alt^firiaMioforiilbrtmie? AndMeed 
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You did #0 hr giye ^sanction to our digk, 
Coofim its purpose) as lend helping hand, 
Deliver np Pompilia not to him im 

She fled, but those the flight was ventured 
for. 

Why then could you, who stopped short, not 
go on 

One poor step more, and justify the means, 
Having allowed the end ?—not see and say 
** Here’s the exceptional conduct that should 
claim 1891 

To be exceptionally judged on rules 
“Which, understood, make no exception 
here ”— 

Why play instead into the devil’s hands 
By dealing so ambiguously as gave leas 
Guido the power to intervene like me, 

Prove one exception more ? I saved his wife 
Against law: against law he slays her now ; 
D^l with him 1 

I have done with lieing judged. 

I stand here guiltless in thought, word and! 

deed, iwii 

To the point that I apprise you,—in contempt 
For all misapprehending ignorance 
O’ the human heart, much more the mind of 
Christ,— 

That I assuredly did bow, was blessed 
By the revelation of Pompilia. There ! 

Such is the final fact I fling you, Sirs, 

To mouth and mumble and mismterprel; 
there 1 

“The priest’s in love,” have it the vulgar 
way! 

Unpriest me, rend the rags o’ the vestment, 
do*— 1870 

Degrade deep, disenfranchise all you dare— 
Remove me firom the midst, no longer priest 
And fit companion for the like of you— 

Your gay Abati with the welbtumcd leg 
And rose i’ the hat*rim, Canons, crass at 
neck 1878 

Aiui silk mask in the podcct of the gown. 
Brisk Bishops with the world’s musk still 
unbrnsbed 

IVom the lochet; f 11 no more of these good 

tbingi: 


There’s a crack somewhere, something that’s 
unsound 

1’ the rattle I isce 

For Pompilia—be advised, 
Build churches, go pray I You will find me 
there, 

I know, if you come,—and you will come, I 
know. 

Why, there’s a Judge weeping! Did not I say 
Yon were good and true at lx>ttora ? You sec 
the truth— i88& 

I am glad I helped you : she helped me just 
so. 

But for Count Ciuido,— you must counsel 
there t 

I lx)W my head, Ijend to the very dust, 

Break myself up in shame of feultiness. im 
I had him one whole moment, as I said— 

As I rememlier, as will never out 
O* the thoughts of me,—I had him in arm’s 
reach 

There,—as yt>u stand, Sir, now you cease to 
sit,— isar 

I could have killed him ere he killed his wife, 
And did not: he went off alive and well 
And then effected this last feat—through me I 
Me—not through you—dismiss that fear ! 
’Twas you 

Hindered me slaying here to save her,—^not 
From leaving you and going back to him 
And doing service in Arezzo, Come, im 
Instruct me in procedure ! I conceive— 

In all due self-abasement might I speak— 

I low you will deal with Guido: oh, not death! 
I>calh, if It let her life be: otherwise 
Not death, — your lights will teach you 
clearer 1 I 

Certainly have an instinct of my own 
I’ the matter i bear with me and weigh its 
worth I 

Let us go away—cleave Guido all altme 
Back on the world again that knows him now I 
I think he will be found (indulge so for 1) 
Not to die so much as slide out of life, »« 
Poshed by the gentml horror and cominoii 
hate 


i44 
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0 * tiie very ledge of thingSi 
t Mvxt to see liim cstdi ocnivulsively 
One hf one at all honest forms of life, isis 
At fOftSosi, order, decency and use— 

To cmmp him and get foothold by at least; 
And still they disengage them from his dutch. 
** What, you are he, then, had PompiUa once 
“ And so forwent her ? Take not up wth 

us 1** 1990 

And thus I see him slowly and surely edged 
Off ah the table-land whence life upsprings 
Aiming tor be immortality, 

As the snake, hatched on hill-top by mis¬ 
chance. 

Despite his wriggling, slips, slides, slidders 
down ]j89b 

Hill-side, lies low and prostrate on the smooth 
Level of the outer pistce, lapsed in the vale; 
So I lose Ouido in the lonetiness, 


Silence and dusk, till at the doleful end, 

At the horizontal line, creation’s verge, wao 
From what just is to absolute nothingness— 
Whcxm is it, straining onward still, he meets? 
What other man deep further in the fete, 
Who, turning at the prize of a footfall 
To hatter him and promise fellowship, ms 
Discovers In the act a feightfol fece— 

Judas, made monstrous by much solitude ! 


The two are at one now 1 Let them love 
their love 

That biles and claws like hate, or hate their 

hale 

That mqxs and mows and makes as it were 

love 1 iMo 

fherey let them each tear each in devirs-fon. 
Or fondle this the other while malice aches— 
Both tatdi, both learn detestability 1 
Klsa Mm the kiss, Iscariot I Pay that back, 
That smatch o’ the slaver blistering on your 
lip, IMG 

By dim better trick, the insult he 
Christ— 


him the lure o’ the letters, Aretine! 
slimy-aniooth with je^Mth 
^ pollution ih love’s 

with the hasMsk I im 
o’ the 4adc, 


Foes or feknds, but indissolubly bound, 

In their one spot out of the ken of God 
Or care of man, for ever and ever more I 

Why, Sirs, what’s this? Why, this is sorry 
and strange! im 

Futility, divagation : this from me 
Bound to be rational, justify an act 
Of sober man!—whereas, being moved so 
much, 

I give you cause to doubt the lady’s mind : 

A pretty sarcasm for the world I I fear uwo 
You do her wit injustice,—all through me I 
Like my fate all through,—ineffective help I 
A poor rash advocate I prove myself. 

You might be angry with good cause; but sure 
At the advocate,—only at the undue zeal ma 
‘Dmt spoils the force of his own plea, 1 think? 
My part was just to tell you how things stand, 
State facts and not be flustered at their fume. 
But then ’tis a priest speaks: as for love,—no! 

I If you let buzz a vulgar fly like that jm 
Alxjut your brains, as if I loved, forsooth, 
Indeed, Sirs, you do wrong 1 We had no 
thought 

Of such infatuation, she and I: 

There are many points that prove i|; do be 
just! Wfi 

I told you,—at one little roadside-place 
I spent a good half-hour, paced to and fro 
The garden; just to leave her free awhile, 

I {Mked a handful of Spring herb and 
bloom: 

I might have sat beside her cm the bench 
Where the children were : I wish the thing 
had been, i«k» 

Indeed: the event could not be worse, you 
know: 

One more half-hour of her saved 1 She’s 
dead now, Sirs 1 

While I was running on at such a rate, 
Friends should have plucked me ^ the 
sleeve: I went wsi 

Too much t/ the trivial outside of her fece 
And the purity that shone there—plain to 
me, 

Not to you, what mom natural ? Nor am I 
Infetuated,—ife, I saw, be sure 1 
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Het bi^w had not tlwj right line, leaned too 
much, 

Painter^i would say 5 they like the straight-up 
Greek: iwo 

This seemed bent somewhat with an invisible 
crown 

Of martyr and saint, not such as art approves. 
And how the dark orbs dwelt deep underneath. 
Looked out of such a sad sweet heaven on me ’ 
The lips, compressed a little, came forward 
loo, ISBS 

Careful for a whole world of sin and j^in. 
That was the face, her husband makes his 
plea. 

He sought just to disfigure,—no offence 
Beyond tlmt I Sirs, let us be rational I iwsi 
He needs must vindicate his honour,—ay, 

Yet shirks, the coward, in a clown\ disguise,! 
Away from the scene, endeavours to escape. 
Now, had he done so, slam and left no 
trace « 

O* the slayer,—what were vindicated, pray ? 
You had found his wife disfigured or a! 

corpse, 3005 

For what and by whom ? It is too palpable ’ 
Then, here's another point involving law : 

I use this argument to show you meant 
No calumny against us by tlmt title 
O* the sentence,—liars try to twist it so; 
What penalty it Ixire, I had to pay 2011 
Till further proof should follow of inno 
cence— 

JPr&batimis 0b defectum^ * —proof? 

How could you get proof without trying us ? 
You went through the preliminary fonn, 
Stopped there, contrived this sentence to| 
amuse aots 

The advcrsaiy. If the title ran 
For more than fiiult imputed and not proved, | 
That was a simple penman’s error, else 
A slip r the phrase,—as when we say of you 
‘‘Charged with injustice”—which may 
ei^r be am 

Ornotbe,—*tis a name that sticks meanwhile. 
Another relevant matter; fool that I am ! 
Not ^hat I true, yet a point friends urge: 

* PmMhnk db “for want of 

suMent proot” 


It is not true,—yet, since friends think it 
helps,— tm 

She only tried me when some others foiled— 
Began with Conti, whom I told you of, 

And Guillichini, Guido's kinsfolk both. 

And when abandoned by them, not before, 
Turned to me. That's conclusive why she 
turned. am 

Much good they got by the happy cowardice! 
Conti IS dead, poisoned a month ago; 

Does that much strike you as a sin? Not 
much, 

After the present murder,—one mark more 
On the Moor's skin,—what is black by 
blacker still ? soss 

Conti had come here and told truth. And so 
With Guillichini; he's condemned of course 
To the galleys, as a friend m this affair, 

Tried and condemned for no one thing i* the 
world, 

A fortnight since by who but the Governor ?— 
The just judge, who refused Pompilia help 
At first blusli, being her husband's friend, you 
know. 

There are two tales to suit the separate courts, 
Arezzo and Rome ; he tells you here, we fled 
Alone, unhelped,—lays stress on the main 
fault, W49 

The spiritual sin, Rome looks to; but else¬ 
where 

He likes best we should break in, steal, 
bear off, 

Be fit to brand and pillory and flog— 

That's the charge goes to the heart of the 
Governor; 3e4» 

If these unpriest me, you and I may yet 
Converse, Vmcenzo Marai-Medici I 
Oh, Sirs, there are Worse men than you, I say! 
More easily duped, I mean; this stupid lie, 
Its Ikr never dared propound in Rome, 

He gets Arezzo to receive,—^nay more, aofis 

Gets Florence and the Duke to authorize 1 
This is their Rota’s sentence, their Granduke 
Signs and seals 1 Rome for me hencefor¬ 
ward—Rome, 

Where better men are,—most of all, that man 
The Augustinian of the Hospital* 

Who writes the confaied, he says* 
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4 4yi)0g persoti, never one 
So sweet and true and pure and beautituL 
Aigsood man! Will yon make him Pope one 
day? 

Not that he is not good too, this we have— 
Bnt old,—else he wonld have his word to 
speak, 90C6 

His truth to teach the world: I thirst for 
truth, 

But shall not drink it till I reach the source. 


Of Homan, Grecian j draws the patched gown 
close, noft 

Dreams, Thus should I fight, save or rule 
the world ! — 

Then smilingly, contentedly, awakes 
To the old solitary nothingness. 

So I, from such communion, pass content. . . 

O great, just, good God! Miserable me I «w 


Sirs, I am quiet again. You see, we are 
So very pitiable, she and I, ma 

Who had conceivably been otherwise. 

Forget distemperature and idle heat! 

Apart from truth’s sake, what’s to move so 
much? 

Pompilia will be presently with God ; 

I am, on earth, as good as out of it, aces 
A relegated pnest; when exile ends, 

1 mean to do my duty and live long. 

She and I are mere strangers now: but priests 
Should study passion ; how else cure man¬ 
kind. 

Who come for help in passionate extremes ? 

I do but play with an imagined life aoei 
Of who, unfettered by a vow, unblessed 
By the higher call,—since you will have it 


so,— 

l«eads it companioned by the woman there. 
To live, and see her learn, and learn by her, 
Oat of the low obscure and petty world— 

Or only see one purpose and one will vm 
Ew>lve themselves*!’ the world, change wrong 
to right: 

To hove to do with nothing but iie true. 

The good, the eternal—and these, not alone 
In the mam current of the g^eml life, m 
But small exporiences of every day, 

Ck^noBTUS of the particular hearth and home: 
^ Imtm not only by a comet’s rush 

a rose’s birth,not by thO grandeur, 
God*^ Sow 

$m the Christ. All tjik, how fer 



VIL—POMPIUA 

[In this Book scarcely any explanatory 
notes are necessary. With dramatic appro¬ 
priateness, the speech of Porapilia is expressed 
in language ol exceptional simplicity and 
directness. ] 

I AM just seventeen years and five months 
old, 

And, if I lived one day more, three full 
weeks; 

’Tis writ so in the church’s register, 

Lorenzo in Lucina, all my names 
At length, so many names for one poor child, 
—Francesca Camilla Vittoria Angela « 

Pompilia Companni,—laughable ! 

Also ’tis writ that I was married there 
Four years ago: and they will add, I hope, 
When they insert my death, a word or two,— 
Duulting all about the mo<ie of death,— n 
*is, in its place, this which one cares to 
know, 

That I had been a mother of a son 
Exactly two weeks. It will be through grace 
O’ the Curate, not through any claim I have j 
Because the boy was born at, so baptised w 
Close to, the Villa, in the proper churdi: 

A pretty church, I say no woid against, 

Yet stranger-like,—while this hotetm seems 
My own particular place, I always say. so 
1 used to wonder, i^en 1 stood scarce high 
As the bed here, what the marble lion meant, 
With half hk body rushing from the wall, 
Eating the figure of a prosttate man— 

(To right, it % of entry by the door) m 
An ominous ii%n to one baptiised like me, 
Mmfkd, and to ba buried therei I hc^ 
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Aad th«y should add, to have my life com¬ 
plete, 

He is a boy and Gaetah by name— 

Gaetano, for a reason,—if the friar so 

Don Celestine will ask this grace for me 
Of Curate Ottoboni: he it was 
Baptized me: he remembers my whole life 
As I do his grey hair. 

All these few things 
I know are true,—will you remcml>er them ? 
Because time flies. The surgeon cared for 
me, 37 

To count my wounds,—twenty-two dagger- 
wounds, 

Five deadly, but I do not suffer much— 

Or too much pain,—and am to die to-night, 4o 

Oh how good God is that my babe was bom, 
—Better than bom, baptized and hid away 
Before this happened, safe from being hurt I 
That had been sin (hxl could not well for¬ 
give : 44 

He was too young to smile and save himself. 
When they look, two days after he was bom, 
My l)abe away from me to be Imptized 
And hidden awhile, for fear his foe should 
find,— 

The country-woman, used to nursing babes, 
Said “Why take on so? where is the great 
loss? 80 

“These next three weeks he will but sleep 
and feed, 

“Only begin to smile at the month’s end; 

“ He would not know you, if you kept him 
here, 

“Sooner than that; so, spend three merry 
weeks m 

“ Snt^ in the Villa, getting strong and stout, 
“ And then I bring him back to be your own, 
“And both of you may steal to—-we know 
where 1** 

The memth—there wants of it two weeks this 
day! 

i Still, I half ftmeied when I heard the knock 
At the Villa in the dusk, it might prove she— 
Come to say **Siiice he smiles before the 
timei it 


“Why should I cheat you out of one good 
hour ? 

“ Back I have brought him; speak to him and 
judge!” 

Now I shall never see him; what is worse, 
WHien he grows up and gets to be my age, es 
He will seem hardly more than a great boy ; 
And if he asks “ What was my mother like?” 
People may answer “Like girls of seven¬ 
teen ”— 

And how can he but think of this and that, 
Lucias, Marias, Sofias, who titter or blush 
W^en he regards them as such boys may 
do? n 

Therefore I wish someone will please to say 
I looked already old though I was young; 

Do I not . . . say, if you are by to speak . , . 
Look nearer twenty? No more like, at 
least, rs 

Girls who look arch or retlden when boys 
laugh, 

Than the poor Virgin that I used to know 
At our street-comer in a lonely niche,— 

The balje, that sat upon herknees, broke off,— 
Thin white glazed day, you pitied her the 
more: * so 

She, not the gay ones, always got my rose. 

How happy those are who know how to write! 
Such could write what their son should read 
in time, 

Had they a whole day to live out like me. 
Also my name is not a common name, » 
“ Pompilia,” and may help to keep apart 
A little the thing I am from w»hat girls are. 
But then how far away, how hard to find 
Will anything about me have become, 

Even if the boy bethink himself and as^! 

No father that he ever knew at all, si- 

Nor never had—no, never had, I say! 

That is the truth,—nor any mother left, 

Out of the little two weeks that she lived, 

Fit for such memory as might assist: m 

As good too as no family, no mpe, 

Not even poor old Fietio** name, nor bets, 
Poor kind unwise Violante, it seems 
They nmst not be my parents any more. <• 
That is why somed^ put it k head 




THE RING AHB THE BOOR 


#11 the hojr ** Gaetano -no old name 
Eor so*tw*s sake; I looked up to the sky 
Amd took a new saint ^ to begin anew. 

One who has only been made saint—^how long? 
Twenty-five years: so, caxefuller, perhaps. 
To gti^ a namesake than those old saints 
grow, 106 

Tired out by this time,—see my own five 
saints! 

On second thoughts, I hope he will regard 
The history of me as what someone dreamed, 
And get to disbelieye it at the last: no 

Since to myself it dwindles fast to that. 

Sheer dreaming and impossibility,— 

Just in four days too! All the seventeen 
years, 

Not once did a suspicion visit me 

How very different a lot is mine m 

From any other woman’s in the world. 

The reason must be, ’twas by step and step 
It got to grow so terrible and strange. 

These strange woes stole on tiptoe, as it 
were. 

Into my neigh}x>urhood and privacy, lao 
Sat down where I sat, laid them where I lay ; 
And I was finmd familiarised with fear. 
When firiends broke in, held up a torch and 
cried 

Why, you Pompilia in the cavern thus, 
**Iiow comes that arm of yours about a 
wolf? i» 

And the sojft length,—^lies in and out your 
leet 

^^And kps you round the knee,—a snake 
it is I” 

And no OIL 


Well, and they are right enough, 
% die hMrdi they hold up now t for first, 
V observe, iso 

J hfver hada lhtlicr,-Hao, nor yd 

mjr own hoy can say at least 
I kept taro weeks 

, fdouM 

Gkitan or C^ajdan, fbundd 
mko llvai 


Good Pietro, kind Violante, gaye me 
birth? us 

They loved me always as I love my babe 
(—Nearly so, that is—quite so could not 
bc"”) 

Did for me all I meant to do for him, 

Till one surprising day, three years ago, 

They both declared, at Rome, before some 
judge ISO 

In some Court where the people flocked to 
hear, 

That really I had never Ijeen tlieir child, 

Was a mere castaway, the careless crime 
Of an unknown man, the crime and care too 
much 144 

Of a woman known too well,—little to these. 
Therefore, of whom I was the flesh and blood; 
What then to Pietro and Violante, both 
No more my relatives than you or you ? 
Nothing to theni! You know what they 
declared. 

So with my husl)and, —just such a surprise, 
Such a mistake, in tlmt relationship i in 
Everyone says that husbands love their wives, 
Guard them and guide them, give them 
liappiness; 

Tis duty, law, pleasure, religion: well, 

You see how much of this comes true in 
mine 1 m 

^jjlople indeed woiild fain have somehow 
proved 

He was no husband; but he did not hear. 

Or would not wait, and so has killed m all. 
Then there is . , . only let me name one 
more 1 nt 

There is the firiend,—men will not ask about, 
But tell untruths of, and give nicknames to, 
And think my lover, most surprise of all I 
Do only hear, it Is the priest they mean, 
Gtusqipe Giponsacdu s a priest—^love, m 
And love me! Welbyetp^lethmkiedid* 
I am manned, he has taken priestly vows. 
They know that, and yet go on, say, the saine, 
“Yes, how he kmss yonP **That was 
love’***Hthey say, 

Whmi imythingis answeted that tibei ^ 
Qyriim wonder yon 
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Hmmi th^ iSbake hetidsi i4ty mtich, scarcely 
bl&me^ m 

As if we nei&er of m lacked excuse, 

And anyhow are punished to the lull, 

And downrig:ht love atones for everything! 
Nay, I heard read out in the public Court itc 
B efore the judge, in presence of my friends, 
Xxtters ’twas said the priest had sent to me, 
And other letters sent him by myself, 

We being lovers! 

Listen what this is like ! 
When I was a mere child, my mother « . . 

that’s 181 

Violante, you must let me call her so 
Nor waste time, trying to unlearn the word . . . 
She brought a neighbour’s child of my own age 
To play with me of rainy afternoons ; m 
And, since there hung a tapestry on the wall, 
We two agreed to find each other out 
Among the figures. “ Tisbe, that is you, 

“ With halfmtxm on your hair-knot, spear I 
in hand, m 

** Flying, but no wings, only the great scarf : 

Blown to a bluish rainbow at your back ; 

** Call off your hound and leave the stag alone!” , 
“ —And there arc you, Pompilia, such green j 
leaves m \ 

“ Flourishing out of your five finger-ends, I 
And all the rest of you so brown and rough: 
Why is it you are turned a sort of tree ?” 
You know the figures never were ourselves 
Though we nicknamed them so. Thus, all 
my life,*— 

As well what was, as what, like this, was not,—- 
Looks old, fimtastic and impossible: 

I touch a iiiry thing that fades and fades. 
—Even to my babel I thmight, when he 
was bom, 

Something began for once that would not end, 
Nor change into a laugh at me, l>ut stay 
For evermore, eternally quite mine. m 
Well, so he is,—but yet they bore him off, 
The third day^ lest my huslmndshould lay traps 
And catch hiin, and by means of him catch me. 
Since they have saved him so, it was well done: 
Yet thence comes such confusion of what 
was sio 

With what will be,—that late seems long ago, 


m 

And, what years ahotxld bring round, already 
come. 

Till even he withdraws into a dream 
As the rest do: I fiincy him grown great, 
Stroi^, stem, a tall young man who tutors me, 
Frowns with the others “Poor imprudent 
child I 218 

“ Why did you venture out of the safe street ? 
“ Why go so far from help to that lone house ? 
“ Why open at the whisper and the knock ? ” 

Six, days ago when it was New YeaPs- 
day, m 

We bent above the fire and talked of him, 
What he should do when he was grown and 
great. 

Violante, Pietro, each had given the arm 
I leant on, to walk by, from couch to chair 
And fireside,—laughed, as I lay safe at last, 
“Pompilia’s march from l:)ed to board is 
made, 2 M 

“ Pompilia back again and with a babe, 
“Shall one day lend his arm and help her 
walk ! ” 

Then wc all wished each other more New 
Years. 

Pietro began to scheme — “Our cause is 
gained; mo 

“ The law is stronger than a wicked man: 

“ I^t him henceforth go his way, leave us 
ours! 

“ We will avoid the city, tempt no more 
“ The greedy ones by feasting and parade,— 
“ Live at the other villa, we know where, sss 
“ Still fiirther off, and we can watch the babe 
“ Grow fiist in the good air; and wood is 
cheap 

“ And wine sincere outside the city gate. 

“I still have two or three old friends will 
grope 

“ Their way along the mere half-mile of road, 
“With staff and lantern on a moonless night 
“ When one needs talk: they’ll find me, 
nc\*er fear, 

“And I’ll find them a fiaskoftheold sort yet!” 
Violante said “You chatter like a crow; 

“ Pompilia tires o* the tattle, and diall to 
bedt m 
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** not too max^ tihe fiist day*—someiwimt 

l»QtO 

** To*ioonfow, and, the next, begfin the cape 
*‘And hood aind coat! I have spun wool 
enough*” 

Oh what a haf^ friendly eve was that! m 

And, next day, about noon, out Pietro went-— 
He was so happy and would talk so much, 
UittH Violante pushed and laughed him forth 
SIght'Seeing in the cold,—“ So much to see 
V the churches I Swathe your throat three 
times! ” she cried, 254 

** And, above all, beware the slippery ways. 
And bring us all the news by supper-time! ” 
He came back late, laid by cloak, staff and 
hat. 

Powdered so thick with snowit made us laugh, 
Rolled a great log upon the ash o* the hearth, 
And bade Violante treat us to a dask, seo 
Because he had obeyed her faithfully. 

Gone sight-sec through the seven, and found 
no church 

To his mind like San Giovanni—“ There’s 
the fold, 

** And all the sheep together, big as cats ! 

And such a shej^ieid, half the size of life, 
“Starts up and hears the angel”—when, at 
the door, m 

A tap: we shutted up: you know the rest. 

Pietro at least had done no harm, I know $ 
Nof even Violante, so much harm as makes 
Such revenge lawfoL Certainly she erred— 
Did wrong, how shall I dare say otherwise?— 
In tellii^ that first fiilsehood, buying me m 
From my poor fruilty mother at a price, 

To pass oi upon Pietro as his dtikL 
If (me should take tny babe, g^e lum a name, 
Say he was not Gae^o and roy own, we 
Bat tlmt Some other woman made his mouth 
And tiands and feetr^how very fiilse were 
that! 

NogcMod could come of tlm^ andaHhaimdid* 


That were a trial I refrtse to fime t 
Well, Jhst so here: it proved wrong but 
seemed right m 

To poor Violante—^for there lay, she said. 
My poor real dying mother in her rags, 

Who put me from her with the life and all, 
Poverty, pam, shame and disease at once, 

To die the easier by what price I fetched— 
Also (I hope) because I should be spared 
Sorrow and sin,—why may not that have 
helped ? m 

My fiither,—^he was no one, any one,— 

The worse, the likelier,—call him—^he who 
came, 

Was wicked for his pleasure, went his way, 
And left no trace to track by; there remained 
Nothing but me, the unnecessary life, w 
To catch up or let fell,—and yet a thing 
She could make happy, be made happy with, 
This poor Violante, — who would firown 
thereat ? m 

Well, God, you see ! God plants us where 
we grow. 

It is not that because a laid is liom 
At a wild briar’s end, full i’ the wild beast’s 
way, 

We ought to pluck and put it out of reach 
On the oak-tree top,—say “There the bud 
belongs! ” m 

She thought, moreover, real lies were lies 
^ told 

For harm’s sake; whereas this bad good at 
heart. 

Good for my mother, good for me, and good 
For Pietro who was meant to love a babe, 
And needed one to make his life of use, xio 
Receive hishouse and land when he should die. 
Wrong, wrong and always wrong! how 
pfeinly wrong t 

For see, feuU kept pricking, as feults do. 
All the same at her heart: tWs felsehood 
hatched, 

She could not let it go nor keep it fest «Uf 


wcietofeprescnt sw; 

luy : 


She told me so,—4h© first time I was found 
Locked in her arm* once more after the pain, 
When the nuns me leave them and go 
home* 

f 
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And both of tis cried all the cares away,**^ 
This it was set her on to make amends, 820 
This brought about the marriage—simply 
this 1 

Do let me speak for her you blame so much ! 
When Paul, my husband’s brother, found me 
out, 

Heard there was wealth for who should 
marry me, 

So, came and made a speech to ask my 
hand 335 

p'or Guido,—she, instead of piercing straight 
Through the pretence to the ignoble truth, 
Fancied she saw God’s very finger point, 
Designate just the time for planting me 
(The wild-briar slip she plucked to love and 
wear) 330 

In soil where I could strike real root, and 
grow, 

And get to be the thing I called myself: 

For, wife and husband are one flesh, God 
says, 

knd. I, whose parents seemed such and were 
none, 

Should in a husband have a husband now, 
Find nothing, this time, but was what it 
seemed, m 

—All truth and no confusion any more. 

I know she meant all good to me, all pain 
To herself,—since how could it be aught 
but pain 

To give me up, so, from her very breast, 

The wilding flower-tree-branch that, all 
those years, sii 

She had got used to feel for and find fixed ? 
She meant well: has it been so ill i’ the 
main? 

That is but fruir to ask : one cannot judge 
Of what has been the ill or well of life, 848 
The day that one is dying,—sorrows change 
Into not altogether sorrow-like; 

I do see strangeness but scarce misery, 

Kow it is over, and no danger more. 

My child is safe 5 there seems not so much 
pain. 880 

It comes, most like, that 1 am just absolved, 
Purged of the past, the feul in me, washed 
fear,— 


One cannot both have and not have, you 
know,— 

Being right now, I am happy and colour 
things. 

Yes, everybody that leaves life sees all 885 
Softened and bettered: so with other sights: 
To me at least was never evening yet 
But seemed far beautifuUer than its day, 

For past is past. 

There was a fancy came, 
When somewhere, in the journey with my 
friend, m 

We stepped into a hovel to get food; 

And there began a yelp here, a bark there,— 
Misunderstanding creatures that were wroth 
And vexed themselves and us till we re¬ 
tired. m 

The hovel is life : no matter what dogs bit 
Or cats scratched in the hovel I break from, 
All outside is lone field, moon and such 
peace— 

Flowing in, filling up as with a sea 
Whereon comes Someone, walks fast on the 
white, 370 

Jesus Christ’s self, Don Celestine declares, 
To meet me and calm all things back again. 

Beside, up to my marriage, thirteen years 
Were, ea^ day, happy as the day was long: 
This may have made the change too terrible. 
I know that when Violante told me first m 
The cavalier—she meant to bring next morn, 
Whom I must also let take, kiss my hand— 
Would be at San Lorenzo the same eve 
And marry me,—which over, we should 
go m 

Home both of us without him as before, 

And, till she bade speak, I must hold my 
tongue, 

Such being the correct way with girl-brides, 
From whom one word would make a fether 
blush,-— 864 

I know, I say, that when she told me this, 
—Well, I no more saw sense in what she said 
Than a lamb does ki people dipping wool ; 
Only lay down and kt myself be clipped. 

I And when next day the cavalier who came— 
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tcAl iM Act <be dim 
ikil^ at bead, and wings at ftet, and 

IMrc^ Iffil 

tlimienmg a monster, in our tapestry, 
eat a girl else,—was a cavalier) 

Wbau he proved Guido Franceschim,^-old 
Aikd nothing like so tall as 1 myself, S9s 

Hook-nosed and yellow in a toh of beard, 
Mik^ like a thing I saw on a boy's wnst, 
Becaltedanowland used for catching birds,— 
And when he took my hand and made a 
smile— 

Why, the uncomfortableness of it all 400 

Seemed hardly more important in the case 
Than,—when one gives you, say, a coin to 
spend,— 

Its newness or its oldness; if the piece 
Wdgh prc^rly and buy you what you wish, 
Ho matter whether you get gnme or glare ! 
Men take the coin, return you grapes and 

figs, 406 

HerCi marriage was the coin, a dirty piece 
Would purchase me the praise of those I loved: 
About what else should I concern myself? 

So, hardly knowing what a husband meant, 

I supposed this or any man would serve, 4n 
Ho wMt the worse for being so uncouth : 

For 1 was ill cmce and a doctor came 
Wkjh a great ugly hat, no plume thefeto, 
Madt jerkin and black ^ckles and black 
^ iword, 418 

Add white sharp heard over the ruff in front, | 
And dh so lean, so sour-feced and atWtere !— { 
I Who felt my pulse, made me put out my 
fmigue, I 

Then a plmf, dripped a drop or two | 
Of a bitter somethli^,—I was cured 1 

What mattered the lierce beacd or the grim 
heae? m 

|t m$ the physic beautiffed the man, 

UlMdr ila}pichi,'«-ikever met hh mUteh 
^ t^ mid,—so ugly all the same 1 

tldtnsWtni, m 

deadest day— 

‘ street mud the 


And the bit of Corse,—doaked round, 
covered close, 

I was like something strange or contraband*— 
Into blank San Lorenzo, up the aisle, iW 
My mother keeping hold of me so tight, 

I fencied we were come to see a corpse 
Before the altar which she pulled me toward* 
There we found waiting an unpleasant priest 
Who proved the brother, not our parish 
hiend, m 

But onewith mischief-making mouth and eye, 
Paul, whom I know since to my cost. And 
then 

I heard the heavy church-door lock out help 
Behind us : for the customary warmth, 
j Two tapers shivered on the altar. “ Qmck— 
** Lose no time! ” cned the priest And 
straightway down 4n 

From . , . what's behind the altar where he 
hid— 

Hawk-nose and yellowness and bush and all, 
Stepped Guido, caught my hand, and there 
was I 

O' the chancel, and the priest had opened 
I book, 44fi 

Read here and there, made me say that and 
this, 

And after, told me I was now a wife, 
Honoured indeed, since Christ thus weds the 
I Church, 

And therefore turned he water into wine, 
To4iiow I should obey my spouse like 
Christ. 486 

Then the two slipped aside and talked apart, 
And I, silent and scared, got down again 
And joined my mother who was weeping 
now. 

Nobody seemed to mind us any more, 

And both of us on tiptoe found our way m 
To the door which was unlocked by this* 
and wide. 

When we Were in the street, the rain had 
stopped, 

Att tMngs kHtdmd At our own house- 
door, 

Violasite whispered ** Ho one syllable 

Fietfol GttiMiee never breathe a 
word!** <•« 


hurried tbtm 
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treated to a wetting, diaggle- 
tailsP’ 

Lauglied Hetro as he opened—** Very near 
<< You nmde me brave the gutter^s roaring sea 
** To carry off from roost old dove and young, 
Trussed up in church, the cote, by me, 
the kite \ 4«5 

** What do these priests mean, praying folk 
to death 

On stormy afternoons, with Christmas close 
“ To wash our sins off nor require the rain?” 
Violante gave my hand a timely squeeze, 4fl» 
Madonna saved me from immodest speech, 

I kissed him and was quiet, being a bride. 

WThen I saw nothing more, the next three 
weeks, 

Of Guido—** Nor the Church sees Christ” 
thought I: 

** Nothing is changed however, wine is wine 
And water only water in our house. 475 
Nor did I see that ugly dcKlor since 
‘‘That cure of the illness: just as I was 
cured, 

“I am married,—neither scarecrow will 
return,” 

Three weeks, I chuckled—“How w»ould 
Giulia stare, 479 

“ And Tccla smile and Tisbe laugh outright, 
“ Were it not impudent for brides to talk ! ”— 
Until one morning, as I sat and sang 
At the broidery-frame alone i* the chaml^er,— 
loud 

Voices, two, three together, sobbings too, 
And my name, “Guido,” “Paolo,” Bung 
like stones 46» 

From each to the other ! In 1 ran to sec. 
There stood the very Guido and the priest 
With sly face,—formal but nowise afraid,— 
While Pietro seemed all red and angry, 
scarce 

Able to stutter out Ms wrath in words; m 
And this it was that made my mother sob, 
As he reproached her—“ You have murdered 
us, 

** Me and yourself and this our child beside I” 
Tl}en Guido Interpoied “ Murdered or not, 


“Be it enough your child is now my 
wife I m 

“I claim and come to take her.” Pan! 
put in, 

“ Consider—kinsman, dare I term you so ?— 
“ What is the good of your sagacity 
“Except to counsel in a strait like this? 

“ I guarantee the parties man and wife m 
“ WThether you like or loathe it, bless or ban. 
“May spilt milk be put back within the 
lx)wl— 

“The done thing, undone? You, it is, we 
look 

“ For counsel to, you fitUest will advise ! 
“Since milk, though spilt and spoilt, does 
marble good, m 

“ Better we down on knees and scrub the floor, 
“Than sigh, ‘the waste would make a 
syllabub 1’ 

“ Help us so turn disaster to account, 

“So predispose the groom, he needs shall 
grace sos 

“ The bride with fevour from the very first, 

“ Not l)egin marriage an embittered man I” 
He smiled,—the game so wholly in his 
hands I 

While fast and faster sobbed Violante—“ Ay, 
“ All of us murdered, past averting now ! 

“ O my sin, O my secret!” and such like. 

Then I began to half surmise the truth ; m 
Something had happened, low, mean, under¬ 
hand, 

False, and my mother was to blame, and I 
To pity, whom all spoke of, none addressed: 
I was the chattel that had caused a crime, 

I stood mute,—those who tangled must Untie 
The embroilment. Pietro cried “ Withdraw, 
my child 1 

“ She is not helpful to the sacrifice 
“At this stage,—do you want the victim 
by m 

“ While you discuss the value of her blood ? 
“ For her sake, I consent to hear you talk: 
“ Go, duld, aiM pmy God help the innocent! ” 

j 

! I did go and was praying God, when came 
I Violantei with swollen and red enough^ 
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Vanish,—one quaxter of my life, you know. 

I am held up, amid the nothingness, m 
By one or two truths only—thence I hang, 
And there I live,—the rest is death or dream, 
All but those points of my support. I think 
Of what I saw at Rome once in the Square 
O’ the Spaniards, opposite the Spanish House; 
There was a foreigner had trained a goat, 

A shuddering white woman of a l)ea.st, sio 
To climb up, stand straight on a pile of sticks 
Put close, which gave the creature room 
enough: 

When she was settled there he, one by one, 
Took away all the sticks, left just the four 
Whereon the little hoofs did really rest, sis 
There she kept firm, all underneath was air. 
So, what I hold by, are my prayer to God, 
My hope, that came in answer to the prayer, 
Some hand would interpose and save me— 
hand 

Which proved to be my friend’s hand : and,— 
blest bliss,— 630 

That fancy which liegan so faint al first, 

That thrill of dawn’s suffusion through my 
dark, 

Which I perceive was promise of my child, 
The light his unborn face sent long before,— 
God’s way of breaking the good news to 
flesh. 625 

That is all left now of those four bad years. 
Don Celestine urge<i “ But remember more! 
** Other men’s feults may help me find your 
own. 

** I need the cruelty exposed, explained, 

** Or how can I advise you to forgive? ” 63o 

He thought I could not properly forgive 
Unl^ I ceased forgetting,—which is true ; 
For, bringing hack reluctantly to mind 
My husband’s treatment of me,—by a light 
That’s later than my life-time, I review m 
And comprehend much and imagine more, 
And have but little to forgive at last. 

For now,—be foir and say,—is it not tnie 
He was ill-used and cheated of his hope 
To get enriched by marriage? Marriage 
gave 

Me and no money, broke the compact so: 
He had a fight to atk me on those terms* 


m 


As Pietro and Violante to declare 
They would not give me; so the bargain 
stood: m 

They broke it, and he felt himself aggrieved, 
Became unkind with me to punish them. 
They said *twas he began deception first, 

Nor, in one point whereto he pledged him¬ 
self. 

Kept promise: what of that, suppose it were? 
Echoes die off, scarcely reverberate m 

For ever,—why should ill keep echoing ill, 
And never let our ears have done with 
noise ? 

Then my poor parents took the violent way 
To thwart him,—he must needs retaliate,— 
wrong, 654 

Wrong, and all wrong,—l>etter say, all blind! 
As I myself was, that is sure, who else 
Had understood the mystery : for his wile 
Was Ixiuncl in some sort to help somehow 
there. 

It seems as if I might have interposed, 
Blunted the edge of their resentment so, m 
Since be vexed me because they first vexed 
him; 

“ I will entreat them to desist, submit, 
“Give him the money and be poor in 
peace,— 

“ Certainly not go tell the world i perhaps 
“ He will grow quiet with his gains.” m 

Yes, say 

Something to this effect and you do well 1 
But then you have to see first; I was blind. 
That is the fruit of all such wormy ways. 

The indirect, the unapproved of God: m 

You cannot find their author’s end and aim, 
Not even to substitute your good for bad. 
Your straight for the irregular; you stand 
Stupefied, profitless, as cow or sheep 
That miss a man’s mind, anger him just twice 
By trial at repairing the first fimlt. 

Thus, when he blamed me, ♦*You arCtta 
coquette, 

“A lure-owl posturing to attract birds, 

“You look love-lures at theatre and chmch, 
** In walk, at window I knew, wai 

&l8e s we 
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lie me ftlsely* wMtha^ Tliat is teie: I waui 6arm, withstood, tc- 

fused * . . 

drive me by such charge,—how could I —Women as you are, how can I find the 
Iknow? words? 


So, unaware, I only made things wcarse* 
t tried to soothe him by abjuring walk, S84 
Window, church, theatre, for good and all, 
As if he had been in earnest: that, you know, 
Was nothing like the object of his charge. 
Ifes, when I got my maid to supplicate 
The priest, whose name she r^ when she 
would read 

Thom feigned £Use letters I was forced to 
hear m 

Though I could read no word of,—he should 
cease 

Wntlng,—nay, if he minded prayer of mine, 
Cease horn so much as even pass the i^reet 
Whereon our house looked,—^in my ignorance 
I was fust thwarting Guido’s true intent; aw 
Which was, to bring about a wicked change 
Of sport to earnest, tempt a thoughtless man 
To write indeed, and pass the house, and 
more. 

Till both of us were taken in a crime. 

He ought not to have wished me thus art lies, 
Smulale folly; but,—wrong or right, the 
wish,— nw 

I foded to apprehend its drift, flow plain 
It follows,—hf I fdl into such foult, 

He also may have overreached the mark, 
Hade mistake, perversity of brain, 7m 

T tlfo whole ^ straige plot, the grotesque 
liiti%ue 

iTo make me and my ftiend unself ourselves, 
Be other lUan and woman than we were! 
Thhdc if out, you who have the thue J for 


I eahoot my less t more 1 wHl not my. 7ii» 
Imme It to God to covwr and undo! 


my dtdness slmuld not prove too much 1 
MSot yiove that in a certMun other p^lnt 

my hvokmd U&med me,-*^d you 

m 

mrd shahes heii,*^ 
<3lht If I dated Inift speak) 


I felt there was just one thing Guido claimed 
I had no right to give nor he to take; 

We being in estrangement, soul from soul: 
Till, when I sought help, the Archbishop 
smiled, 

Inquiring into privacies of life, *m 

—Said I was blameable—«(he stands for God) 
Nowise entitled to exemption there. 

Then I obeyed,—as surely had obeyed 
Were the injunction Since your husband 
bids, fm 

** Swallow the burning coal he proffers you ! ” 
But I did wrong, and he gave wxoi^ advice 
Though he were thrice Archbishop,—^that, I 
know!— 

Now I have got to die and see things clear. 
Remember 1 was barely twelve years old— 

A child at marriage : I was let alone m 
For weeks, I told you, lived my child-life still 
Even at Arem>, when I woke and found 
First . • • but I need not think of that 
again— 

Over and ended 1 Try and take the sense 
Of what I signify, if it must be so. 7m 

After the first, my husband, for hate's sake, 
Saidj M ie eve, when the simpler cruelty 
Seemed somewhat dull at edge and fit to bear, 
“We have been man and wife six months 
almost £ 

“ How long is this your comedy to last ? fis 
“Go this night to my chamber, not yarn 
own 

At which word, I did rush—most true the 
charge— 

And gain the Archbishop^s house—he stands 
fc*r God— m 

And foil upbft my knees and his foot, 
Fiayti^ iiiin hinder what my estiaiiged soul 
Eefosed to ba»r, fuftlenl of the rest : 
I%ee me wlthbt a iwnvent,’* I imploitd— 
Ijct me heiteefei'vmrti lead the lifo 
f ♦ poiim h Htar yott bid me imtti^ I 

^^ftdiyoflpoxaaeel m 
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KnoWydaiigbtar, drcumMances make or mar 
Virginity,—^^tis virtue or *tt$ vice* 

** Tlmt whieb was glory in the Mother of God 
“ Had been, for instance, damnable in Eve 
“ Created to be mother of mankind. reo 
“ Had Eve, in answer to her Maker^s speech 
“<Be fruitful, multiply, replenish earth'— 

“ Pouted ‘ But I choose rather to remain 
** * Single '—why, sliehad spared herself forth¬ 
with 7S4 

** Further probation by the apple and snake, 

‘ ‘ lieen pushed straight out of l^aradise! h or 
see— 

“ If motherhood he qualifial impure, 

I catch you making (iod oummaiul Kve sin ’ 
“—A blasphemy so hke these Molinisls’, 

I must suspect you dip into their lx>oks." 770 
Then he pursued “ 'Twas in )our covenant ’'' 

No ! There my huslmnd never used deceit, 
lie never did by s|jeech nor act imply 
“ Because of our souls’ yearning that we meet 
** And mix in soul through flesh, which yours 
and mine tts 

** Wear and impress, and make their visible 
selves, 

“—All which means, for the love of you 
and me, 

“ us become one flesh, being one soul I’’ 
He only stipulated for the wealth; 77 s 

ilonest so &r. But when he spoke as plain— 
Dreadfully honest also—“ Since our souls 
** Stand each from each, a whole world’s 
width between, 

Give me the fleshly vesture I can reach 
“And rend and leave just flt for hell to 
bum 1 ”— 

Why, in God’s name, for Guido’s soul’s own 
sake 

Imperilled by polluting mine,—I say, 

I did resist; would I had overcome 1 

My heart died out at the Ardibishop’s smile; 
seemed so stale and worn a way o’ the 
world, 

Ai though ’twere nature frowning--"** Here 

k Bprii^, Tw 

** 11m fim he iho^ 


“ The earth requires that warmth reach every¬ 
where : 

“What, must your patch of snow be saved 
forsooth 

“Because you rather fancy snow than 
flowers?” 

Sometlung in this style he began with me* 
I^t he said, savagely for a good man, m 
“This explains why you call your husband 
harsh, 

“ Harsh to you, harsh to whom you love. 
God’s Bread 1 

“The poor Count has to manage a mere 
child 

“ Wliose parents leave untaught the simplest 
things 8W 

“ Their duty was and privilege to teach,— 
“GiKxiwives’ in:>truclion, gossips’ lore; they 
laugh 

“ And leave the Count the task,—or leave it 
me ! ” 

Then I resolved to tell a frightful thing. 

“ I arn not ignorant,—know what I say, w 
“ Declarmg this is sought for hate, not love. 
“ Sir, you may heai things like almighty God. 
“ I tell you that my housemate, yes—the 
pnest 

“ My husliand’s brother, Canon Girolamo— 
“Has taught me what depraved and misnamed 
love 810 

“ Means, and what outward signs denote the 
sin, 

“ For he solicits me and says he loves, 

“ The idle young priest with nought else to do. 
“My husband sees this, knows this, and 
lets be. 

“ Is it your counsel I bear this beside?” «i» 
I “ —More scandal, and against a priest this 
I time 1 

“What, ’tis the Canon now?”—less snap¬ 
pishly— 

“ Rise up, my child, for such a child you are, 
“ The rod were too advanced a punishment! 
“Let’s try the honeyed cake. Apar|ble! Wo 
“ * Without a parable spake He not to them.’ 
“ There was a ripe mind long Wank tooth¬ 
some fftdjt, 

“ Even a the prime hoaetnf Muy i 
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0A 11^ hi me ftbdiy, wfailjimr 

iliipt me by such dmi^e*—how could I 
know? 

SO| uttowam, I only made things worie. 

I ttied to soothe him by abjuring walk, 684 
Window, churdb, theatre, for good and all, 
As if he had been in earnest: that, you know, 
Was nothing like the object of his charge. 
Yes, whoa I got my maid to supplicate 
The pfiest, whose name read when she 
would read 

Those le^jned feilse letters I was forced to 
hear m 

Though I could read no word of,—^he should 
cease 

Written,—^nay, if he minded prayer of mine, 
Cease from so much as even pass the street 
Whereon our house looked,—in my ignorance 
I was just thwarting Guido’s true intent; m 
Whndi Was, to bnng about a wicked change 
Of sport to earnest, tempt a thoughtless man 
T^ write indeed, and pass the house, and 
more, 

*KI1 both of us were taken in a enme 
He ought not to have wished me thus act lies, 
Simulate folly: but,—^wrong or right, the 
wish,— 761 

1 fruled to apprehend its drift How plain 
It fr>ll 0 ws,—if I fell mto such feult, 

He also may have overreached the mark, 
Made mistake, by perversity of brain, 

T the whole sad strange plot, the grotesque 

inti^ue 

To make me and my fnend unself oursd ves. 
Be other man and woman than we were ' 
Think ft out, you who have the time ’ for 


That is true: I was firm, withstood, 
fused * . . 

—^Women as you are, how can I find the 
words ? ^ 

I felt there was just one thing Guido claimed 

I I had no right to give nor he to take $ 

[ We being in estrangement, soul from soul * 
Till, when I sought help, the Archbishop 
smiled, 

Inquiring into privacies of life, r« 

—Said I was blameable—(he stands for God) 
Nowise entitled to exemption there. 

Then I obeyed,—as surely had obeyed 
Were the injunction ‘‘Since your husband 
bids, 

allow the burning coal he proffers you * ” 
But I did wrong, and he gave wrong admee 
Though he were thnee Archbishop,—that, I 
know»— 

Now I have got to die and see things clear. 
Remember I was baiely twelve years old — 

A child at marriage • I was let alone m 
For weeks, I told you, lived my child hfc still 
Tven at Arerzo, when I woke and found 
First , , . but I need not think of that 
again— 

Over and ended ! Tr> and lake the sense 
Of what I Signify, if it must l)e so 740 

After the first, ray huslmnd, for hate’s sake, 
Said one eve, when the Simpler cruelty 
Seemed somewhat dull at edge and fit to bear, 
“We have liccn man and wife six months 
almost' 

“ How long IS this your comedy to last ? m 
“Go this night to my chamber, not your 
own!” 


I caituoi say les®; more I will not say, no 
liOieye it to Ood to cover and undo I 
Oedy* my dulness should not prove too much J 
piove that tn a cerfrun other point 
my husband blamed me,—-and you 
bkmm* 714 

and dbikes of head,— 
Oh,ifIdiin!dbutc{)<»k! 

1 am tMm! that 1 foment 
a ^ hwMid’a enme. 


At which word, I did rush—most true the 
charge— 

And gain the Archbishop’s house—he stands 
for God-- 

And frill upon my knees and clasp his feet, 
Praying him hinder what my estranged soul 
Eefiised to bear, though patient of the rest • 
Place me within a convent,” I implore<i— 
** Let me hencefbrwatd lead the virgin life 
You pmtim k Her you bid m imitate I ” 
Y^dldlmifcniww^ ^^Wlyoflgnomnce! w 
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Kii^tdaiighi^^ drcuimtatices tiuike<>r mar 
** Vtig^ty,—'ti« virtue or *ti» vice. 

That which wm glory m the Mother of God 
“ Had been, for instance, damnable in Eve 
Created to be mother of mankind. 780 

Had Eve, in answer to her Maker^s speech 
“ ‘ Be fruitful, multiply, replenish earth*— 

** Pouted ‘ But I choose rather to remain 
“ * Single ’—why, sliehad spared herself forth¬ 
with 784 

“ Further probation by the apple and snake, 
** Been pusheti straight out of Paradise! For 
see-— 

“ If motherhood l>e qualifletl impure, 

I catch you making God command Eve sin! 
“—A blasphemy so like these MuUnisLs*, 

I must susjwcl you dip into their lxK>ks.” 770 
Then he pursued ** Twas in your covenant 

No ! There my husliand never used deceit. 
He never did by speech nor act imply 
** Because of our souls’ yearning that we meet 
** And mix in soul tlirough flesh, wliich youis 
and mine 775 

»< Wear and impress, and make their visible 
selves, 

—All which means, for the love of you j 
and me. 

Let us liecome one flesh, iKdng one soul 
He only atipulatal for the wealth ; tth 

Honest so But when he spoke as plain— 
Dreadfully honest also— * ‘ Since our souls 
** Stand each from each, a whole woild's 
width between, 

** Give me the fleshly vesture I can reach 
**And rend and leave just flt for hell to 
bum!I 
Why, in God’s name, for Guido’s soul’s own 
sake 785 

Impeiilled by polluting mine,—I say, 

I did resist j would I had overcome! 

My heart died out at the Archbishop’s smile; 
seemed so stale and worn a way o’ the 
world, 

As though ’tweie nature frowning**-** Here 
is 7W 

itm iMarn as ha itatt at Adam’s MU 


** The earth requires that warmth readb every¬ 
where ; 

**What, must your patch of snow be saved 
forsooth 

“ Because you rather flmey snow than 
flowers?” 

Something in this style he began with me# 

Last he said, savagely for a good man, m 

‘‘This explains why you call your husband 
harsh, 

“Harsh to you, harsh to whom you love. 
Goefs Bread! 

“The p<x>r Count has to manage a mere 
child 


“ Whose parents leave untaught the simplest 
things 008 

“ Their duty was and privilege to teach,— 
“Gtxxlwi\es’ instmetion, gossips’ lore: they 
laugh 

“ And leave the Count the task,—or leave it 
me ! ” 

Then I resolved to tell a frightful thing. 

“ I am not ignorant,—know what I say, m 
“ l>eclarmg is Siiught for hate, not love. 
“ Sir, you may hear things like almighty God. 
“I tell you that my housemate, yes—the 
priest 

My huslund’s Isrother, Canon Girolamo— 
“Has taught me what depraved and misnamed 
love M9 

“ Means, and wliat outward signs denote the 
sin, 

“ For he solicits me and says he loves, 

‘ * The idle young j^riest with nought else to do. 
“ My hus^nd sees this, knows this, and 
lets be. 

“ Is it your counsel I bear tins beside?” «ia 
“—More scandal, and against a priest this 
lime! 

“What, ’tis the Omm 


pishly— ^' 

“ Rise up, my child, for sudi4 thiS you a^, 
The tod were^ advanced e| 

“ L^t’stry thehmteyedeake, A| 

“* Without a pamMe 
“Them wasai^ie Id ' 

some fruit, fWfi / ^ ^ . 

“ Em e flowerdSfi^ 
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« * . either the i^rit 

the lig, 

^*Or» If we briistg in men, the gardener, m 
** Archbishop of the orchard—had I time 
**To try o* the two which fits in best: indeed 
** It might be the Creator’s self, but then 
•^The tree ^ould bear an apple, I suppose,— 
** Well, rmyhow# one with authority said m 
** * Ripe fig, burst skin, regale the fig*pecker— 
** * The bird whereof thou art a perquisite t ’ 

* Nay/ with a flounce, replied the restif fig, 
** * I much prefer to keep my pulp myself: 

* He may go breakfesUess and dinnerless, 
*** Supperless of one crimson seed, for 

me r m 

**So, Imck she flopped into her bunch of 
leaves. 

**He flew off, left her,—did the natural 
lord,— 

And lo, three hundred thousand bees and 
wasps 889 

** Found her out, feasted on her to the shuck : 
** Such gain the fig’s that gave its bird no bite! 
** The moral,—^fools elude their proper lot. 
Tempt other fools, get ruined all alike. 

** Themfore go home, embrace yoxur husband 
quick! m 

Which if his Canon brother chance to see, | 
He will the sooner back to book again. ” I 

! 

So, home I did go; so, the worst befell: 

So, I had proof the Archbishop wa* just man. 
And haidfy that, and certtrinly no more. 

For, miserable conteqiience to me, bbo 

My husband’s hatred waxed nor waned 
His brother’s boldness grew effrontery sooh, 
And my last s^y and comibrt in myself 
Was filmed fiom me: henoeftirth 1 looked to 
God 

Chdy, nor cared my desecmted soul ssb 

Should have feir walls, gay windows for the 
world*- 

God’s l^^nmier, that came through the ruin- 

llte why all %hii were quenched 

jL-rfyu* » 

I asked God mmMt not man- 


So, when I made the effort, freed myself, 
They said—“No care to save appearance 
here 1 

“How cynic,—when, how wanton, were 
enough 1 ” 

—^Adding, it all came of my mother’s life— 
My own real mother, whom I never knew, 
Who did wrong (if she needs must have done 
wrong) SB# 

Through being all her life, not ray four years, 
At mercy of the hateful: every beast 
O* the field was wont to break that fountain- 
fence, 

Trample the silver into mud so murk 
Heaven could not find itself reflected there. 
Now they cry “Out on her, who, plashy 
pool, #71 

“ Requeathed turbidity and bitterness 
“To the daughter-stream where Guido dipt 
and drank 1 ” 

Well, since she liad to bear this brand—let 
me! 

The rather do I understand her now, w# 
From my experience of what hate calls love,— 
Much love might be in what their love called 
hate. 

If she sold • . . what they call, sold • . . 
me her child— 

I shall believe she hoj)ed in her poor heart 
That I at least might try be good and pure, aw 
B^in to live untempted, not go doomed 
And done with ere once fotmd m feult, m she. 
Oh and, my mother, it all came to this? 
Why should I trust those that speak ill of you, 
When 1 mistrust who speaks even well of 
them ? m 

Why, since all bound to do me good, did 
harm, 

May not you, seeming as you harmed me 
most, 

Have meant to do most good—and feed your 
child 

From bramble-bush, whom not me orchard- 
tree 

But drew bough back from, nor let one fhiti 
fell? 800 

Thfe fe fiar you saortfie^ 
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Oftined just your hesut’s hope Aud one, ‘*They i»ie the feet by which I 

away judge,” 

As I might 0ve mine, loving it as you, All say, Those films were spun by nothir^ 
If . . . but that never could be asked of me 1 else.” 


There, enough t I have my support again, m 
Again the knowledge that my Imhc was, is, 
Will be mine only. Him, by death, 1 give 
Outright to God, without a further care,— 
But not to any jmrent in the world,— 

So to be safe: why Is it we repine ? wu 
What guardianship were safer could we 
choose? 

All human plans and projects come to nought: 
My life, and what I know of other lives. 
Prove that: no plan nor project! God shaD 
care! 

And now you are not tired? How patient 
then 905 

All of you,—Oh yes, patient this K)ng while 
Listening, and understanding, I am sure! 
Four days ago, when I was sound and well 
And like to live, no one would understand. 
People w ere kind, but smiled “ And what of 
him, 910 

•‘Your friend, whose tonsure the rich dark- 
brown hides ? 

** There, there !—^your lover, do we dream he 
was? 

** A priest too—never were such naughtiness ! 
“Still, he thinks many a long think, never 
fear, 

“ After the shy pale lady,—lay so light m 
“ For a moment in his arms, the lucky one ! ” 
And so on: wherefore should I blame you 
much ? 

So we arc made, suih difference in minds. 
Such difference too in eyes that see the minds! 
That man, you misinterpret and misprise— j 
The glory of his nature, I bad thought, sn 
Shot itself out in white light, biased the truth i 
Through every atom of his act with me: | 

Yet where I point you, through the crystal | 
ihrine, | 

Purity in quintessence, one dew-drop, »9s 
You all descry a spider in the midst. 

One says “ tlie head of it is plain to teci** 


Then, I must lay my babe away with God, 
Nor think of him again, for gratitude. m 
Yes, my last breath shall wholly spend itself 
Ill one attempt more to disperse the stain, 
The mist from other breath fond mouths have 
made, 

About a lustrous and pellucid soul: m 

So that, when I am gone but sorrow stays, 
And people need assurance in their doubt 
If God yet have a servant, man a friend, 

The weak a saviour and the vile a foe,— 

I-et him be present, by the name invoked, 
Gmseppe-Maria Caponsacchi I m 

There, 

Strength comes already with the utteninoe! 

I will remember once more for his sake 
The sorrow^: for he lives and is belied. m 
Could he be here, how he would speak for 
me! 

I had been miserable three drear years 
In that dread palace and lay passive now, 

I first learned there could be such a 
man. 

Thus it fell: I was at a public play, «» 
In the last days of Carnival last March, 
Brought there I knew not why, but now 
know well. 

My husband put me where I sat, in front; 
Then crouch^ down, breathed cold through 
me from behind, 

Stationed f the shadow,—none in front could 
see,— •» 

I, it was, fiiced the stranger-thiong beneath, 
The crowd with upturned feces, eyes one stare, 
Voices one burs. I lodced but tjp the stage, 
Whereon two lovers sang and |ii|iirchanged 
“ True life is only love, love bplty Wiss: ^ 

** I love thee-^thee I love they 

braced. 4^^ 

I looked thence to the Getting and die 
Over the crowd, those voices aadthoeeejos,-^ 
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irtogs of inline* of meAsmed wofd%— 

me down tbere« a happy child again 
Sure that to-mormw would be festa^day. 
Healing my parents praise past festas more, 
And seeing they were old if I was youngi 
Yet wondering why they still would end dk- 
course wo 

** We must soon go, you abide your time, 
•*Aiid^—might we haply see the proper friend 
Throw his arm over you and make you 
sale I” 

Sudden I saw him; into my lap there fell 
A foolish twist of comhis, broke my dream 
And brought me horn the air and laid me 
low, m 

As ruined as the soaring bcse that’s reached 
(So Pietro told me at the Villa once) 

By the dust‘•handful. There the comfits lay: 
I looked to see who dung them, and I faced 
This Caponsacchi, l(x>king up m turn. mi 

Ere I ci^d reason out why, 1 felt sure, 
Whoever dung them, his was not the hand,— 
Up rose the round face and good-natured 
grin m 

Of one who, in effect, had played the prank. 
From covert close beside the earnest ^e,— 
Fat waggish Conti, friend of all the world. 
He wm my husband’s cousin, privileged 
To throw the thing; the other, silent, grave, 
Sotemn almost, saw me, at X saw him* * m 

There 1$ a psalm Don Celesiine recites. ^^ 

** Had I a doveV wings, how I dun ^ild 
See I” 

"Jlie psatm runs not ‘‘I hope, I pray for 

wi«^,”— 

Hol ** XI wsngi &ll kom heaven, I fix them 
hit»***^ 

**How goodh were to fly and re^, 
bo^ O 0 W, and ohe day expect con- 

m 

ilh lull there beeh a man like that, : 
#e whh his strm^h out of idl itn4 


^^Ihsvoalteepmin tbegmdeuh^ iwi 

*** Whose sole employment Is lo strike me tow 
If ever I, for solace, seek the son. 

means with me successful fosgnisg 
death, 

Lying stone-hke, eluding notice so, 
Forgoing here the turf and there the sky. 
Suppose that man had been instead of this P’ 

Presently Conti laughed into my car, 

—Had tripped up to the raised place where 
I sat— m» 

** Cousin, I Hung them brutishly and hard 1 
** Because you must l>e hurt, to look austere 
“ As Caponsacchi yonder, my tall friend 
“ A-gazmg now. Ah, Guido, you so dose? 
‘‘ Keep on your knees, do I Beg her to for¬ 
give ! 

‘‘ My comet * battered like a cannon-ball 
Good-bye, I’m gone 1 ”—nor waited the 
reply. i«i« 

That night at supper, out my husband broke, 

I ** Why Has that throwing, that buffoonery ? 
Do you think I am your dupe ? What man 
would dare 

Throw comfits in a stranger lady’s lap? 
•‘Twas knowledge of you bred such inso¬ 
lence wn 

In Caponsacchi; he dared shoot the bolt, 
“ Using tliat Conti for his stalking-horse* 

** Xiow could you sec him this once and no 
more, itm 

** When he is always haunting hereabout 
At the street-comer or the palaoe-side, 

** Publishing my shame and your impudence ? 
You are a wanton,—I a dupe, you think ? 
C!hnst, what hinders dmt I kill her 
quick ? ” 

Whereat he drew his sword and Idgned a 
thrust. m 

All this, now,--*being not so strange to mtf 
Used to such ndsconcepdon day by <ky 
And broken-in to bear,-^! bore, this tiwe, 

^ Cmmi; a pieoe of paper twisted Into a 
eemkial shape {tad} as Is oossipoidy used by 
gmears). 
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More <|ni«tly thtta woman uhcmld perhApn 5 
Repeated the mere truth and held my tongue. 

Then he said, ** Since you play the ignorant, 
** I shall instruct you. This amour,—com¬ 
menced «B 7 

“ Or hniidied or midway in act, all’s one,— 

** Tis the town-talk 5 so my revenge shall be. 
“ Does he presume because he is a priest ? 
warn him that the sword I wear shall 
pink 1041 

**His lily-scented cassock through and 
through, 

‘‘Next time I catch him undemt^ath your 
eaves! ” 

But he had threatened with the sword so oft 
And, after all, not kept his promise. All 
I said was “ Let God save the innocent! im 
“ Moreover death is far from a Ixid late. 

“ I shall go pray for you and me, not him ; 

** And then I look to sleep, come death or, 
worse, 

*• Life.” So, I slept. im 

There may have elapsed a week, 
When Margherita,—called my waiting-maid. 
Whom it is said my husband found too (air— 
Who stood and heard the charge and the 
reply, iom 

Who never once would let the matter rest 
From that night forward, but rang changes 
still 

On this the thrust and that the shame, and 
how 

Good cause for jealousy cures jealous fools, 
And what a paragon was this same priest 
She talked about until I stopped my ears,— 
She said, ** A week is gone; you comb your 
hair, iwi 

“ Then go mope in a comer, cheek on palm, 
“ Till night comes round again,—so, waste a 
week 

“As if your husband menaced you in sport. 
“Have not I some acquaintance with his 
tricks? 10(0 

“ Oh no, he did not stab the serving-man 
“ Who made and sang the rhymes about me 
oncel 
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“ Foot why? They sent him to the wars neat 
day. 

“ Nor poisoned he the foreigner, my Mend 
“Who wagered on the whiteness of my 
breast,— %m 

“ The swarth skins of our dty in dispute t 
“For, though he paid me proper compli¬ 
ment, 

“The Count well knew he was besotted with 
“ Somebody else, a skin as black as ink, 

“ (As all the town knew save my foreigner) 
“He found and wedded presently,—‘Why 
need im 

“ ‘ Better revenge ? ’—the Count asked. But 
what’s here ? 

“A priest that does not fight, and cannot Wed, 

“ Yet must be dealt witli! If the Count took 
fire lom 

“ For the poor pastime of a minute,—^me— 

“ What were the conflagration for yourself, 

“ Countess and lady-wife and all the rest ? 

“ The priest will perish ; you will grieve too 
late: 

“ So shall the cit>’-ladies’ handsomest 
“ Frankest and lil)eralest gentleman im 
“ Die for you, to appease a scurvy dog 
“Hanging’s too good for. Is there no 
escape? 

“ Were it not simple Christian charity 
“ To warn the priest be on his guard,—save 
him %m 

“ Assured death, save yourself from earning it? 
“ I meet him in the street. Give me a glove, 

“ A ring to show for token! Mum’s the 
word!” 

I answered “If you were, as styled, my 
maid, ms 

“ I would command you: as you are, you Say, 
“ My husband’s intimate,—assist his wifti 
“Who can do nothing but entreat * Be still!’ 
“Even if you speak truth and a arime is 
planned, 

“ Leave help to God as I am forced to do! tv 
“ There is no other help, or vre ibould cia*e, 
“ Seeing such evil with no human erne, tm 
“Reflect that God, who makes the storm 
desist. 


L 
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viottut .he»4 snibi^e. ‘ 

^ sboiald we venture teach Him govern 


';/■'• ;'-;;ha*ice? ^ ■ 

Never ad<lress me on this subject mcure! ” 

H«Kt night f^e said **Bat 1 went, all the 
same, im 

‘< ^Ay* saw your Caponsacchi in his house, 
^^Ani come back stuffed with news I must 
outpour. 

“ I ^Id Inm *Sir, my mistress is a stone: 


Sie mutimtd “ Have your way P I 

^ept. 

Whereupon , . * no, I leave my husband out I 
It is not to do him more hurt, 1 speak* nm 
Let it suffice, when misery was most, 

One day, X swooned and got a respite so* 

She stooped as I was slowly coming to, 

This Margherita, ever on my trace, 

And whispered—“ Caponsacchi! ” nw 


“*Why should you harm her for no good 
you get? 

“ *JPor you do harm her—^prowl about our 
pla^ 1110 

“VWith the Count never distant half the 
street, 

“ * Lurking at every corner, would you look I 
“ * *Tis certain she has witched you with a 
spell. 

" * Are there not other beauties at your beck ? 
** * We all know, Donna This and Monna 
That ii» 

** ‘ I^e ftn* a glance of yours, yet here you 
gase! 

'*^Go make them grateful, leave the stone 
its cold I * 

And he—oh, he turned first whjte and then 
red, nis 

“ And then—‘ To her behest I bow myself, 

** ‘ Whom I love with my body and my sou!: 
“ * Only a word i* the bowing ! See, I write 
** *Oi>e little word, no harm to sec in' hear ! 

* Then, Jfear no further I * This is what he 


wrote. ^ 

“ I know you cannot read,^-4hcreftire, m 
* * * 


me! 

im 


If I drowned, 

But woke afloat i* the wave with upturned 
eyes, 

And found their first sight was a star! I 
turned— 

For the first time, I let her have her will, 
Heard passively,—“ The imposthume at such 
he^, im 

I ** One touch, one lancet-puneture would re¬ 
lieve,— 

** And still no glance the good physician’s 
way 

Who rids you of the torment in a trice! 

Still he writes letters you refiise to hear. 

“ He may prevent your huslxmd, kill himself, 
** So desperate and all fordone is he! tm 
‘♦Just hear the pretty verse he made to-day! 
“Asonnet from Mirtillo. ^Peerless fair . . ,* 
“ All poetry is difficult to read, um 

“ —The sense of it is, anyhow, he seeks 
“ Leave to contrive you an escape from hell, 
“ And for that purpose asks an inten>*iew* 

“ I can write, I can giant it in your name, 

“ Or, what is better, lead you to his house. 
“Your huslmnd dashes you against the 
stonat $ xm 

“ This man would place each fragment in a 


But I took it from her hand 
And tme It into shreds. “ Why join the rest 
“ Who harm me ? Have I ever done you 
f^^yriong? 

have told tne %ls you wrtmg my- 

,mflfice | (^ler led no wrot^ tm 
:yo« turn my he ! 
me and you throw a, 


shrme t 

“ You hate him, love your husband 1 

1 relumed 

“ It is not true 1 love my husband,—^ 
♦♦Nmr hate this ntan* I hsten whtk you 
speak, tm 

“-^Asseuted that what you say Is fiilse, the 
, smnet 

Mudi as when onee# to me a tittle dtikii 
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** A iroiigii iiMtn ia with eyes oo 
fire, 

<* A crowd of hoys and idlers at his heels, 

“ Rushed as I crossed the Square, and held 
my head nro 

** In his two hands, 'Here^s she will let me 
speak t 

“‘You little girl, whose eyes do good to 
mine, 

“‘lam the Pope, am Sextus, now the Sixth ; 
“ ‘ And that Twelfth Innocent, proclaimed 
to-day, 

“ * Is Lucifer disguised in human flesh ! urs 
“‘The angels, met in conclave, crownetl 
me ! * —thus 

“ He gibbered and I listened; hut I knew 
“ All was delusion, ere folk interjx)sed 
“ * Unfasten him, the maniac ! ’ Thus I kno^* 
“ All your report of Caponsacchi false, iiso 
“ Folly or dreaming ; 1 liave seen so much 
“ By that adventure at the spectacle, 

“ The face I fronted that one first, last time : 
“He would belie it by such words and 
thoughts. 11S4 

“Therefore while you profess to show him me, 
“ I ever see his own fere. Get you gone ! ” 

“—That will I, nor once open mouth 
again,— 

“ No, by Saint Joseph and the Holy Ghost I 
“ On your head be the damage, so adieu I '* 

And so more days, more deeds I must forget, 
T0I . . . what a strange thing now is to 
declare! im 

Since I say anything, say all if true ! 

And how my life seems lengthened as to serve! 
It may be idle or inopporiime, 

But, true?—why, what was all I said but 
truth, IMS 

Even when I fimnd that such as are untrue 
Could only take the truth in through a lie ? 
Now—I am speaking truth to the Truth’s self: 
God will lend credit to my words this time. 

It bad got half through Aprih I arose im 
One vivid daybreak, — ^who had gone to bed 
In the old way my wont those last three years, 




Careless until, the cup drained, I idtould dle^ 
The last sound in my ear, die over'-night, 

Had been a something let drop on the idy ins 
In prattle by Margheiita, “ Soon enough 
“ Gaieties end, now Easter’s past; a week, 
“And the Archbishop gets him back to 
Rome,— 

“ Everyone leaves the town for Rome, this 
Spring,— i 90 » 

“ Even ('aponsacchi, out of heart and hope, 

“ Resigns himself and follows with the flock.” 

I heard this drop and drop like min outside 
Fast-falling through the darkness while she 
sfK)ke: 

So had I heard with like indifference, 

“ And Michaers pair of wmgs will arrive first 
“ At Home, to mtr<xluce the company, law 
“And Ijcar him from our picture where He 
fights 

I “ Satan,—expect to have that dragon locMse 
I “ And never a defender 1 ”—my sole thought 
I Being still, as night came, “Done, another 
day! im 

“ How good to sleep and so get nearer 
death ! 

WTicn, what, first thing at daybreak, puerced 
the sleep 

With a summons to me ? Up I sprang alive, 
Light in me, light without me, everywhere 
Change ! A broad yellow sunbeam was let 
fall MM 

From heaven to earth,—a sudden drawbridge 
lay, 

Along which marched a myriad merry motes. 
Mocking the flies that crossed them and re- 
crossed 

In rival dance, companions new-born too* 

On the house-eaves, a dnpping shag of weed 
Shook diamonds on each dull grey lattice* 
square, itn 

As first one, then another bird leapt hy^ 

And light was off, and lo was back again, 
Always with one voice,—^where met two such 
joys?—* 

The blessed building* sparrow! I stepped 
forth, tm 

Stood on the temce,—o^er the roo& audb 
sky 1 • 
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Ilf I too am to go away, 

110<» have something I must care about, 
Cany away with me to Rome, to Rome! 

** The bird brings hither sticks and hairs and 

wool, 1910 

** And nowhere else i* the world ; what fly 
breaks mnk, 

Falls out of the procession that befits, 

“ From window here to window there, with all 
“ The world to choose,—so well he knows 
his course ? iom 

“ I have my purpose and my motive too, 

** My march to Rome, like any bird or fly ! 

“ Had I been dead! How' right to be 
alive! 

“ Last night I almost prayed for leave to die, 
“Wished Guido all his pleasure with the 
sword 

“Or the poison,—poison, sword, was but a 
trick, isu 

“ Harmless, may God forgive him the poor 
jest! 

“My life is channed, will last dll I reach 
Rome! 

“ Yesterday, but for the sin,—ah, nameless l)e 
“ The deed I could have dared against myself! 
“ Now—see if I will touch an unripe fnnt, 

“ And risk the health I want to have and use! 
“Not to live, now, would be the wicked¬ 
ness,— 1257 

“For life means to make haste and go to 
Rome 

“ And leave Arezzo, leave all woes at once!” 

Now, understand here, by no means wMiake 1 
Long ago had I tried to leave that house 
When it seemed such procedure would stop 
sin$ 1912 

And still fidled more the more I tried—at first 
The Arcbl^op, as I told you,—neat, our 
lord 

The Governor,-^indeed I found my way, 

I went to the great palace where he rules, 
Thoi^ I knew well ’twas he who,*-*when I 
faim 1987 

two, themselves had given me, 
parents,—idnoe they wanted 


Ibey who had never let me want a nosegay, 
—^he im 

Spoke of the jail for felons, if they kept 
What was first theirs, then mine, so doubly 
theirs, 

Though all the while my husband’s most of 
all! 

I knew well who had spoke the word wrought 
this: 

Yet, being in extremity, I fled iws 

To the Governor, as I say,—scarce c^ned Hp 
When—the cold cruel snicker close behind— 
Guido was on my trace, already there, 
Exchanging notl and wink for shrug and 
smile, 

And I—pushed hack to him and, for my pains 
Paid with . , . but why remember what is 

past ? 1981 

I sought out a poor friar the people call 
The Roman, and confessed my sin which 
came 

Of their sin,—that fact could not lie re¬ 
pressed,— 

The fright fulness of my despair in God: isss 
And, feeling, through the gnite, his lionror 
shake, 

Implored him, “Write for me who cannot 
write, 

“ Apprise my parents, make them rescue me! 
“ You bid me lie courageous and trust God : 
“ Do you in turn dare somewhat, trust and 
write 1980 

“ * Dear friends^ who used to be my parents 
once, 

“ ‘ And now declare you have no part in me, 
“ * This is some riddle I want wit to solve, 

“ ‘ Since you must love me with no diflerenoe. 
“ ‘Even suppose you altered,—^there’s your 
hate, I9M 

“ ‘ To ask for: hate of you two dearest ones 
“ * I shall find liker love than love feund ha*c, 
“ ‘ If husbsnds love their wives. Take me 
away 

“ ‘And hate me at you do the gnats and 
fleas, 

“ ‘Even the scorpions! How I shall rejoice V 
“Write that and save meAnd he pro¬ 
mised—wrote HOI 
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Or di<l not write; things never changed at 
all: 

He was not Ukc the Angustinian here t 
Last, in a desperation 1 appealed mi 

To f^nds, whoever wished me better days, 
To Guillichiiii, that’s of kin,—“What, I— 
“Travel to Rome with you? A flying gout 
“ Bids me deny my heart and mind my leg ! ” 
Then I tried Conti, used to brave—laugh 
back 

The louring thundei when his cousin scowled 
At me protected by his presence : “ You— 

“ Who well know what you cannot save me 
from,— 

“Carry me off! What frightens you, a 
priest ? ” 

He shcK)k his head, looked grave—“Above 
my strength 1 

“ Guido lias claws that scratch, shows feline 
teeth; uw 

“ A formidabler fexj than I dare fret: 

“ Clive me a dog to deal with, twice the size ! 
“Of course I am a priest and Canon tcK>, 
“But . . by the liye . . though both, not 
quite so hold i3i» 

“Ashe, my fellow*Canon, brother-priest, ; 
“ The personage in such ill odour here | 
“ Because of the reports—pure birth o’ the | 
brain ! 

“Our Caponsacchi, he’s your tnie Saint 
George 

“ To slay Uie monster, set the Trincess free, 

“ And have the whole Iligh-Altar to him¬ 
self : 1325 

“ I always think so when I see that piece | 
** V the Pieve, that’s his church and mine, j 
you know; 

“Though you drop eyes at mention of his 
name! ” 

That name had got to take a half-grotesque 
Ilalf-ominous, wholly enigmatic sense, im 
Like any by-word, broken bit of song 
Born with a meaning, changed by mouth and 
mouth 

That mix it in a sneer or smile, as chance 
Bids, till it now means nought but ugliness 
And perhaps shame* vm 


l4S 

—All this intends to say, 
That, over-night, the notion of escape 
Had seemed distemper, dreamit^; and the 
name,— 

Not the man, but the name of him, thus made 
Into a mockery and disgrace,—why, she isio 
Wlio uttered it persistently, had laughed, 

“ I name his name, and there you start and 
wince 

“ As criminal from the red tongs’ touch !”— 
yet now, 

Now, as I stood letting mom bathe me bright, 
Choosing which butterfly should bear my 
news,— IMS 

The white, the brown one, or that tinier 
blue,— 

The Margherita, I detested so, 

In she came—“The fine day, the good 
Spring time I 

“ What, up and out at window ? That is best. 
“No thought of Caponsacchi?—who stood 
I there iMo 

I “ All night on one leg, like the sentry crane, 

I “ Under the pelting of your water-spout— 

‘ * Looked last l(K>k at your lattice ere he leave 
“ Our city, bury his dead hope at Rome. 
“Ay, go to looking-glass and make you fine, 

‘ ‘ While he may die ere touch one least kxise 
hair vm 

“ You drag at with the comb in such a rage!” 

I turned—* ‘ Tell Caponsacchi he may come! “ 

“Tell him to come? Ah, but, for charity, 

“ A truce to fooling ! Come ? What,—come 
this eve ? m® 

“ Peter and Paul I Bui I see through the 
trick ! 

“Yes, come, and take a flower-pot on his 
head, 

‘‘ Flung from your terrace! No Joke, sincere 
truth?” 

How plainly I perceived hell flash and fede 
O’ the fece of her, — the doubt that first 
paled joy, isw 

Then, final reassurance 1 indeed 
Was caught now, never to be free again! 
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I tmrel^^wiio myjseif c>f foi«« 

wilh siHc, and s|mm the hcmei:^-' 

«Biit*«*-do you know that I have bade him 
oome, laro 

•‘And in your own name? I presumed so 

miacht 

** Knowing the thing yon needed in your 
heart, 

somehow—^what had I to show in 
poof? 

**He would not come, half-promised, tluit 
was all, 

And wrote the letters you refused to read. 

*'Whnt is the message that shall move hmi 
now ?” im 

‘‘After the Ave Mark, at first dark, 

“ I will be standing on the terrace, say ! ” 


And b, iheftteshe grst^ped ei, Ibed its Uadi# 
Lay in her hand a calm cold dreadful sword 
She 'brandished till pursuers strewed ihe 
ground. 

So did the souls within them die away# tm 
As o’er the prostrate bodies, sworded, safe# 
She walked forth to the solitudes and Chrkt: 
So should I grasp the lightning and be mved 1 

And still, as the day wore, the trouble grew 
Whereby I guessed there would be bom a 
star, tm 

Until at an intense throe of the dusk, 

I started up, w'as pushed, 1 dare to say, 

Out on the terrace, leaned and Ux>ked at last 
Where the deliverer waited me: the same 
Silent and solemn face, 1 first descried i4i« 
At the spectacle, confronted mine once more. 

So w^as that mmutc twice voucksafed me, so 
The manhood, wasted then, was still at watch 


“ I would I had a good long lock of hair 
“Shonld prove I was not lying! Never 
mind! ” i38o 

Off iftie went—“May he not refuse, that’s 
all— 

“Fearinga trick!” 

I answered, “ lie will come.” 
And, all day, I sent prayer like mceiise up 
To God the strong, God tfie beneficent, im 
God ever mindful in all strift: and strait, 
Wlm, ft>r our own good, makes the need 
eatneme, ^ 

mi at the la^ He puts forth might and^Ves. 
An old rl^e came into my bead and rang 
Of how a virgin, for the kith of God, ia» 
Hid beiself, ffom the Faynims that pursued, 
In a Oave’s heart; undl a thundersteme, 
Wn^iped in a ftame, revealed the couch and 

Add they laughed—‘^Thanks to lightning, 
dm of last I” 

iiN ^ “Wrath of God, assmt His 

vm 

of God, tboit file, bddnid Mk 


To save me yet a second time : no change 

Here, though all else changed m the changing 
world! jm 

I spoke on the instant, as iny duty bade, 

In some such sense as this, whatever the 
phrase. 

“ Fnend, foolisli words were borne from you 
to me; 

“ Your soul behind them is the pure strong 
wind, 

“Not dust and feathers which its breath 
may bear: im 

“These to the witless seem the wind it¬ 
self, 

“ Since poving thus the first of it they feel. 

“ If by mischance you Wcw offence my way, 

“ The straws are dropt, the wiml desista no 
whit, 

“And how suck strays were cat^ht up in 
the street iHm 

“And took a motion from you, why in* 
quire? 

“ I speak to the strong soul, no weak dtigdbe* 

“If it be truth,—why should I doubt ft 

Wh?— 
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**Ym lerve God 8|»eck}lf» m immts are 
' bound, 

And care about me, stranger as I am, im 
wish my good,-iaat miracle 
I take to intimate He wills you serve 
** By saving me,—what else can He direct ? 

** Here is the service. Since a long while 
now, 

** I am in course of being put to death: i4as 
** While death concerned nothing but me, I 
bowed 

** The head and bade, in heart, my husband 
strike. 

** Now I imperil something more, it seems, 

** Something that*s truelier me than this 
myself, 

** Something I trust in God and you to 
save. 

” You go to Rome, they tell me: take me 
there, 

“ Put me bock with my people \ ” 

He replied— 

The first word I heard ever from his bps, 

All himself in it,—^an eternity 1445 

Of speech, to match the immeasurable depth 
O' the soul that then broke silence—“ I am 
yours.” 

So did the star rise, soon to lead my step, 
Lead on, nor pause before it should stand still 
Above the House o' the Babe,—my hahe 
to be, 14S0 

That knew me first and thus made me know 
him, 

That had his right of life and claim on mine. 
And would not let roe die till he was bom, 
But pricked me at the heart to save us 
both, 

Saying ** Have you the will ? Leave God 
the way t ” mss 

And the way was Caponsacchi—** mine,” 
thank God 1 

He was mine, he is mine, he will be mine. 

No pause i* the leading and the light I I know. 
Next night tliere was a cloud came, and not 
bet 




But 1 prayed through the darkness til! ft 
broke ii4M» 

And let him shine. The second night, he came. 

The plan is rash; the project desperate: 

“ In such a flight needs must I risk your lifie, 
“Give food for felsehood, folly or mistake, 
‘MJrcmnd for your husband’s rancour and 
revenge ”— im 

So he began again, with the same lace. 

I felt that, the same loyalty—one star 
Turning now red that was so white before— 
One service apprehended newly s just 
A word of mine and there the white was 
back! im 

“No, friend, for you will take me! *Tis 
yourself 

“ Risk all, not I,—who let you, for I trust 
** In the compensating great God : enou^ f 
“ I know you: u hen is it that you will come?” 

“To‘morrow at the day’s dawn,” Then I 
heard 147* 

What I should do : how to prepare for flight 
And where to fly. 

That night my husband bade 
“—You, whom I loathe, beware you break 
my sleep 

“ This whole night! Couch beside me like 
the corpse i4w 

“ I would you were! ” The rest you know, 
I think— 

How I found Caponsacchi and escaped. 

And this man, men call sinner? Jesus Chtiat! 
Of whom men said, with mouths Thyself 
I mad’st once, 

I “ He hath a devil ”—say he was Thy saints 
[ My Caponsacchi I Shield and show**-^* 

I shroud I4IK 

I In Thine own time the glory of the soul 
i If aught obscure,—if ink-spot, from vile pens 
I Scribbling a charge against hiiri*>^(I was glad 
I Then, for the first time, that I could not 
I write)— 

^ Flirted hk way, have fledeed the Idase t 
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For me, 

’tlstO^serwise: l«t men take, sift my thongiits 
*^TIic»:^ts I throw like the flax for son to 
hleach I 

I dM pray, do pray, in the prayer shall 
die, 14S5 

** Oh, to have Caponsacchi for my guide I 
Ever the faoe uptamed to mine, the hand 
Holding my hand across the world,—^a sense 
That reads, as only such can read, the mark 
God sets on woman, signilying so isoe 

^ould-—slmll peradventure—be divine j 
Yet *ware, the while, how weakness mars the 
print 

And makes confusion, leaves the thing men 
see, 

—^Not this man sees,—who from his soul, re¬ 
writes 

The obliterated diarter,—love and strength 
Mending what*s marred* kneels a 

votarist, itm 

“ Weeds some poor waste traditionary plot 
** Where shrine once was, where temple yet 
may be, 

** Purging the place but worshif^ng the while, 
**By ftuth and not by s^ht, sight dearest 
so,— ww 

“Such way the saints work,’"—says Don 
Celestine. 

But I, not privileged to see a saint 
Of old when such walked earth with crown 
and palm. 

If I qaii “saint” what saints call something 
else— 

The saints must bear with me, i]|i{mtt.ihe 
ftuilt 

To a soul i’ the bud, so starved l>y ignorance, 
Stinted of warmth, it wtE not blow this year 
Nor teeognke the orb which Spring^flowers 
know« 

Bid If meanwhile some insect with a heart 
Worth floods of lazy music, spendthrift joy— 
$oiii#iife*'%retiotiiiced Spring for my dwarfed 
ittpy im 

to me, bfoi^lft lustre for the dark, 
Ide^^lul'aflaipst the coM, ^•‘^hat though excess 
<S# epmfoit shcuild miscall the creatune‘*Hmn f 
W|i| the eim lo hiiuliur 


Petal by petal, crude and cotourleas, m$ 

Tore me? This one heart gave me all the 
Sprti^l 

Is all told ? There’s the journey: and where’s 
time 

To tell you how that heart burst out in 
shine? 

Yet certain points do press on me too hard. 
Each place must have a name, though I 
forget: im 

How strange it was—there where the plain 
begins 

And the small river mitigates its flow— 
When eve was Aiding fost, and my soul sank. 
And he divined what surge of bitterness, im 
In overtaking me, would float me back 
Whence I was carried by the striding day— 
So,—“ This grey place was famous once,” 
said he— 

And he Ixgan that legend of the place 
As if in answer to the unspjken fear, uuo 
And told me all alxait a brave man dead, 
Which lifted me and Jet my soul go on ! 

How did he know too,—at that town’s ap¬ 
proach 

I By the rock-side,—that in coming near the 
I signs 

I Of life, the house-r<x)fs and the church and 

I tower, im 

II saw the old boundary and wall o’ the world 

Rise plain as ever round me, hanl and cold. 
As if the broken circlet joined again, 
Tightened itself alxiut me with no break,— 
As if the town would turn Arejszo’s self,— 
The husband there,—the friends my enemies, 
All ranged against me, not an avenue isKt 

To try, but would be blocked and drive me 

^ck 

On him,—this other, ... oh the heart in 
that 1 

Did not he And, bring, put into my arms tm 
A new-born babe?—and I saw frees beam 
Of the young mother premd to teach me joy, 
And gossips round expecting my surprise 
At the sudden hole through earth that lets In 
heaven. 

I eotdd bdlieve himself by his strong will 
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Had woven aroiifKl me wlmt I thought the 
world im 

We went along in, every circumstance. 
Towns, dowers and faces, all things helped so 
well I 

For, through the jcmmey, was it natural 
Such comfort should arise from first to 

last ? 1065 

As I look bock, all is one milky way ; 

Still bettered more, the more remembered, so 
Do new stars bud while I but search for old, 
And fill all gaps T the glory, and grow him — 
Him I now see make the shine every- 
where* isre 

Even at the last when the bewildered flesh, 
The cloud of weariness al)aut my soul 
Cloggingloo heavily, sucked down alHense,— 
Still its last voice was, “ He will watch and 
care; 

“ the strength go, I am content; he 
stays 1 ” isTn 

I doubt not he did stay and care for all— 
From that sick minute when the head swam 
round, 

And the eyes looked their last and died on 
him, 

As in his arms he c«iught me, and, you say, 
Carried me in, that tragical red eve, i»mo 

And laid me where I next returned to life 
In the other red of morning, two re<i plates 
That crushed together, crushed the time 
betw^ecn, 

And are since then a solid fire to me, — 
When in, my dreadful huslxind and the 
world vm 

Broke,—and I saw him, master, by hell’s 
right, 

And saw my angel helplessly held Imck 
By guards that helped the malice—the lamb 
prone, 

The ser|)ent towering and triumphant—then 
Came i^l the strength back in a sudden 
swell, 1860 

I did for once sec right, do right, give tongue 
The adequate firolest: for a worm must turn 
If it would have its wrong obsorved by God. 
I did spring up, attempt to thrust aside 
That ice-bl^k *twkt the sun and me, lay low 


The neutraliser of all good and truth. vm 
If I sinned so,—never obey voice more 
O* the Just and Terrible, who bids us— 
^‘Bcar 

Not — “Stand by, bear to see my angels 
bear ! ” vm 

I iim clear it was on impulse to serve God 
Not save myself,—no—nor my child unborn I 
Had 1 else waited patiently till now ?— 

Who saw luy old kind parents, silly-sooth 
And too much trustful, for their worst of 
faults, 

Cheated, brow-l>eaten, stripped and starved, 
cast out a «06 

Into the kennel: I remonstrated, 

Then sank to silence, for,—their uoes at 
end, 

Themselves gone,—only I was left to plague. 

If only I w’as threatened and l>elied, i«i» 

What matter ? I could bear it and did bear; 
It was a comfort, still one lot for all: 

They were not persecuted for my sake 
And I, estrange<l, the single happy one. 

I But when at last, all by myself 1 stood im 
Obeying the clear voice which bade me rise, 

I Not for my own sake but my liabc unliom, 
And take the angel’s hand was sent to help— 
And found tlie old adversary athwart the 

path— 

Not my liand simply struck from the angefs, 
but 

The very angel’s self made foul i’ the fiice 
By the fiend who struck there,—Uiat I would 
not bear. 

That only I resisted 1 So, my first 
And last resistance was invincible. 

Prayers move God ; threats, and nothing dse, 
move men \ jim 

II must have prayed a man as he were God 
When I implored the Govcnior to right 

My parents’ wrongs: the answer was a smile. 
The Archbishop,—did I clasp his feet enough, 
Hide my face hotly on them, while I toH 
More than I dared make my own mother 
know? i«K» 

The profit was—compaSGion and a |eSt. 

This lime, the Ibcil^ prayers were 

with, ri|s^t ^ 

, S 
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:iati%!iti' 'sokmnijeed tli^' nt 

'■\'^mce, 

4M' mms agaimt the combat; vantage, 
usme ? m* 

The fnnaway avowed, the accoinpVce<wife, 
In company with the plan-contriving priest ? 
Yet, shiune thtis rank and patent, I struck, 
hare, 

At Ibe hrom head to loot in magic mail, 

And off it withered, cobweb-armoury 
Against the lightning! ’Twas truth singed 
the lies im 

And saved me, not the vain sword nor weak 
speech I 

Yon see, I will not have the service fail I 
1 say, the angel saved me : 1 am safe! 

Others may want and wish, I wish nor 
want 

One point o’ the circle plainer, where I 
stand 1949 

Traced round about with white to front the 
world. 

What of the calumny I came across, 

What o’ the way to the end ?*—the end 
crowns all. 

The judges judged aright ? the main, gave me 
The uttermost of my heart’s desire, a truce 
From torture and Arezeo, halm for hurt, lesi 
With the quiet nuns,—God recompense the 
good! 

Who said and sang away the ugly past. 

And, when my final fortune was revealed, 
What safety while, amid my parents’ arms, 
My babe was given me! Yes, he i^red my 
babe: wm 

It would not have peeped forth, the bird dike 
thing, 

that Amao noisO and trouble: back 
Had It returned nor ever let me see! t«w 
But the aweet peace cured all, and let me live 
the life among the leaves 
Wedks and months of 

''toch peace jmd leant so much—^ 
Isee'ho# needfel now, i«m 
soi^lat of my past,—- 
I idioiiid.leave^^so'l^ 


llmrefere, because this man restored my 
soul, 

All has been right ; I have gained my galUi 
enjoyed 

As well as suffered,—nay, got foretaste too 
Of better life beginning where this ends— 
All through the breathing-wliile allowed me 
thus, urn 

Which let good premonitions reach my soul 
Unthwarted, and benignant influence flow 
Aid interpenetrate and change my heart, 
Uncrossed by what was wicked,—nay, un¬ 
kind. im 

For, as the weakness of my time drew nigh, 
Nobody did me one disservice more, 

Spoke coldly or looked strangely, broke the 
love 

I lay in the arms of, till my lx>y was bom, 
Bom all in love, with nought to spoil the 
bliss MW 

A whole long fortnight: in a life like mine 
A fortnight filled with bliss is long and much. 
All women are not mothers of a boy, 

Though they live twice the length of my 
whole life, mm 

And, as they fancy, happily all the same. 
There I lay, then, all my great fortnight 
long, 

As if it would continue, broaden out 
Happily more and more, and lead to heaven i 
Christmas before me,—was not that a chance? 

I never realized God’s birth before— mm 
How he grew likest God in being born. 

This time I felt like Mary, had my babe 
Lying a little on my breast like hers. 

So all went on till, just four days ago— 

The night and the tap. vm 

Oh it skdl be success 
To the whole of our poor fiimily I My friends 
♦ * * Nay, fether and mother*—give me bade 
my word I 

They We been rudely stripped of life, dis¬ 
graced 

Like cbikiren who must needs go dothed too 
" ‘fine," ' -mi 

Cewy the garb df Carnival in LenL 
tfth^toomu^ 
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they haVt been pimidbed submit tbem^ 
selves, im 

Ss^y m word : sU is over, they see God 
Who will not be extreme to mark their fault 
Or He had granted respite: they are safe. 

For that roost woeful man my huslwmd once. 
Who, needing resjnte, still draws vital breath, 
I—pardon him ? So as lies in me, im 
I give him for his good the life he takes. 
Praying the world will therefore acquiesce. 
Let him make God amends,—none, none tome 
Who thank him rather that, whereas strange 
fete 

Mockingly styled him husband and me wife. 
Himself this way at least pronounced divorce, 
Blotted the marriage - bond; this blood of 
mine ma 

Flies forth exuUingly at any door, 

Washes the parchment white, and thanks the 
blow. 

We shall not meet in this world nor the next, 
But where will God be absent ? In Ilis fece 
Is light, but in His shadow healing too: ira 
Let Guido touch the shadow and lie healed I 
And as my presence was importunate,— 

My earthly good, temptation and a snare,— 
Nothing al)Out me but drew somehow down 
His hate upon me,—somewhat so excused 
Pherelbre, since hate was thus the truth of 
him, — 1727 

May my evanishment for evermore 
Help further to relieve the heart that cast 
Such object of its natural loatliing forth! im 
So he was made; he nowise made himself: 

I could not love him, but his mother did. 

Ilis soul has never lain beside my soul: 

But for the unresisting body,—thanks I i7S4 
He V>umed that garment spotted by the flesh. 
Whatever he touched is rightly ruined: plague 
It caught, and disinfection it had craved 
Still but for Guido; I am saved through him 
So as by ire; to him—thanks and farewell 1 

Even for my babe, my boy, there’s safety 
thence— ir« 

From the sudden death of me, I mean; we 
poor 


tn 

Weak souls, how we endeavour to bei^rong! 
I was already using up my life,— . 

This portion, now, shmld do him such a 
good, 

This other go to keep off such an ill! ir# 
The great life; see, a breath and it is gone! 
So is detached, so left all by itself 
The little life, the feet which lOeans so 
much. 

Shall not God stoop the kindlier to His work, 
His marvel of creation, foot w'ould crush, itm 
N ow that the hand He trusted to receive 
And hold it, lets the treasure fell perferce ? 
The better; He shall have in orphanage 
His own way all the clearlier; if my babe 
Outlived the hour—and he has lived two 
weeks— its® 

I It is through God who knows I am not b)^ 
Who is it makes the soft gold hair turn black, 

; And sets the tongue, might he so long at rest. 
Trying to talk ? Let us leave God alone ! 
Why should I doubt He will explain in 
time im 

What I feel now, but feil to find the words? 
My IwIhj nor was, nor‘is, nor yet shall be 
Count Guido Franceschini’s child at all— 
Only his mother’s, bora of love not hate I 
Sp shall I have my rights in after-time, sm 
It seems absurd, impossible to-day ; 

So seems so much else, not explained but 
known I 

Ah ! Friends, I thank and bless you every 
one! 

No more now; I withdraw from earth and 
man rm 

To my own soul, compose myself for God. 

Well, and there is more 1 Yes, my end of 
breath 

Shall bear away my soul in being true 1 
I He is still here, not outside with the world, 
Here, here, I Imve him in his rightful place I 
’Tis now, when I am most upon the move, 

I feel for what I verily find—again im 
The fece, again the eyes, again, through all, 
The heart and its immeasurable love 
Of my one friend, my only, ail my own, 
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W|i© fwit to breast betn*een the spears atKi 

tm. * 1780 

Em witb Oaponsacclii! Otherwise 
Here alone would be failure, loss to me— 
How much more loss to him, with life 
debarred 

From giving life, love locked from love’s 
dis{^y, 

The day-star stopped its task that makes 
night morn \ im 

O lover of my life, O soldier-saint, 

No work begun shall ever pause for death ! 
Love will be helpful to me more and more 
I* the coming course, the new path I must 
tread— 

My weak hand in thy strong hand, strong 
for that! ^ im 

Tell him that if I seem without him now, 
That’s the world’s insight! Oh, he under¬ 
stands ! 

He Is at Civita—do I once doubt 
The world again is holding us apart ? im 
He had been here, displayed in my behalf 
The broad brow that reml>erates the tiuth. 
And dashed the word G«id gave him, back 
to man! 

I know where the free soul is flown! My 
fate 

Will have been hard for even him to Ijear: 
Let it confirm him in tlie trust of (iod, vm 
Showing how holily he dared the deed ! 

And, for the rest,—say, from the deed, no 
touch 

Of harm came, but all good, all happiness, 
Not cme faint fleck of failure ! Wliy e^ain ? 
What I see, oh, he sees and hoirBfemch 
more! law 

Tell him,—I know not wherefore the true 
word 

Should fede and fell unuttered at the last— 

It was the name of him I sprang to meet 
When came the knock, tlie summons and 
tto enC 

** My great heart, my stiong hand are back 

. agiiinl” two 

I have i^ui^ to these, beckoning 


O’ the threshold, posted to exclude me 
heaven: 

He is ordained to call and I to come! 

Do not the dead wear flowers when dressed 
for God ? isu 

Say,—I am all in flowers from head to 
foot! 

Say,—not one flower of all he said and 
did. 

Might seem to flit unnoticed, fade unknown, 
But dropped a seed, has grown a balsam- 
tree 

Whereof die blossoming perfumes the {flace 
At this supreme of moments I He is a 
priest; laas 

lie cannot marry therefore, which is right: 

I think he would not marry if he could* 
Marriage on earth seems such a counterfeit, 
Mere imitation of the inimitable : im 

In heaven we have the real and true and 
sure. 

’Tis there they neither marry nor are given 
In marriage but are as the angels: right, 

Oh how right that is, how like Jesus Christ 
To say that! Maniage • making for the 
earth, mo 

With gold so much,—birth, power, repute 
so much, 

Or beauty, >outh so much, in lack of these ! 
Be as the angels rather, who, apart, 

Know themselves into one, are found at length 
Married, liut marry never, no, nor give tmi 
In marriage; they are man and wife at once 
Wlien the true time is : here we have to 
wait 

Not so long neither ! Could we by a wish 
Have what we will and get the future now, 
Would we wish aught done undone in the 
past? i««0 

So, let him wait God’s instant men call 
years? 

Meantime bold hard by truth and his great 
soul, 

Do out the duty I Through such souls 
alone 

God stoofung shows sufficient of His light 
For us f to dark to rise by« ^d I 
rise. istf 
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vni.—DOMINUS HYACINTHUS DE 
ARCHANGELIS, 

FAUPERUM PROCURATOR.' 

[This Book is so full of Latin, and the 
homour of it turns so much upon Latin 
l^iaaes, as hardly to repay the trouble of 
reading to any one not a^uainted with that 
language. Under these circumstances, it 
would seem to Ijc merely cumbrous and in¬ 
effective to give a translation throughout] 

Ah, my Giacinto, he^s no ruddy rogue, 

Is not Cinone? *' What, to-day we’re eight ? 
Seven and one’s eight, I hope, old curly-pate ! 
—Branches me out his verb-tree on the slate, 
Apu> --as -avi -aium -are -ans^ 5 

Up to -aturus^ person, tense, and mood, 
Quit% me cum subjunctive (I could cry) 

And chews Corderius^ with his morning crust \ 
Look eight years onward, and he’s perched, 
he’s perched 

Dapper and deft on stool beside this chair, 
Cinozzo, Cinoncello, who but he ? 11 

—Trying his milk-teeth on some crusty case 
Like this, papa shall triturate full scx>n 
To smooth Papinianian * pulp ! 

Ii trots 15 

Already through my head, though noon be now, 
Does supper-time and what belongs to eve. 
Dispose, O Don, o’ the day, first work then 

plaj ! 

—The proverb bids. And ‘‘then” means, 
won’t we hold 

Our little yearly lovesome frolic feast, » 
Cinuolo’s lurth-n%ht, Cinicello’s own, 

That makes gruff January grin perforce! 

For too contagious grows the mirth, the 
warmth 

’ the official defender 

of criminals, as the '*Fisc'* is the official 
prosecutor. 

• Cimme: a pet diminutive of Giacinto, as 
are Cinozzo. Cinoncello, Cinino, and various 
other forms occurring in this Book. 

• CmleHus: Mathurin Cordier, author of 
the moat popular Latin schoobbook of the six- 
^enth century, the CeOe^uia ScMasHm. 

• PaMnianiaH; from Papinius, a Roman 
Jurist 01 the beginning of the third century. 


Escaping from so many hearts at cmce— 
When the good wife, buxom and bonny yet, 
Jokes the hale grandsire,—such are just the 
sort m 

To go off suddenly,—he who hides the key 
O’ the box beneath his pillow every night,— 
Which lx)x may hold a parchment (someone 
thinks) 

Will show a scribbled something like a 
name so 

“ Cinino, Ciniccino,” near the end, 

“ To whom I give and I bequeath my lands, 
“ Estates, tenements, hereditaments, 

“ When I decease as honest grandsire ought.” 
Wherefore—^yet this one time again perhaps— 
Shan’t my Orvieto fuddle his old nose ! 10 

Then, uncles, one or the other, well P the 
world. 

May—drop in, merely ?—trudge through rain 
and wind, 

Rather ! The smell-feasts rouse them at the 
hint m 

There’s cookery in a certain dwelling-place ! 
Gossips, too, each with keepsake in his poke, 
Will pick the way, thrid lane by lantern-light, 
And so find door, put galligaskin off 
At entry of a decent domicile 4 * 

Comere<i in snug Condotti,—all fiir love, 

All to crush cup with Cinucciatolo ! 

Well, 

Let others climb the heights o’ the court, the 
camp! 

How vain are chambering and wantonness, 
Revel and rout and pleasures that make 
mad! m 

Commend me to home-joy, the fiimily board, 
Altar and hearth! These, with a lirisk career, 
A source of honest profit and good feme. 

Just so much work as keeps the brain ffomnisi, 
Just so much play as lets the heart expand, ss 
Honouring God and serving man,—I say, 
These are reality, and all else,—fluff, 
Nutshell and nai^t,—thank Flaccus* fcff the 
phrase! 

Suppose I liad been Fisc, yet bachelor ! 

® Fiacetts." Horace, Sat II. 5 , 35 , fuasm 
nme, a proverbial expression for something 
worthless. 
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IWiy, woj^ ivi^ a will, ihm ! WheueiwJ 
now? m 

Itat up llie liottr-glam, whence no sand-grain 
slips 

Bat should have done its duty to the saint 
<y the day, the son and heir that’s eight 
years old! 

Let law come dimple Cinoncmo’s cheek, 
And Latin dumple Cinarello’s chin, es 

The while we spread him fine and toss him 
flat 

This pulp that makes the pancake, trim our 
mass 

Of matter into Argument the First, 

Prime Pleading in defence of our accused, 
Which, once a-a-aft on paper wing, shall 
soar, 

Shall stgnalize before applausive Rome 
What study, and mayhap some mother-wit. 
Can do toward making Master fop and Fisc 
Old bachelor Bottinius bite his thumb. 
lioWf how good God is! How falls plumb 
to point n 

This murder, gives me Guido to defend 
How, of all days i’ the year, just when the boy 
Veiges on Virgil, reaches the right age 
For some such illustration from his sire. 
Stimulus to hhnself! One might wait years 
And never And the chance which now flnds | 
me I SI 

The fet is, there’s a blessing on the hearth, 
A special jn-ovidence for flitherhood 1 
Hete^s a man, and what’s more, a noble, kills 
—Hot sneakitigly but almost with parade— 
Wile*s fiither and wife’ll mother and wife’s 
self # m 

That’s mother’s self of son and heir (like 
minel) 

—And here stand I, the Atvoured advocate, 
Whopludt this flower o’ the held, no Solomon 
Wan dothed tn glorious gold to match, 
iind set fbe same in Cinofictno’s cap I n 
I Mmd Guido and Ins aanrades—11 
BmF ^ hujhbie: not to me— 

0im itdM$ kmf 

Udir lh|l^ Ihp chndkled when th<^ made him 

iS^t iS 


All flur our tribute to Cinotto’s day. 

Why, ’sbuddikins, old Innocent himself 
May rub his eyes at the bustle,—ask “ What’s 
this 

** Rolling from out the rostrum, as a gust iw 
“O’ the Prt> had been prisoned 

there, 

“And rattled Rome awake?” Awaken Rome, 
How can the Pope doze on in decency ? 

He needs must wake up also, speak his word, 
Have his opinion like the rest of Rome, i«s 
About this huge, this hurly-burly case: 

He wants who can excogitate the truth. 

Give the result in speech, plain black and 
white, 

To mumble in the mouth and make hm own 
—A little changed, good man, a little 
changed f iit 

No matter, so his gratitude be moved, 

By when my Giacintino gets of age, 

Mindful of who thus helped him at a pinch, 
Archangelus Pfvc$tm(or Pauperum '— 

And proved Hortensius * Redtvtims / ns 

Whew! 

To earn the Ext^est^ merit the minced herb 
That mollifies the liver’s leathery slice, 

With here a goose*f<x)t, theie a cock’s*comb 
stuck. 

Cemented in an element of cheese ! im 
1 doubt if dainties do the grandsire good: 
Last June he had a sort of strangling « . . 
bah I 

He’s his own master, and hk will is made. 
So, liver fizz, \Aw flit and Latin fly im 
A s we rub hands o’er dish liy way of grace f 
May I lose cause if I vent one word more 
Except,—^with fresh-cut quill we ink the 
white,— 

P-r-ihpro Gnithm §t Smiis, There ! 

Count Guido married—or, in Latin due. 
What ? DuxU in ux&rem f-M^ommonptade 1 
Tatdas juguiis imit^ snMit ^—ha ! tn 

He underwent the matrimonial torch ? 

* Pr 0 Miknfr Ocero's great speech In de* 
fence of Milo on a charge of murder. 

9 JfimimHwi: the great Roman orator, conr 
tesE^pMeary witli Cieem 
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lit stftbk bcHnd of ntsurmge bottitd his own ? 
IThftt’s dtm of my modeni taint; and 
yet . ♦ * m 

Virgil is little help to who writes prose. 

He i^iall attack me Terence with the dawn, 
Shall Cinucdno! Mum, mind business, Sir 1 
Thus drcumstantialiy evolve we fects, 

/fa se habet idea serifs facti: mo 

He wedded,—ah, with owls for augury I 
Mupseraf, keu simsins avibas, 

One of the blood Arezzo boasts her best, 
Dominus Guido^ ttobiii geftere orlus, i4i 

Fompiiiff . . . 

But the version afterward ! 
Curb we thb ardour ! Notes alone, to-day, 
The speech to-morrow and the Latin last; 
Such was the rule in Farinacci’s time. 

Indeed I hitched it into verse and good. 
Unluckily, law quite aljsorbs a man, »• 
Or else I think 1 too had poetized. 

“ Law is the pork substratum of the fry, 

** Goose-foot and cock’s-comb areLatinity,^’— 
And in this case, if circumstance assist, is4 
We*ll garnish law with idiom, never tear ! 
Out-of-the-way events extend our s(X)pc; 

For instance, when Bottini brings his charge, 
That letter which you say Pompilia wrote,— j 
** To eliminate her parents and herself iw | 
** And disengage her husband frenn the coil,— j 
**That, Guido Franceschini wrote, say we: 

** Because Pompilia could nor read nor write, 
** Therefore he pencilled her such letter first, 
**Then made her trace in ink the same again.” 
—Ha, my Bottini, have I thee on hip ? i«b 
H ow will he turn this and break Tally’s pale ? 
**Mxisiimmdtm** (don’t I bear the dog!) 

** Quad Guido des^fnmmit ekmenta 
JQieim e^isioia, fuot fmrint 
** (Superiudueto ab m mlanto) m 

** odmmenio*^ —there’s a style !— 

** Quia ^a serihm mseubai, ^ Boh I 
Now, my turn! Either, /nsuise / (I outburst) 
Stupidly put I Inane is the response, 
iuanis ojfi m/KomiOf ox the like— m 

To-Wit, that each id all those characters, 


Quod singuia olemonia ofistoke^ 

Had first of all been traced for her by him, 
Fuemnt per emi prius designala^ 

And then, the ink applied a-top of that, iso 
Et deinde^ supertnducto calamo^ 

The piece, she says, became her handiwork, 
J^er eanty efformata^ ut ipsa asserit. 

Inane were such response ! (a second time:) 
Her husband outlined her the wholej for¬ 
sooth ? 

Vir ejus Imeahai epistolam ? 

What, she confesses that she wrote the thing, 
Fatetur earn senpstsse^ (scorn that scathes !) 
That she might pay ol)edience to her lord ? 
Ut vtro obtemperarety aptees IW 

(Here repeat charge with proper varied 

phrase) 

Eo designanky ipsaque calamnm 
Super tnducente t By such argument, 

Ita partievy she seeks to show the same, 

(Ay, by Saint Joseph and what saints you 
please) i»s 

hpist&lam ostendity medius fidiusy 
No voluntary deed but fruit of force! 

Non voluniarie sed eoaete sertptam / 

That’s the way to write Latin, friend my Fiscl 
Bottini is a f)east, one barbarous : m 

Look out for him when he attempts to say 
** Armed with a pistol, Guido followed her ! ” 
Will not I be beforehand with my Fisc, 

Cut away j^rase by phrase from underfoot I 
Guido Guido thus his wifo m 

Following with igneous engine, shall I have ? 
Armis munitus igneis perseyums--^ 

A mm sulphurea gestansy sulphury arms, 

Or, might one style a pistol—popping-piece ? 
Armatrn breviori sehpul&f an« 

We’ll let him have been armed so, though 

it make 

Somewhat against us; I had thought to own— 
Provided with a simple travelling-sword, 
Rnse sohtmmodo viatorio m 

Instrmtm: but we’ll grant the pistol here; 
Better we lost the cause than lacked the gird 
At the Fisc’s Latin, lost the Judge’s kugh 1 
It’s Vcnturinl that decides for style, 

Tommati rather goes upon the law. 

So, as to kw,— m 
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Ah> but with kw lie'er hope 
To level thetillow,—don*t I know his trick ! 
How he draws up, ducks under, twists aside ! 
He*s a lean-gtttt^ hectic rascal, fine s34 
As pale-haired red-eyed ferret which pretends 
*Tis ermine, pure soft snow from tail to snout 
He eludes law by piteous looks aloft, 

Lets Latin glance oft as he makes appeal m \ 
To saunt that’s somewhere in the ceiling-top ; j 
Bo you suppose I don’t conceive the beast ? ^ 
Plague of the ermine-vermin ! For it takes, 
It takes, and here’s the fellow Fisc, you see, 
And Judge, you’ll not be loi^ in seeing next! 
Confound the fop—he’s now at work like me: 
Enter his study, as I seem to do, sts 

Hear him read out his writing to himself! 

I know he writes as if he spoke : I hear 
The hoarse shrill throat, see shut eyes, neck 
shot-forth, 

—I see him strain on tiptoe, soar and pour 
Eloquence out, nor stay nor stint at all— 340 
Perorate in the air, then quick to press 
With the product I What abuse of type and 
sheet! 

He*ll keep clear of my cast, my logic-throw, 
Let argument slide, and then deliver swift 
Some bowl from quite an unguessed point of 
stand— 240 

Having the luck o’ the last word, the reply I 
A pl^^y cast, a mortifying stroke ; 

You fiice a fellow—cries *‘So, there you stand? 

But I discourteousjumpcleano’eryourhead! 
** You take ship-carpentry for pilotage, 200 
Stop rat-holes, while a sea sweeps through 
the breach,— ^ 

Hammer and fortify at puny points?^ 

“ Do, clamp and tenon, make all tight and safe I 
“ ’Tis here and here and here you ship a sea, 
“No good of your stopped leaks and little¬ 
ness!” ass 

Yet what do I name “ little and a leak ” ? 
Hie main defence 0 ’ the murder’s used to death, 
By this time, dry bare boifes, no scrap we pick: 
Sikfer I Worked tbe new^ the unibreseen, m 
Tire nice by-atroke, the tine and improvised 
Poliit Hmt ean lltilkte the brain o’ tbe Bench 
Wilb over4eachit%, long ago! 


As if Tommati (that has heard, reheard 
And heard again, first this side and then that— 
Guido and Pietro, Pietro and Guido, din loi 
And deafen, full three years, at each long ear) 
Don’t want amusement for instruction now, 
Won’t rather feel a flea run o’er his ribs, 
Than a daw settle heavily on his head I 
Oh I was young and had the trick of fence, 
Knew subtle pass and push with careless 
right— 

My left arm ever quiet behind back, 

With dagger ready: not both hands to blade ! 
Puff and blow, put the strength out, Blunder- 
bore ! W4 

There’s my subordinate, young Spreti, now, 
Pedant and prig,—She’ll pant away at proof, 
That’s his way 1 

Now for mine—to rub some life 
Into one’s choppy fingers this cold day I 
I trust Cinurzo ties on tippet, guards m 
The precious throat on which so much 
depends! 

Guido must be all goose-flesh in his hole, 
Despite the prison-straw : liad Carnival 
For captives! no shced fry for him, pool 
Count! 

Carnival-time,—another providence 1 sss 

The town a-swarm with strangers to amuse, 
To edify, to give one’s name and fame 
In charge of, till they find, some future day, 
Cintino come and claim it, his name too, 
Pledge of the pleasantness they owe papa— 
Who else was it cured Rome of her great 
• qualms, m 

When she must needs have her own judg¬ 
ment ?—ay, 

When all her topping wits had set to work, 
Pronounced alr^y on the case 1 mere boys, 
Twice Cineruggiolo’s age with half his 
sense, MS 

As good as tell me, when I cross tbe eotfirt, 

“ Master Arcangeli! ” (plucking at my gown) 
“ We can predict, we comprehend your fjlay, 
We’ll help you save your client” Tra-I^>«IA! 
I’ve travelled ground, from childhood to 
hour, aw 
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ijave tjie tmm totidpate mf track ? 
tbe oM ib* takes the plain and velvet path, 
l?he young hound’s predilection,—sprints the 
dew, 

Don’t he, to suit their pulpy pads of paw ? 
No 1 Btirying nose deep down i’ the briery 
bush, 90B 

Thus I defend Count Guido. 

Where are we weak ? 
First, which is foremost in advantage too, 
Our murder,—we call, killing,—is a feet m 
Confessed, defended, made a boast of: good ! 
To think the Fisc claimed use of torture here, 
And got thereby avowal plump and plain 
That gives me just the chance I wanted,—scope 
Not for brute-force but ingenuity, 

Explaining matters, not denying them ! ms 
One may dispute,—as I am bound to do, 
And shall,—‘Validity of process here ; 
Inasmuch as a noble is exempt 
From torture which plebeians undergo 
In such a case : for law is lenient, lax, 320 
Remits the torture to a nobleman 
Unless suspicion be of twice the strength 
Attaches to a man born vulgarly : 

We don’t card silk with comb that dresses 
wool. 

Moreover ’twas severity undue sss 

In this case, even had (he lord been lout# 
What utters, on this head, our oracle, 

I Our Farinacci,^ my Gamaliel erst, 

I In those immortal ‘^Questions”? This I 
quote! 

** Of adl the tools at Law’s disposal, sure sso 
**That named VigiOaruni is the best— 

** That is, the worst—to whoso needs must 
bear: 

’^Lasting, as it may do, from some seven 
hours 

** To ten} (beyond ten, we’ve no precedent; 
’‘Certain have touched their ten, but, bah, 
they died 1) m 

* I^rinac^/ Prosper Farinacef (i 5 ^--x 6 i 3 ), 
author of a volume of Varia QuasHones 
\ and other leffal treatises, which were regarded 
as of very high authority during the seven- 
Imth century. In 1599 he defended Beatrice 
Cenci on the charge of ihurdetlng her father, 
f vm^ ir. 


It does so efficaciously convince, 

“That, — speaking by much observation 
here,— 

“ Out of each hundred cases, by my count, 

“ Never I knew of patients beyond four 
“ Withstand its taste, or less than ninety-six 
“ End by succumbing: only martyrs four, 

“ Of obstinate silence, guilty or no,—against 
“ Ninety-six full confessors, innocent 
“ Or otherwise^—^so shrewd a tool have we!” 
No marvel either: in unwary hands, ms 
Death on the spot is no rare consequence: 

As indeed all but happened in this case 
To one of ourselves, our young tough peasant- 
friend 

The accomplice called Baldeschi; they were 
rough, 

Dosed him with torture as you drench a horse. 
Not modify your treatment to a man: ssi 

So, two successive days he fainted dead. 

And only on the third essay, gave up, 
Confessed like flesh and blood. We could 
reclaim,— 

Blockhead Bottini giving cause enough 1 m 
But no, —we’ll take it as spontaneously 
Confessed : we’ll have the murder beyond 
doubt. 

iVh, fortunate (the poet’s word* reversed) 
Inasmuch as we know our happiness I 
Had the antagonist left dubiety, ssc 

Here were we proving murder a mere myth, 
And Guido innocent, ignorant, absent,—ay, 
Absent I He was—why, where should Chris¬ 
tian be ?— 

Engaged in visiting his proper church, 

The duty of us all at Christmas-time, an 

When Caponsacchi, the seducer, stung 
To madness by his relegation, cast 
About him and contrived a remedy 
In murder; since opprobrium broke afresh. 
By birth o’ the babe, on him the imputed 
sire, w 

He it was quietly sought to smother up 
His shame and theirs together,—killed the 
three, 

* TAe teffftr/,' ** O fortimatos nimium, 
suasi bona norint, Agricolas” (Virgil, 

II. 4sS)* 
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Aftd seek lam wkere ym pikase to Bid it be set up ift tbe yard of arms, m 

learcb)— And take thereon his hour of exercise,— 

Just at the time when Guido, touched by Command the varletry stretch, strain their 
grace, best, 

Devotions ended, hastened to the spot, S76 While friends looked on, admired my lord 
Meaning to pardon his convicted wife, could smile 

‘ ‘ Neither do I condemn thee, go in peace I ”— ’Mid tugging which had caused an ox to roar. 
And thus arrived i* the nick of time to catch Men are no longer men ! m 

The charge o* the killing, though great* 

heartedly m —And advocates 

He came but to forgive and bring to lijfe. No longer Farinacci, let us add, 

Doubt ye the force of Christmas on the soul ? If I one more time fly from point proposed 1 
** Is thine eye evil because mine is good?” So, Vtftdkatio ^—^here begins the speech ! — 

Hvnans causa ; thus we make our stand: 

So, doubtless, had I needed argue here Honour in us had injury, we prove. 4» 

But for the full confession round and sound ! Or if we fail to prove such injury 

Thus might you wrong some kingly al- More than misprision of the fact,—what then? 

chemist,— 385 It is enough, authorities declare, 

Whose concern should not be with showing If the result, the deed in question now, m 
brass Be caused by confidence that injury 

Transmuted into gold, but triumphing, Is veritable and no figment: since. 

Rather, about his gold changed out of brass, What, though proved fancy afterward, seemed 
Not vulgarly to the mere sight and touch, fact 

But in the idea, the spiritual display, m At the time, they argue shall excuse result. 
The apparition buoyed by winged words That which we do, persuaded of good cause 
Hovering above its birth-place in the brain,— For what we do, hold justifiable !— m 
Thus would you wrong this excellent personage So casuists bid : man, bound to do his best, 
Forced, bythe gross need, to gird apron round. They would not have him leave that best 
Plant forge, light fire, ply bellows,—^in a word, undone 

Demonstrate: when a faulty pipkin’s crack And mean to do his worst,—though fuller 
May disconcert you his presumptive truth ! light 

Here were I han^ng to the testimony m Show best was worst and worst would have 
Of one of these poor rustics—foiu, ye gods ! been best. m 

Whom the first taste of friend the Fiscal’s cord Act by the present light 1—they ask of man. 
May drive into undoing my whole Ultra qttod hie non a^tury besides 

Undoing, on his hirthiy,—what is worse,— It is not anyway our business here, 

My Son and heir 1 m De probatione adulteriiy 

I wonder, all the same, To prove what we thought crime was crime 
Not so much at those peasants’ lack of heart; indeed, Mt 

Bttt*-^-Gfuido Fmnceschini, nobleman, 400 Ad irrogandam pmmmy and require 
Beuit pain no better! Everybody knows Its punishment: such nowise do we seek; 

If; once, when my fiither was a boy, Sed ad effeetumy but ’tis our concern, 

To forma proper, nay, important point Excusandty here to simply find excuse, 
f education of our well-bom youth, m Occispremy for who did the kilting-worki «ao 
Tlutt they took torture handsomely at need, Et ad illius dkfensi&mfHy (mark 
Wllhcmt confessing in this clownish guise. The difference) and defend the man, Jiist 
ilobfe had hk rack for private use, that! 

ki'mildii for the diviilrsion of a guest. Quo casu Imior ptobatio 
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Bxu^rar^i to which emi ^sur lighter proof 
Suitces than the prior case would claim: 

It sliould l>c always harder to convict, m 
In short, than to establish innocence. 
Therefore we shall demonstrate 6rst of all 
That Honour is a gift of God to man 
Precious beyond compare: which natural 
sense 4 so 

Of human rectitude and purity,— 

Which while, man’s soul is born with,— 
brooks no touch: 

Therefore, the sensitivest spot of all. 
Wounded by any wafture breathed from 
black, 

Is,—honour witliin honour, like the eye 4^5 
Centred i* the ball,—the honour of our wife. 
Touch us o’ the pupil of our honour, then, 
Not actually,—since so you slay outright,— 
But by a gesture simulating touch, 
Presumable mere menace of such taint,— 
This were our warrant for eruptive ire 471 
“To whose dominion ^ I im[X)se no end.” 

(Virgil, now, should not be too difficult 
To Cinoncino,—say, the early lx>oks. 

Pen, truce to further gambols I Posamur I) 

Nor can revenge of injury done here 476 
To the honour proved the life and soul of us, 
Be too excessive, too extravagant: 

Such wrong seeks and must have complete 
revenge. 

Show we this, first, on the mere natural 
ground: 48o 

Begin at the beginning, and proceed 
Incontrovertibly. Theodoric,® 

In an apt sentence Cassiodorus cites, 
Propounds for basis of all household law— 

I hardly recollect it, but it ends, 486 

“Bird mates with bird, beast genders with 
I his like, 

[ “And brooks no interference.” Bird and 
I beast? 

^ To whose dominion, &c.; **His ego nec 
metas rerum nec tempera pono; Imperium 
sine fine dedi“ (Virgil, 1. 378, 370). 

5 Tkeodont: the Goth, king of Italy, 493- 
506. Cassiodorus was his secretary. 


The very insects . . • if they wive or no, 
How dare I say when Aristotle doubts ? m 
But the presumption is they likewise wive^ 
At least the nobler sorts; for take the bee 
As instance,—copying King Solomon,— 
Why that displeasure of the bee to aught 
Which savours of incontinency, makes 
The unchaste a very horror to the hive ? 49s 

Whence comes it bees obtain their epithet 
Of castm aj>es, notably “ the chaste”? 
Because, ingeniously saith Scaliger, 

(The young sage,—see his book of TaWe> 
talk) 

“ Such is their hatred of immodest act, m 
“ They fall upon the offender, sting to 
death.” 

I mind a passage much confirmative 
P the Idyllist (though I read him Latinized) 
“ Why” asks a shepherd, “ is tliis bank unfit 
“For celebration of our vernal loves ? ” 6O6 

“Oh swain,” returns the instructed shep¬ 
herdess, 

“ Bees swarm here, and would quick resent 
our warmth I ” 

Only cold-blooded fish lack instinct here, 
Nor gain nor guard connubkiity: 

But beasts, quadrupedal, mammiferous, 610 
Do credit to their beasthood : witness him 
That x^lian ® cites, the noble elephant, 

(Or if not /Elian, somebody as sage) 

Who seeing, much offence beneath his nose. 
His master’s friend exceed in courtesy 
The due allowance to his master’s wife. 
Taught them good manners and killed both 
at once, » 

Making his master and the world admire. 
Indubitably, then, that master’s self, 
Favoured by circumstance, had done the 
same oo 

Or else stood clear rebuked by his own beast. 
AdeOf ut qui hmorem spemit^ thus, 

Who values his own honour not a straw,— 
Et mn recupemre curedy nor 
Labours by might and main to salve its wound, 
Se ukisemdo^ by revenging him, aafe 

Nil differad a heUtds^ is a brute, 

8 Milan: mhisi>tfiVa4 Anim* XL t%. 
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h$U«^f m% contmriwise, 039 

Mmi$x more imtkmal than brutes thenx^vesi 
Shmtid be considered, rep^etur/ How? 

If a poor animai feel honour smart, 

Tait^l blind instinct nature plants in him. 
Shall man, — confessed creation’s master¬ 
stroke, 

Hay, Intellectual glory, nay, a god, css 

Hay, of the nature of my Judges here,— 
Sh^t man prove the insensible, the block, 
The Hot o’ the earth he crawls on to disgrace? 
(Come, that’s both solid and poetic !) Man 
Derogate, live for the low tastes alone, 540 
Mean creeping cares about the animal life ? 
such homage to vile flesh and blood 1 

(May Gigia have remembered, nothing 
stings 

Fried liver out of its monotony 544 

Of rldiness, like a root of fonnel, chopped 
Fine with the parsley: parsley-sprigs, I smd— 
Was there need I should say “and fennel 
too”? 

But no, she cannot have lieen so obtuse ! 

To our argument! The fennel will be 
cbof^ied.) 

From beast to man next mount we—ay, but, 
mind, 590 

Stfll mere man, not yet Chnstian,—that, m 
time \ 

Hot too fost, mark you ! ’Tis on Heathen 

grounds 

We nett defend our act; then, feirly 
If this were done of old, in a green tree, «* 

Allowed in the Spring rawness of our kind, 
What may be licensed m the Autumn dry 
And lipe, the latter harvest-tide of man ? 
lit adth Ms poor and primitive half-lights, 
Irhe Pagan, whom our devis served for gods, 
Cotdd atigmatlse the breach of maniage-vow 
An fhat which Hood, Hood only rn^ht 
. «a 

hatband, omraged, whose revenge 
law, plicKl sw^ himself,^ 

IftNf nllh the Christian in foil bkee ^ noon? 

dbubkPfeari^, m, 


Multiply vengeance, than, degenerate, 

I>t privilege be minished, droop, decay ? 
Therefore set forth at large the andent law I 
Superabundant the examples be 
To pick and choose from. The Athenian 
Code, ws 

Solon’s, the name is serviceable,—then, 

The Laws of the Twelve Tables, that fif¬ 
teenth,— 

“Romulus” likewise rolls out round and 
! large; 

The Julian; the Cornelian ; ^ Graechus’ Law: 
So old a chime, the bells ring of themselves! 
Spreti can set that going if he please, 

I point you, for my part, the belfry plain, 
Intent to rise from dusk, dihtculum^ 

Into the Christian day shall broaden next 

First, the fit compliment to His Holiness 
Happily reigning: then sustain the pomt— 
All that was long ago declared as law m 
By the natural revelation, stands confirmed 
By Apostle and Evangelist and Saint,— 

To-wit—that Honour is man’s supreme good 
Why should I liaulk Saint Jerome of his 
phrase ? m 

Ubi honor non where no honour is, 

Ibt contemptus est, and where contempt, 

Ibt tnjurm frequens, and where that, 

The frequent injury, tbt et tndigftatio , fiW 

And where the indignation, tbi quus 
Nulla and where there is no quietude, 
Why, ibi^ there, the mind is often cast 
Down from the heights where it proposed to 
dwell, 

Miens a propsito sap dejicitur. ows 

And naturally the mind is so cast down. 
Since harder ’tis, qunm dtffialius sit^ 

Irani cokibere, to coerce one’s wrath, 

Quam miracula facere^ than work miracles,— 
So Gregory smiles in his First Dialogue. m 

Whence we mfer, the ingenuous soul, the man 
Who makes esteem of honour and repute, 
Whenever honour and repute are touched, 
Arrives at term of fory and despair, 

Loses all guidance from the reason-check 5 

^ Thf Mian ; ike C^mehan: see Book L 
aafi, aay. 
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^ in 4elirinm or »Imizy-Bt, m 

Nor iktf mt 4«jspair lie satiates,—no, 

Not even if he attain the impossible, 

Overturn the hinges of the universe 
To annihilate—-not whoso caused the smart 
Solely, the author simply of his pain, en 
3ut the place, the memory, vituperii^ 
O’theshame and scorn: quia ^—says Solomon, 
(The Holy Spirit speaking by his mouth 
In Proverbs, the sixth chapter near the end) 
—Because, the zeal and fury of a man, 6i« 
Zelus et furor virt^ will not spare, 

Non parcet^ in the day of his revenge, 

In die vindktmy nor will acquiesce, 

Nec acquiescet^ throi^h a person’s prayers, 
Cujusdam precibus^^nec suscipiet^ 62i 

Nor yet take, pro redemptioue^ for 
Redemption, dona phmutn^ gifts of friends, 
Mere money-payment to compound for ache. 
Who recognizes not my client’s case ? oss 
Whereto, as strangely consentaneous here, 
Adduce Saint Bernard in the Epistle writ 
To Robertulus, his nephew: ‘‘Too much 
grief, 

“ Dolor qutppe nimius non deliberate 
“ Does not excogitate propriety, eso 

“ Non vereeundaturf nor knows shame at all, 
Non consulit rationem, nor consults 
“ Reason, non dignitatis metuit 
Damnum, nor dreads the loss of dignity ; 
“ Modum et ordinem, order and the mode, 

“ Ignorat, it ignores ; ” why, trail for trait, 
Was ever jx>rtrait limned so like the life? 
(By Cavalier Maratta, shall I say? m 

J hear he’s first in reputation now.) 

VeS, that of Samson in the Sacred Text 
That’s not so much the portrait as the man! 
Samson in Gaza was the antetype 
Of Guido at Rome; observe the Nazarite ! 
Blinded he was,—an easy thing to bear : 
Intrepidly he took imprisonment, 045 

Gyves, stripes and daily labour at the mill: 
But when he found himself, i’ the public place, 
Destined to make the common people sport, 
Disdain burned up with such an impetus 
I* the breast of him that, all the man one 
fire, 680 

MorkUur, roared he, let my soul’s self die, 


Anima with the Philistines ! 

So, pulled down pillar, roof, and death and 
all, 

Multosque plures interfecit, ay, 

And many more he killed thus, mortem. 
Dying, quam vivus, than in his whole life, 
Ocaderat, he ever killed before. 

Are these things writ for no example, Sirs? 
One instance more, and let me see who 
doubts! 

Our Ix)rd Himself, made all of mansue- 
tude, 600 

Sealing thffe sum of sufferance up, received 
Opprobrium, contumely and buffeting 
Without complaint: but when He found 
Himself 

Touched in llis honour never so little for 
once, ao4 

Then outbroke indignation pent before— 
ffonorem meum nemuti dabo /” “ No, 

“ My honour I to nobody will give ! ” 

And certainly the example so hath wrought, 
That whosoever, at the proper worth, 
Apprises worldly honour and repute, oto 
Esteems it nobler to die honoured man 
Beneath Mannaia, than live centuries 
Disgraced in the eye o’ the world. We find 
Smnt Paul 

No recreant to this faith delivered once : 

“ Far worthier were it that I died,” cries 
he, 075 

Expedtt rnihi magis vtori, “ than 
“ That anyone should make my glory void,” 
Qtmm nt gloriam meant quis evaaietl 
See, ad Corinlkienses: whereupon 
Saint Ambrose makes a comment with much 
fruit, 080 

Doubtless my Judges long since laid to heart. 
So I desist from bringing forward here. 

(I can’t quite recollect it.) 

Have I proved 
Satis superque, both enough and to spare. 
That Revelation old and new admits ooo 

The natural man may effervesce in ire, 
O’erflood earth, o’erfroth heaven with foamy 
rage, 

At the first puncture to his self-respect ? 
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tll^ Sirs, thk Chfistiati this Jaw- 

m 

Fiill-hlovm now, soon to bask the absolute 
flower 

Papal doctrine in our blaze of day,— 
Bethink you, shall we miss one promise- 
streak, 

One doabtiul birth of dawn crepuscular, 

One dew-drop comfort to humanity, m 
Now that the chalice teems with noonday 
wine? 

Yea, argue Molinists who bar revenge— 
Reiferring just to what makes out bur case ! 
Under old dispensation, argue they, 

The doom of the adulterous wife was death, 
Stoning by Moses’ law. “Nay, stone her 
not, 701 

“ Put her away ! ” next legislates our Lord ; 
And last of all, “ Nor yet divorce a wife ! ” 
Ordains the Church, “she typifies ourself, 

“ The Bride no fault shall cause to fall from 
Oirist’* 705 

Then, as no jot nor tittle of the Law 
Has passed away—which who presumes to 
doubt? 

As not one word of Christ is rendered vain— 
Which, could it be though heaven and earth 
should pass ? 709 

—Where do I find my proper punishment 
For my adulterous wife, I humbly ask 
Of my infiillible Pope,—who now remits 
Even the divorce allowed by Christ in lieu 
Of iapidation Moses licensed me ? 

The Gospel checks the Law which throws 
the stone, 

The Church tears the divorce-bill 
grants: 

Shall wives sm and enjoy impunity ? 

What profits me the fulneas of the days, 

The final dispensation, I demand, 

0uiess I^w, Gospel and the Church sub¬ 
join 720 

“ But who ha^ barred thee primitive revenge, 
Whicb, hfea ^rc damped and dammed up, 
bfiinarnM te 

IlKMt day natural ^vilege of man, 
thbu found like those old ingrate 


** Des|Mte the manna-banquet on the board, 
A-longing after melons, cucumbers, 7W 

** And such like trash of Ffeq>t left behind P’ 

(There was one melon had improved our soup: 
But did not Cinoncino need the rind 
To make a boat with ? So I seem to think.) 

Law, Gk)spel and the Church—from these we 
leap 781 

To the very last revealment, easy rule 
Befitting the well-born and thorough-bred 
O* the happy day we live in, not the dark 
; O’ the early rude and acorn-eating race, m 
“Behold,” quoth James, “we bridle in a 
horse 

“And turn his body as we would thereby ! ” 
Yea, but we change the bit to suit the growth, 
And rasp our colt’s jaw with a rugged spike 
We hasten to remit our managed steed 740 
Who wheels round at persuasion of a touch. 
Civilization bows to decency, 

The acknowledged use and wont: ’tis man¬ 
ners,—mild 

But yet imperative law,—which make the man. 
Thus do we pay the projxjr compliment 748 
To rank, and that society of Rome, 
liath so obliged us by its interest. 

Taken our client’s part instinctively, 

As unaware defending its own cause. 

What dtcitim doth Society lay down m 
r the case of one who hath a fiiithless wife ? 
Wherewithal should the husband cleanse his 
way? 

Be patient and forgive ? Oh, language feik,— 
Shrinks from depicturing his turpitude ! 

For if wronged husband raise not hue and 
cry, 7SS 

si maritus de adulttrio non 
ConqueroretuTy he’s presumed a—foh ! 
Presumitur lem: so, complain he must. 

But how complain ? At your triliunal, lords ? 
Far weightier challenge suits your sense, I 

wot ! 780 

You sit not to have gentlemen propose 
Questions gentility can itself discuss. 

Bid not you prove that to our brother Faul r 
The Abate, qfuum jmdicml^er 
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Prosiqueretttr^ When he tried the law, res 
Guidonis cms»^y in Count Guido*s case, 
AccidU ipH^ this befell himself, 

Qmd risum mODtrit et cacMmwSi that 
He moved to mirth and cachinnation, all 
Or nearly all, rro 

Etiam sensatis cardatist men 
Strong-sensed, sound-hearted, nay, the very 

Court, 

Ipsismet in jttdicibusj I might add, 

Non iamen dtcam. In a cause like this, 

So multiplied were reasons pro and cm^ m 
Delicate, intertwisted and obscure, 

That Law refused loan of a finger-tip 
To unravel, re-adjust the hopeless twine, 
Since, half-a-dozen steps outside Law’s seat, 
There stood a foolish trifler with a tool rso 
A-dangle to no purpose by his side, 

Had clearly cut the embroilment in a trice, 
A^serunt enim unanimiter 
Doctores^ for the Doctors all assert, 

That husl>ands, quod mariUy must he held 
VileSf comuti reputantury vile, 786 

Fronts branching forth a florid infamy, 

St propriis manibusy if with their own hands, 
Ncn sumunfy they foil straight to take revenge, 
Vindictamy but expect the deed be done 790 
By the Court— expectant illam fieH 
Per jtidicesy qui summopere ridenty which 
Gives an enormous guffew for reply, 

Et cachinnantnr. Foi he ran away, 
Eeliquit eitiniy just that he might ’scape 
The censure of both counsellors and crowd, 
Ut vulgi et doctorum evitaret 
Censuranty and lest so he superadd 
To loss of honour ignominy too, 

Et sic ne isfam quoque iptominiam boo 
Amisso honori superadderet. 

My lords, my lords, the inconsiderate step 
Was—we referred ourselves to Law at all! 
Twit me not with Law else had punished 

you ! ” 804 

Each punishment of the extra-legal step. 

To which the high-bom preferably revert, 

Is ever for some oversight, some slip 

I* the taking vengeance, not for vengeance* 

self. 

A good thing, done unhandsomely, turns ill; 


And never yet lacked ill the law’s rebuke, mo 
For pregnant instance, let us contemplate 
The luck of Lconardus,—see at large 
Of Sicily’s Decisions sixty-first. 

This Leonard finds his wife is felse: what 
then? 

He makes her own son snare her, and entice 
Out of the town walls to a private walk sis 
Wherein he slays her with commodity. 

They find her body half-devoured by dogs: 
Leonard is tried, convicted, punished, sent 
To labour in the galleys seven years long: 
Why ? For the murder ? Nay, but for the 
mode! sa 

Malus modus occidetuiiy ruled the Court, 

An ugly mode of killing, nothing more ! 
Another fructuous sample,—see ‘‘ De Re 
Criminaliy^ in Matthaeus’ divine piece. 
Another husband, in no better plight, m 
Simulates absence, thereby tempts his wife ; 
On whom he falls, out of sly ambuscade. 
Backed by a brother of his, and both of them 
Armed to the teeth with arms that law had 
blamed. sao 

Nimis dolose^ overwilily, 

Fuisse operatuniy did they work, 

Pronounced the law : had all been fairly done 
Law had not found him worthy, as she did, 
Of four years’ exile. Why cite more ? Enough 
Is good as a feast—(unless a birthday-feast 
For one’s Cinuccio) so, we finish here. 837 
My lords, we rather need defend ourselves 
Inasmuch as, for a twinkling of an eye, 

We hesitatingly appealed to law,— 840 

Than need deny that, on mature advice, 

We blushingly bethought us, bade revenge 
Back to its simple proper private way 
Of decent self-dealt gentlemanly death. 
Judges, here is the law, and here beside, 

The testimony I Look to it! we 

Pause and breathe 1 

So fer is only too plain; we must watch: 
Bottini will scarce hazard an attack 
Here: best anticipate the fellow’s play, m 

And guard the weaker places—warily ask, 
What if considerations of a sort, 

Reasons of a kind, arise from out the strange 
Peculiar unforeseen new circumstance 




, '«•' 

"’ =?^",|i«^iiity wpe otherwise ymir meed; 

^Oo iday your wife and wdcoine,**---*may be 

;; * 

But why the innocent old couple skyj m 
l*ietro* Violante ? You may do enough, 

** Not too much, not exceed the golden mean: 
** Ndther brute-beast nor Pagan, Gentile, Jew, 
** No? Obiisdan, no nor votarist of the mode, 
justified to push revenge so fer*” 

llo* Indeed ? Why, thou very sciolist! ses 
The actual wrong, Pompilia seemed to do. 
Was virtual wrong done by the parents lu:re— 
Imposing her upcm us as their child— 
Themselves allow; then, her &ult was their 
fikult. 

Her punishment be theirs accordingly ! m 
But wait a little, sneak not off so soon ! 

Was this cheat solely harm to Guido, pray? 
The predous couple you call innocent,— 
Wiy, they were felons that Law fiiiled to clutch, 
Qui wf /rmdarm/t who that they might rob, 
legitime vocatos^ folk law' called, m 

Adfid^irpmmissum, true heirs to the Trust, 
Pmrium supimmrunty feigned this birth, 
/mm 0 ffmr£s rtos factos esse^ blind m 

To the hurt that, guilty, they incurred thereby, 
UUimi hanging or what’s worse. 

Po you blame us that we turn Law’s instni« 
it»ents, 

mere self-seekers,—mind the public weal, 
Kor make the private good our sole concern? 
That having—^111 say-^secured a th^ 
Not j^ply we recover from his pouch sm 
T he stolen article our property. 

But dso pounce upon our Neighbour’s purse 
Wc 0 |^portitiwly find reposling there, 

Jlml do him justice while we light ourselves ? 
.PN o#es US, ;fi?r our part, adrubtnng ay, mi 
Thd otf^ our neighbour juit a dance i’ the air 
: 'PNdc#''i&e galldwp: so, we throttle him. 

’ That nek^boiiPs Law, that couple are the 

Law— , ^ "aw 

’ to]^t up us,;; . 


■ devom'P0<W:,lhim.i«^ 

f TwAslupiter’s own joke) with babes to hoot, 
in Hmneric phrase 1^ IW 
Shame I—and so ends my period iwettily^ 

But even,—prove the pair not culpable. 

Free as unborn balie from connivance at, 
Participation in, their daughter’s fault; 

Ours the mistake. Is that a rare event ? aw 
Nof$ semel^ it is anything but mre, 

In coiUingmtia facti^ that by cliance, 
Impunes maserunt^ go scot-free, 

Qui^ such well-meaning people as ourselves, 
Justo dolora moti^ who aggrieved Sla 

With cause, apposuerunt manus, lay t; 
Rough hands, in inn^xmiesy on wrong hea#i 
Cite we an illustrative case in point: 

Mulier Smirnea q Hit dam ^ good my lords, 

A gentlew'oman lived in Smyrna once, »i& 
Firum et filium ex eo cmcepium, who 
Both huslxmd and her son l)egot by him 
Killed, inter/eceraty ex quo^ l>ecause, 

Vir filium suum perdiderat^ her spouse 
Had been beforeliand with her, killed her son, 
Matrimoniiprimi^ of a previous bed, m 

Deinde accma/a^ then accused, 

Apud Dolabelloin^ before him that sat 
Proconsul, nee dualms ceedibus 
Cmtarninatam Hberarcy nor m 

To liberate a woman doubly-dyed 
With murder, zfi>luit^ made he up his mind, 
Nec condomnan^ nor to doom to death, 

Justo dohre impulsam^ one impelled 
By just grief; sed remisU^ but sent her up 
Ad Areopagum^ to the Hill of Mars, an 
Sapkntissimorum judimm 
Catum, to that assembly of the sage 
l^ralleled only by my Judges here; 

CIbi, eogmta de causa^ where, the cause «w 
Well weighed, respmmm est^ they gave reply* 
Vt ipxa et accusatory that both sides 
0’ the suit, redirenty should come back again, 
Post centum annos, afier a hundred years, 

1 Crudum Priamum . . . Prlamiam pidiKh 
nos: a line from a translation of Homer by 
Atdus Labed. The translation as a whole is 
lost, but this line (//. IV. 35 ) is preserved by a 
sd^milasK 4m Perstus* 
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fm judgment I St sist hf wbkh sage decree, 
p^0cipmrktdis rm, me mi 

Convicted of a double parricide, 

Qtmm^is ifm&cmUm^ though in truth 
Out of the pair, one innocent at least 
She, mxiiiisset, plainly had put to death, ms 
Ufidequa^t4e<t yet she altogether ’scaped, 
Em$tt impunu. See the case at length 
In Valerius, fittingly styled Maxtmus, 

That eighth lK)ok of his Memorable Facts. 
Nor Cytiacus cites beside the mark: soo 

Simiiiter uxsr quts mandaverat^ 

Just so, a lady who had taken care, 
Hsmuidium viri^ that her lord bt* killed, 

Ex demgatmu debiti\ 

For denegation of a certain debt, ms 

M^nmmialis^ he was loth to jmy, 

Fmtpetumarta ffiuicia^ was 
Amerced in a j^ecuniary mulct, 

Puntia, el ad paanatn, and to pains, 
Temporalem^ fur a certain space of time, m 
Im mmasterhy in a convent. 

(Ay, 

In nwHOsteris / He mismanages 
In with the ablative, the accusative I 
I had hoped to have hitched the villain into 
verse iwb 

For a gill, this very day, a complete list 
O’ the prepositions each with proper case, 
Telling a story, long was in my head. 

** What pre|x>sitions take the accusative? 

Ad to or at —whe saw ihe cal f —down to ro 
Obf for, because of, betp her daws off} ” Tush! 
Ijiw in a man takes the whole lilierty: 

The muse is fettered: just as Ovid found !) 

And now, sea widens and the coast is ck*ar. 
What of the dubious act you bade excuse ? 
Surely things broaden, brighten, till at 
length «r« 

Remains—so far from act that needs defence— 
Apology to make for act delayed 
One minute, let alone eight mortal months 
Of hesitation ! Why procrastinate ? *’ m 
(Out with it my Bottinius, ease thyself!) 

** Right, promptly done, is twice right; right 
delayed 


** Turns wrong. We giant you should have 

killed yotir wife, 

“ But killed o* the moment, at the meetmg 
her 

“ In company with the priest: then did the 
tongue MS 

“ O* the Brazen Head give license, ‘ Time is 
now I' 

“Wait to make mind up? ‘Time is past’ 
it peals. 

“ Friend, you are competent to mastery 
“ O’ the passions that confessedly explain 
“ An outbreak : you allow an interval, 

“ And then break out as if time’s clock still 
clanged. 

“You have forfeited your chance, and flat 
you fall 

“ Into the commonplace category 
“ Of men bound to go softly all their days, 

“ Obeying Law.” aw 

Now, which way make response? 
What was the answer Guido gave, himself ? 
—That so to argue came of ignorance 
How honour bears a wound. “For, wound,” 
said he, 

“ My l»ody, and the smart soon mends and 
ends: io» 

“Whije, wound my soul where honour sits 
and rules, 

“ Longer the sufferance, stronger grows the 
pam, 

“ Being ex incontinently fresh as first.” 

But try another tack, urge common sense 
By way of contrast: say—Too true, my lords! 
We did demur, awhile did hesitate; im 
Since husband sure should let a scruple speak 
Ere Ite slay wife,—for his own safety, lords 5 
Carpers abound in this misjudging world: 
Moreover, there’s a nicety in law row 

That seems to justify them should they carp 
Suppose the source of injury a son,-^ 

Father may slay such son yet run no risk: 
Why graced with such a privilege ? Because 
A father so incensed with his own child, nai 
Or must have reason, or Iwlieve he has: 
Quia semper^ seeing that in such event, 
Prestmitury the law is Ixiund suppose, 

Quod capiat patef ‘>t that the ske must take. 
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Tli^ be&t cottirse as to what befits his b(^, 
%ifohgh instinct, insfmctu, of mere love, 
and, paierm\ ^therhood; 

Qt$am which confidence, 

JWi>« kabet, law declines to entertain, loas 
De p/m, of the husband: where finds he 
An instinct that compels him love his wife ? 
Radiet is he presumably her foe. 

So, let him ponder long in this bad world 
Ere do the simplest act of justice. im 

But 

Again—^and here we brush B<jttini*s breast— 
Object you, “ See the danger of delay ! 
Suppose a man murdered my friend last 
month: 

“ Had I come up and killed him for his 
pains i(U5 

“ In rage, I had done right, allows the law : 
“ I meet him now and kill him in cold blood, 
“ I do wrong, equally allows the law ; 
“Wherein do actions differ, yours and mine?” 
In pknituihm inUliecfus n ? loio 

Hast thy wits, Fisc ? To tike such slayer’s 
life, 


Solid between us and our just revenge! 

What with the priest who flourishes his 
blade, tm 

The wife who like a fury flings at us, 

The crowd—and then the capture, the appeal 
To Rome, the journey there, the jaunting 
thence 

To shelter at the House of Convertites, 

The visits to the Villa, and so forth, i«es 
Where was one minute left us all this while 
To put in execution that revenge 
We planned o* the instant?—as it were, 
plumped down 

O’ the spot, some eight months since, which 
round sound egg, 

Rome, more propitious than our nest, should 
hatch! i« 7 i> 

Object not, “You reached Rome on Christ* 
mas-eve, 

“ And, despite lifierty to act at once, 

“ Waited a whole and indecorous week J ” 
Hath so the Mohmsm, the canker, lords, 
Eaten to our l»one ? Is no religion left ? lors 
No caie for aught held holy by the Church? 
Wliat, would you have us skip and miss those 
Feasts 


Retains it life to thy slain friend at all ? 

Had he stolen ring instead of stabbing 
friend,— 

To-day, to-morrow or next centur) , iom 

Meeting the thief, thy ring upon his thumb, 
Thou justifiably hadst wrung it thence : 

So, eouldst thou wrench thy friend’s life Ixick 
again, 

Though prisoned in the Ixifom of his fi3#> 
Why, law would look complacent on thy 

winth. 

Our case b, that the thing we lost, we found; 
Ute honour, we were roWxkl of eight months I 
since, los}' 

Being recoverable at any day | 

By deaBi of the delinquenU Go thy ways I 
Ere tWu hast learnt law, will lie much 

the gaby while he shod the goose, 
flirty, W you tiige me, interval was none! im 
' ^ hm to the villa--4>lank or else a bar 

and kmtmrUm incident 

iS» ( * 


O* the Natal Time, must we go prosecute 
5>eciilaT business on a sacred day ? 

Should not the merest chanty expect, 

Setting our poor concerns aside for once, 

We hunietl to the song matutinal 
I* the Sistine, and pressed forward for the Mass 
The Cardinal that’s Camerlcngo ^ chaunts, 
Then rushed on tr> the blessing of the Hat 
Ami Rapier, which the Pope sends to what 
prince itKMi 

Has done most detriment to the Infidel— 
And thereby whetted courage if ’twere 
blunt ? 

Meantime, allow we kept the house a week, 
Suppose not we were idle in our mew ! leoo 
Picture us raging here and raving there-* 
Money?* I need none, * Friends?’ 
The word is null. 

“ Restore the white was on that shield of mine 

1 Camerknm: the chamberlain of the Pope, 
who ranks highest among the cardinals, and 
pr^ides during a vacancy in the Holy See. 
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at” . . * whefevcr mi^ht be shield 
to bear. 

** I see my grandsire, he who fought so well 
^‘At” . . . here find out and put in time 
and place, looe 

Or else invent the fight his grandsire fought; 
** I see this I I see that! ” 

(See nothing else, 

Or I shidl scarce see kml/s fry in an hour! 
What to the uncle, as I bid advance iioi 
The smoking dish ? “Fry suits a tender tooth! 
“ Behoves we rare a little for our kin— 

You, Sir,—who care so much for cousinship 
“As come to your {XK>r loving nephew’s 
feast! ” 1105 

He has the res^ersion of a long lease yet — 
Land to bec|ucath ! f!e loves lamb’s fry, T 
know !) 

Here fall to be considered those same six 
Qualities; what Bottini needs must call 
So many aggravations of our crime, ino 

Parasite-growth upon mere murder’s back. 
We summarily might disfxise of such 
By some off-hand and jaunty fling, some skit— 
“ So, since there’s proved no crime to aggra¬ 
vate, 

* “ A fico for your aggravations, Fisc ” iiw 
No, — handle mischief rather, — play with 
spells 

Were meant to raise a spirit, and laugh the 
while 

We show that did he rise we stand his match! 
'rherefore, first aggravation : we made up— 
Over and above our simple murderous selves - 
A regular assemblage of armed men, 1121 
C^adunatio armatortm^ —ay. 

Unluckily it was the very judge 

That sits in judgment on our cause to-day 

Who passed the law as Governor of Rome: 

** Four men armed,”— though for lawful pur¬ 
pose, mark! nuo 

Much more for an acknowledged crime, - 
“shall die,” 

We five were armed to the teeth, meant 
murder too ? 

Why, ihaPs the very point that saves us. Fisc 1 


Let me instruct you. Crime nor done nor 
meant,— nao 

You puni^ still who arm and congregate: 
For wherefore use bad means to a good 
end? 

Crime l>eing meant not done,—you punish 
still 

The means to crime, whereon you haply 
pounce, 1184 

Though accident have Ixmlked them of effect 
But crime not only compassed but complete, 
Meant and done too ? Why, since you have 
the end, 

Be that your sole concern, nor mind those 
means 

No longer to the purpose 1 Murdered we ? 

(—W’hich, that our luck was in the present 
case, 1140 

Quod conti^sse in pnosenii casu. 

Is palpable, mambus palpatum esi —) 

Make murder out against us, nothing else ! 
Of many crimes committed with a \iew 
To one main crime, I^w overlooks the less, 
Intent ujion the large. Suppose a man im 
Having in view commission of a theft. 
Climbs the town-wall; ’tis for the theft he 
hangs, 

In case he stands convicted of such theft : 
I.aw remits whipping, due to who clomb 
wall iifto 

Through bravery or wantonness alone, 

Just to tiislodge a daw’s nest, plant a flag. 

So I interpret you the manly mind 
Of him about to judge Ixith you and me,— 
Our Governor, who, being no Fisc, my 
Fisc, nw 

Cannot have blundered on ineptitude ! 

Next aggravation,—that the arms themselves 
Were specially of such forbidden sort 
Through shaj^e or length or breadth, as, 
pmmpt, Law plucks 
From single hand of solitai*}^ man, 

Making him pay the carriage with his life: 
f>e/a/io armomnty arms against the rule, 
Contra formatn constituitmis^ of 
Pope Alexander’s blessed memory. 

Such are the poignards with the double 
prong, iii» 
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Hfhm fjnfes wke bold mlex^' 

, Imdk, 

^ biittk glfts&-*whmwith to 

stab 

And breftk off short and so let btagment stick 
Fmt in the flesh to baffle surgery; 

Sueb being the Genoese blade with hooked 
edge ii?» 

That did us service at the villa here. 

Send pterta$ miH teiM eximius mr^ 

Bht»—^let so rare a personage forgive,— 

Fisc* thy objection is a foppery 1 
Thy charge runs that we killed three inno¬ 
cents : W7» 

Killed, dost see? Then, if killed, what 
matter how? 

By stick or stone, by sword or dagger, tool 
Long or tool short, round or triangular— 
Poor slain folk find small comfort in the 
choice 1 UTS 

Means to an end, means to an end, my Fisc! 
Nature cries out, Take the first arms you 
find I” 

J^Ufvr minuirat nmm: ^ where’s a stone ? 
Umde mi letpidem^ where darts for me ? 

Unie ? But suMue the bard ii84 

And rationalke a httle. Eight months since, 
Had we, or had we not, Incurred your blame 
For letting 'scape unpunished this bad pair? 
i think X proved that in last paragraph ! 

Why did we so ? Because our courage failed 
Wherefore? Through lack of anus to fight 
the foe: im 

We had no arms or merely lawful ones, 

An unimportant sword and blunderhiin. 
Against a foe, pollent in potency, 

The amasius, and our vixen of a wife. ivH 
Well then, how culpably do we gird loin 
And once more undertake the high emprise. 
Unless wc load oursclvce this second tune 
With handsome superfluity of arms, 

better is ^^toomuch^'tlian *‘not enough,” 
Aii 4 too much does no 

xm 

m mathematics, eages say. 

^ ^fpr^remministraf: Viigil, Mn. L ISO* 

^ f miU Upidem » . . jowfe mgiiias: ■ 
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Gather itMrucritm ficm the pand:^! 

At first we are advised-—** A kd hath here 
“ Seven bnil^ loaves and two small 
What 

“ Is that among so many ?” Aptly asked: 
But put that question twice and, quite as apt. 
The answer is “Fragments, tw^ve baskets 
full 1” 

And, while we speak of superabundance, fling 
We word by the way to fools who cast their 
flout 

On Guido — “Punishment were pardoned 
him, 1910 

“ But here the punishment exceeds offence; 

“ He might be )ust, but he was cruel too!” 
Wliy, grant there seems a kind of cruelty 
In downright stabbing people he could maim, 

I If so you stigmatize the stem and strict) isia 
Still, Guido meant no cruelty—may plead 
Transgression of his mandate, over-real 
O’ the part of his companions; all he craved 
Was, they should fray the ftices of the folk, 
Merely disfigure, nowise make them die. i «80 
Sohimm&do fassus £si, he owns no more, 
Deduse mandatnm^ than that he desired. 

Ad sfrmatidum^ dicam^ that they hack 
And hea, i’ the customary phrase, his wife, 
Uxoretn iantum, and no harm lieside. iwa 
i If his instructions then he misconceived, 

I Nay, disobeyed, impute you blame to him? 
Cite me no Pamcollus to the point, 

As adverse J Oh, I quite expect his case— 
How certain noble youths of Sicily tm 

Having good reason to mistrust their wives, 
Killed them and were absolved in conse¬ 
quence : 

While others who had gone beyond the need 
By mutilation of each paramour— 

As Galba in the Horadan satire* grieved 
—These were condemned to the galleys, cast 
for guilt m$ 

Exceeding simple murder of a wife. 

But why ? Because of ugliness, and not 
Cruelty, in the said revenge, I trow I 
£x mtm a^smmms 

» f%e ffomiim setHre, Ssl X. a« sA 



BOMiKf0s mjmmmm m mmmQmjm 


MfadmUt npmmiur 
man r4m>lts 

Agftinst them as the tmttiral enemy. 

Pray, grant to one who meant to slit the nose 
Anti slash the cheek and slur the mouth, at 

most, 1245 

A somewhat more humane award than these 
Obtained, these natural enemies of man ! 
Oi^&^tuni fwtdiius c&rruii^ flat you fall, 

My Fisc ! I waste no kick on you, but pass. 

Third aggravation; that our act was 
done— 1280 

Not in the public street, where safety lies, i 
Not in the bye-place, caution may avoid, 
Wood, cavern, desert, spots contrived for, 
crime,— 

But m the very house, home, nook and nest, 
O* the victims, murdered in their dwelling- 
place, 1255 

In domo ac habitatiom pr&prta^ 

Where all presumably is peace and joy. 

The spider, crime, pronounce we twice a pest 
When, creeping from congenial cottage, she 
Taketh hold with her hands, to horrify laeo 
f lis household more, the palace of the king. 
All three were housed and safe and confident. 
Moreover, the pennission that our wife 
Should have at length domum prG cat cere. 
Her own alxide in place of prison—w'hy, laea 
We ourselves granted, by our other self 
And proxy Paolo: did we make such grant, 
Meaning a lure ?—elude the vigilance 
O’ the jailor, lead her to commodious death, 
While we ostensibly relented? im 

Ay, 

Just so did we, nor otherwise, my Fisc ! 

Is vengeance lawful ? We demand our right, 
But find it will be questioned or refused 
By jailor, turnkey, hangdog, — what know 
we? m 

Pray, how is it we should conduct ourselves ? 
To gain our private right—break public 
peace, 

Oo you bid us?—trouble order with our 
broils? 

Endanger ♦ * shall 1 dirink to own , . our- 
‘ selves?— 


Who want no broken bead nor bloody 
nose 1290 

(While busied slitting noses, breaking heads) 
From the first tipstaff tliat may interfere I 
Nam quicquid sit^ for howsoever it be, 

An de consmsu nostro^ if with leave 
Or not, a monasttrio^ from the nuns, 32» 
Educta e^sety she had been led forth, 
Potuimus id dtssimulare^ we 
May well have granted leave in pure pretence, 
Ut adttum habere^ that thereby 
An entry we might compass, a free move 
Potuissemusy to her easy death, im 

\ Ad earn ocetdendam. Privacy 
; O’ the hearth, and sanctitude of home, say 
you? 

Shall we give man’s alx)de more privilege 
I Than Grid’s ?—for in the churches where He 
dwells, vm 

In qmbus assistit Regum ReXy by means 
Of His essence, per essentiatUy all the same, 
Et nihilomtnusy therein, in eis, 

Ex jmta vm delmquens, whoso dares 
To take a liberty on ground enough, not 

Is j>ardoned, excusatur: that’s our case— 
Delinquent through befitting cause. You 

hold. 

To punish a fiilse w^ife in her own house 
Is graver than, what happens every day. 

To hale a debtor from his hiding-place m# 
In church protected by the Sacrament ? 

To this conclusion have I brought my Fisc ? 
Foxes have holes, and fowls o* the air their 
nests; 

Praise you the impiety that follows, Fisc? 
Shall ^se wife yet have where to lay her 
head ? im 

* ‘ Contra Fiscum definitum est / ” He’s done 1 
** Surge et serdboy** make a note of it 1 
—If I may dally with Aquinas’ word* 

Or in the death-throe does he mutter still, 
Fourth aggravation, that we changed our 
garb, ista 

And rustieixed ourselves with uncouth hat. 
Rough vest and goatskin wrappage; mur¬ 
dered thus 

MuMiom in disguise, 
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Whmky mtre murder got completed with 
wik, j»i» 

Turned ix insMiis f Fisc, 

How often must I round thee in the ears— 
All means are lawful to a lawful end ? 
Concede he had the right to kill his wife: 
The Count indulged in a travesty; why ? 

De ilia ul vindktam sumexel^ isas 

That on her he might lawful vengeance take, 
Camtmdim^ with more ease, et luh'tts, 

And safelier: wants he warrant for the step ? 
Head to thy profit how the Apostle once 
For ease and safety, when Damascus raged, 
Was let down in a basket by the wall i43i 
To ’scape the malice of the governor 
(Another sort of Governor Ixjasts Rome !) 

—Many are of opinion,—covered close, 
Concealed with—* what except that very 
cloak 1335 

He left behind at Troas afterward ? 

I ^mll not add a syllable : Molinists may ! 
Well, have we more to manage ? Ay, indeed! 
Fifth aggravation, that our wife reposed 
Sit^ JwUstate ftidtds, beneath is40 

Protection of the judge,—her house was styled 
A prison, and his power became its guard 
In lieu of wall and gate and bolt and bar. 

This is a tough point, shrewd, redoubtable : 
Because we have to supplicate that judge i346 
Shall overlook wrong done the judgment-seat. 
Kow, I might suffer my own nose be pulled, 
As man; but then as fether ... if the Fisc 
Touched one hair of my boy who held my 
hand 1349 

In confidence he could not come to harm ^ ' 
Crossing the Corso, at my own desire, 

Going to see those bodies in the church— 
What would you say to that, Don Hyacinth ? 
Iljk is the sole and single knotty point: 

For, Hd Tommati blink his interest, isss 

Itm laud his magnanimity the while 
But baulk Tommati’s ofiice,-4ie talks big! 

pmdecessors in the platjc*—those sons 
^^0’ the prophets that may hope succeed me 

I iitniiikh their prerogative ? im 

, Guido Fianceschini’s honour 

Govitm:^ of Roma none? 

^ A « 


You perceive, 

The cards are all against us* Make a push, 
Kick over table, as shrewd gamesters do ! 
We, do you say, encroach upon the rights, 
Deny the omnipotence o’ the Judge for¬ 
sooth ? 13 «/ 

We, who have only been from first to last 
Intending that his purpose should prevail, 
Nay more, at times, anticipating it iSTo 
At risk of his rebuke ? 

But wait awhile I 

Cannot we lump this with the sixth and lost 
Of the aggravations—that the Majesty 
O’ the Sovereign here received a wound? 

to-wit, nUnt 

JLo'sa Majesfas, since our violence 
Was out of envy to the course of law, 

In odium hits ? We cut short thereby 
Three pending suits, promoted by ourselves 
I’ the main,—which worsens crime, accedU ad 
Exasperationem crimtim 1 ntai 

Yes, here the eruptive wrath with full effect I 
How, did not indignation chain my tongue, 
Could I repel this last, worst charge of all! 
(There is a porcupine to Imrbacue ; laiw 

Gigia can jug a rabbit well enough, 

With sour-sweet sauce and pine-pi|:^ ; but, 
good Lord, 

Suppose the devil instigate the wench 
To stew, not roast him ? Stew my porcupine? 
If she does, I know where his quills shall stick J 
Come, I must go myself and see to things: 

T cannot stay much longer stewing here.) ism 
Our stomach ... I mean, our soul is sthted 
within, 

And we want words. We wounded Majesty? 
Fall under such a censure, we ?—who yearned 
So much that Majesty dispel the cloud law 
And shine on us with healing on her wings, 
That we prayed Pope Majestas* very self 
To anticipate a little the tardy pack. 

Bell us forth deep the authoritative bay i409 
Should start the beagles into sudden yelp 
Unisonous,—and. Gospel leading Law, 

Grant there assemble in our own behoof 
A Congregation, a particular Court, tio4 
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A few picked friends qf quality and place, 

To hear the several matters in dispute,— 
Causes big, little and indifferent, 

Bred of our marriage like a mushroom- 
growth,*- 

All at oncejean one brush off such too soon ?) 
And so with laudable despatch decide 24io 
Whether we, in the main (to sink detail) 
Were one the Pope should hold fast or let go. 
** What, lake the credit from the Law ? ” you 
ask? 

Indeed, we did ! Law ducks to Gos]>el here: 
Why should Law gain the glory and pronounce 
A judgment shall immortalize the Pope? wiff 
Yes : our seJf-almegating ix)licy 
Wasjoab^s—we would rouse our David’s sloth, 
Bid him encamp against a city, sack 
A place whereto ourselves had long laid siege, 
Lest, taking it at last, it take our name iin 
Nor lx styled Imuxcntinopolis, 

But no ! The modesty was in alarm, 

The temperance refused to interfere, 

Returned us our petition with the word 1425 
‘ * Ad judicessms^ ” “ Leave him to his J udge I ” 
As who should say ‘ ‘ Wliy trouble my repose ? 
** Why consult Peter in a simple case, 

** Peter’s wife’s sister in her fever-fit 1429 

“ Might solve as readily as the Apostle’s self? 
“ Are my Tribunals posed by aught so plain ? 
“Hath not my Court a conscience? Itisofage, 
“Ask it!” 

We do ask,—but, inspiie reply 
To the Court thou bidst me ask, as I have 
asked — im 

Oh thou, who vigilantly dost attend 
To even the few, the ineffectual words 
Which rise from this our low and mundane 
sphere 

Up to thy region out of smoke and noise, 
Seeking corroboration from thy nod 1440 ' 
Who art all justice—which means mercy too. 
In a low noisy smoky world like ours 
Where Adam’s sin made peccable his seed I 
We venerate the father of the flock, 

Whose last feint sands of life, the frittered 
gold, 1*45 

Fall noiselessly, yet all too fest, o’ the cone 


t§t 


And tapering heap of those collected years: 
Never have these been hurried in their flow, 
Though justice fain would jog reluctant arm, 
In eagerness to take the forfeiture im 

Of guilty life; much less shall mercy sue 
In vain that thou let innocence survive- 
Ifrecipitate no minim of the mass 
O’ the all-so precious moments of thy life, 

By pushing Guido into death and doom f 

(Our Cardinal engages to go read 34 m 

The Poiie my speech, and point its beauties 
out. 

They say, the Pope has one half-hour, in 
twelve, 

Of something like a moderate return 
Of the intellectuals,— never much to lose I 
If I adroitly plant this passage there, I48i 
The Fisc will find himself forestalled, I think. 
Though he stand, beat till the old ear-drum 
break ! 

~ Ah, boy of my own bowels, Hyacinth, 

Wilt ever catch the knack, requite the pains 
Of poor papa, Ixicome proficient too J4m 
r the how and why and when, the time to 
laugh, 

The time to weep, the time, again, to pray, 
And all the times prescribed by Holy Writ ? 
Well, well, we fathers oyi but care, but cast 
Our bread upon the waters !) 1471 

In a word, 

These secondary charges go to ground, 

Since secondary, and superfluous,—motes 
Quite from the main point: we didallandsome, 
Little and much, adjunct and principal, 1478 
Causa honoris. Is there such a cause 
As the sake of honour ? By that sole test try 
Our action, nor demand if more or less, 
Because of the action’s mode, we merit blame 
Or may-be deserve praise ! The Court 
decides. i*8i 

Is the end lawful ? It allows the means: 
What we may do, we may with safety do, 
And what means “ safety ” we ourselves must 
judge. 

Put case a person wrongs me past dispute: 

If my legitimate vengeance be a blow, i484 
Mistrusting my bare arm can deal that blow. 
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0df who, posipiisitu tfenamdia^ 

Having thrown off all sort of decency, 

FiUam npudiarunty had renounced i6S5 
Their daughter, atque declarare non 
Mruhmrunty nor felt blush tinge cheek, 
Declaring, imrotricis genitam 
Ssse, she was the ofifepring of a drab, 

[/t ipse dekonestareturi just leeo 

That so himself might lose his social rank ! 
Cujus mentemt and which daughter’s heart 
and soul, 

They, perverterunt^ turned from the right 
course, 

Mt ad iilicitos amores non 

Dumiaxat pellexerunty and to love im 

Not simply did alluringly incite, 

Sed vi ohedimtm^ but by force 
O’ the duty, fihalis^ daughters owe, 
Coegerunty forced and drove her to the deed: 
Occidit^ I repeat he killed the clan, i67o 
Ne salicet amplms in dedecorcy 
Lest peradventure longer life might trail, 
Vimrety link by link his turpitude, 

Invism consanguineisy hate^l so 

To kith and kindred, a nobilibus i676 

NotcUusy shunned by men of quality, 

Relictus ab amicisy left T the lurch 
By friends, ab omnibus derisnsy turned 
A common hack-block to try edge of jokes. 
Occidity and he killed them here in Rome, 

Jn Urboy the Eternal City, Sirs, issi 

Nempe qua alias spectata esty 
The appropriate theatre which witnessed 
once, ^ 

Matronam noHkmy Lucretia’s self, 

Abluere pmdiciHa niaculasy lese 

Wash off the spots of her pudicity, 

Saftguim pro^Oy with her own pure blood; 
Qua vidity and which city also saw, 

Jpatremy Virginias, undequaquOy quite, 
Impunemy with no sort of pitnishment, lew 
fiOiy et mm illcmdaiumy lacking praise, 
S^PoUumUm parrkidioy 
|W>Pie his hands with butchery, 
chaste Virginia, to avoid a rape, 

ad stupra; so to hearty im 

^ amsHJuky did he take, 
m*0emy Ifce IW« tecy meh might have, 


Honoris amitHndiy of feme’s loss, 

Ut potius mlmrit filia 
Orbariy he preferred to lose his child, iww 
Quam ilia incederety rather than she walk 
The ways an, inhonesla, child disgraced, 
Licet non spontCy though against her will. 
Occidit — killed them, I reiterate—* 

In propria domo, in their own abode, 1705 
Ut adultera et parentesy that each wretch, 
Conscii agnoscerenty might both see and say, 
Nullum locuMy there’s no place, nullumque 
esse 

Asylunty nor yet refiige of escape, 
ImpenetrabileMy shall serve as bar, 17W 

Honori lasOy to the wounded one 
In honour; neve ibi opprobria 
Continuarentur, killed them on the spot, 
Moreover, dreading lest within those walls 
The opprobrium peradventure be prolonged, 
Et domus qua testis fuit turpiuniy I7ie 

And that the domicile which witnessed crime, 
Esset et panay might watch punishment: 
Occidity killed, I round you in the ears. 

Quia alio modo, since by other mode, 1720 
Non poferat ejus exishmahOy 
There was no possibility his fame, 

I^say gashed griesly, tarn enormitery 
Ducere cicatricesy might be healed : 

Occidit ut exemplum praheret 1736 

Uxoribusy killed her, so to lesson wives 
Jura conjugiiy that the marriage-oath, 

Esse servanday must be kept henceforth : 
Occidit deniquey killed her, in a word, 

"^t pro posse konestus viverety 1730 

That he, please God, might creditably live, 
Sin minusy but if fete willed otherwise, 
Proprii honorisy of his outraged feme, 

Offensiy by Mannaia, if you please, 
Commiseranda victima cculeret, 1785 

The pitiable victim he should fall! 

Done 1 I* the rough, i’ the rough! But 
done I And, lo. 

Landed and stranded lies my very speech, 
My miracle, my monster of defence— 
Leviathan into the nose whereof 1745 

I have put fish-hook, pierced his jaw with 
thorn, 
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And given him to my maidens for a play! 

I* the rough: to-morrow I review my piece, 
Tame here and there undue floridity. 

It*s hard: you have to plead before these 
priests 1745 

And poke at them with Scripture, or you pass 
For heathen and, what’s worse, for ignorant 
O’ the quality o’ the Court and what it likes 
By way of illustration of the law. 

To-morrow stick in this, and throw out that, 
‘And, having first ecclesiasticized, i76i 

Regularize the whole, next emphasize, 

Then latinize, and lastly Cicero-ize, 

Giving my Fisc his finish. There’s my 
speech! 1754 

And where’s my fry, and fiimily and firiends ? 
Where’s that huge Hyacinth I mean to hug 
Till he cries out, Jam satis! Let me 
breathe 1 ” 

Now, what an evening have I earned to-day! 
Hail, ye true pleasures, all the rest are false! 
Oh the old mother, oh the fattish wife ! i76o 

Rogue Hyacinth shall put on paper toque. 
And wrap himself around with mamma’s veil 
Done up to imitate papa’s black robe, 

(I’m in the secret of the comedy,— i764 

Part of the program leaked out long ago I) 
And call himself the Advocate o’ the Poor, 
Mimic Don father that defends the Count: 
And for reward shall have a small full glass 
Of manly red rosolio to himself, 

—Always provided that he conjugate 1770 

Bibo^ I drink, correctly—nor be found 
Make the perfectumi bipsiy as last year ! 

How the ambitious do so harden heart 
As lightly hold by these home-sanctitudes, 

To me is matter of bewilderment— 1775 

Bewilderment! Because ambition’s range 
Is nowise tethered by domestic tie. 

Am I refused an outlet from my home 
To the world’s stage ? — whereon a man 
should play 

The man in public, vigilant for law, i78o 
Zealous for truth, a credit to his kind, 

Nay,—since, employing talent so, I yield 
The Lord His own again with usury,— 

A satis&ction, yea, to God Himself 1 i 

Well,' I have modelled me by Agur’s wish, I 


** Remove fer from me vanity and lies, i 786 
“Feed me with food convenient for me !” 
What 

r the world should a wise man require 
beyond ? 

Can I but coax the good fet little wife 
To tell her fool of a father the mad prank 
His scapegrace nephew played this time last 
year 1791 

At Carnival! He could not choose, I think. 
But modify that inconsiderate gift 
O’ the cup and cover (somewhere in the will 
Under the pillow, someone seems to guess) 
—Correct that clause in favour of a boy im 
The trifle ought to grace, with name engraved, 
Would look so well, produced in future years 
To pledge a memory, when poor papa 
Latin and law are long since laid at rest— 
Hyachitho done dedit avus ! Why, isoi 

The wife should get a necklace for her pains. 
The very pearls that made Violante proud, 
And Pietro pawned for half their value once,— 
Redeemable by somebody, ne sit I 8 O 6 

Marita ques rotundiorilms 
Onusta mammis . . . baccis ambulet: 

Her bosom, shall display the big round balls, 
No braver proudly borne by wedded wife ! 
With which Horatian promise ^ I con¬ 
clude. 1810 

Into the pigeon-hole with thee, my speech ! 
Off and away, first work then play, play, play I 
Bottini, bum thy books, thou blazing ass! 
Sing ‘ ‘ Tra-la-la, for, lambkins, we must live! ” 


IX.—JURIS DOCTOR JOHANNES- 
BAPTISTA BOTTINIUS, 

FISCI ET REV. CAM. APOSTOL. ADVCXJATUS. 

Had I God’s leave, how I would alter things ! 
If I might read instead of print my speech,— 
Ay, and enliven speech with many a flower 
Refuses obstinate to blow in print. 

As wildings planted in a prim parterre,— 6 

i Horatian promise: Horace, Bpodes, 8, 13 
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mnny room were turned an immense 

hm$ 

Opposite, fifty judges in a row; 

*Tfiis side and that of me, for audience— 
Rome; 

And, where yon window is, the Pope should 
hide— 9 

Watch, curtained, but peep visibly enough, 
A buzz of expectation ! Through the crowd, 
Jingling his chain and stumping with his 
staff, 

0p comes an usher, louts him low, *‘The 
Court 

“ Requires the allocution of the Fisc ! ” 

I rise, I bend, I look about me, pause i6 
O^er the hushed multitude: I count—One, 
two- 


Have ye seen, Judges, have ye, lights of 
law,— 

When it may hap some painter, much in 
vogue 

Throughout our city nutritive of arts, 

Ye summon to a task shall test his worth, 20 
To manufacture, as he knows and can, 

A work may decorate a palace-wall. 

Afford my lords their Holy Family,— 

Hath it escaped the acumen of the Court 
How such a painter sets himself to paint? 26 
Suppose that Joseph, Mary and her Babe 
A-journeying to Egypt, prove the piece: 
Why, first he sedulously i^actiseth, ^ 

This painter, —girding loin and lightftjg 
lamp,— 28 

On what may nourish eye, make fecile hand; 
Getteth himstudies (styled by draughtsmen so) 
From some assistant corpse of Jew or Turk 
Or, haply, Molinist, he cuts and carves,— 
This Luca or this Osrlo of the like. 

To him the bottC^ their inmost secret yield, 
Sach notch and nodule signify their use: as 
iSlnlnm tho muscles turn, in triple tier, 

Aud {4<mmiitly entreat the entrusted man 
thee with our play that lifts 
lowers again, leg, arm and 

40 

due cmtectnms in the nude. 



Which done, is all done? Not a whit, ye 
know 1 

He,—^to art^s surfece rising firom her depth, 

If some flax-polled soft-bearded sire be found, 
May simulate a Joseph, (happy chance !)— 
Limneth exact each wrinkle of the brow, 46 
Loseth no involution, cheek or chap, 

Till lo, in black and white, the senior lives ! 
Is it a young and comely peasant-nurse 
That poseth ? (be the phrase accorded me I) 
Each feminine delight of florid lip, « 

Eyes brimming o’er and brow bowed down 
with love, 

Marmoreal neck and bosom uberous,— 

Glad on the paper in a trice they go 
To help his notion of the Mother-maid; w 
Methinks I see it, chalk a little stumped ! 
Yea and her babe—that flexure of soft limbs, 
That budding face imbued with dewy sleep, 
Contribute each an excellence to Christ, as 
Nay, since he humbly lent companionship, 
Even the poor ass, impanniered and elate 
Stands, perks an ear up, he a model too; 
While clouted shoon, staff, scrip and water 
gourd,— 

Aught may betoken travel, heat and haste,— 
No jot nor tittle of these but in its turn «8 
M misters to perfection of the piece : 

Till now, such piece before him, part by 
part,— 

Such prelude ended,—pause our painter may, 
Submit his fifty studies one by one, 

And in some sort boast * ‘ I have served my 
lords.” 70 

But what ? And hath he painted once this 
while ? 

Olf when ye cry “ Produce the thing required, 
** Show us our picture shall rejoice its niche, 
“Thy Joum^ through the Desert done in 
oils ! ”— 74 

What, doth he fall to shuffling 'mid his sheets, 
Fumbling for first this, then the other feet 
Consigned to paper,-—“studies,” bear the 
term!— 

And stretch a canvas, mix a pot of paste, 

And festen here a head and there a tail, 

(The ass h#th one, my Judges 1 ) so dove-feB 
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Ot, ratha:, asi-tail in, pi^fce sorrily out— si 
By Mts of reproduction of the life— 

The lecture, the expected Family ? 

I trow not! do I miss with my conceit 
The mark, my lords?—not so my lords were 
served! as 

Rather your artist turns abrupt from these, 
And preferably buries him and broods 
(Quite away from aught vulgar and extern) 
On the inner spectrum, filtered through the 
eye, 

His brain-deposit, bred of many a drop, oo 
E plurihus unum: ^ and the wiser he ! 

For in that brain,—their fency sees at work, 
Could my lords peep indulged,—results alone. 
Not processes which nourish such results, 
Would they discover and appreciate,—life 
Fed by digestion, not raw food itself, m 
No gobbets but smooth comfortable chyme ® 
Secreted from each snapped-up crudity,— 
Less distinct, part by part, but in the whole 
Truer to the subject,—the main central 
truth 100 

And soul o’ the picture, would my Judges 
spy,— 

Not those mere fragmentary studied facts 
Which answer to the outward frame and flesh— 
Not this nose, not that eyebrow, the other fact 
Of man’s staff, woman’s stole or infant’s 
clout, 106 

But lo, a spirit-birth conceived of flesh. 
Truth rare and real, not transcripts, fact and 
fiilse. 

The studies—for his pupils and himself! 

The picture be for our eximious Rome 
And—who knows ?—satisfy its Governor, no 
Whose new wing to the villa he hath bought 
(God give him joy of it) by Capena, soon 
(’Tis bruited) shall be glowing with the brush 
Of who hath long surpassed the Florentine,® 
The Urbinate^ and . . . what if I dared 
add, 116 

^ £ plurihus unum: “one made out of 
many ** (Virgil, Moreium, 103 ). 

® Chyme: the matter into which food is re¬ 
duced by the juices of the stomach. 

® The Florentine: Michel Angelo. 

^ The UrUm^: Rafael. 


Even his master, yea the Coitonese,®— 

I mean the accomplished Giro Fern,® Sirs 1 
(—Did not he die ? I’ll see before I print) 

End we exordium, Phoebus plucks my ear! 
Thus then, just so and no whit otherwise, 
Have I,—engaged as I were Giro’s self, m 
To paint a parallel, a Family, 

The patriarch Pietro with his wise old wife 
To boot (as if one introduced Saint Anne 
By bold conjecture to complete the group) 
And juvenile Pompilia with her babe, lae 
Who, seeking safety in the wilderness, 

Were all surprised by Herod, while out¬ 
stretched 

In sleep beneath a palm-tree by a spring, m 
And killed—the very circumstance I paint, 
Moving the pity and terror of my lords— 
Exactly so have I, a month at least, 

Your Fiscal, made me cognizar.t of facts, 
Searched out, pried into, pressed the meaning 
forth 

Of every piece of evidence in point, i85 
How bloody Herod slew these innocents,— 
Until the glad result is gained, the group 
Demonstrably presented in detail, 

Their slumber and his onslaught,—like as life. 
Yea and, availing me of help allowed 140 

By law, discreet provision lest my lords 
Be too much troubled by effrontery,— 

The rack, law plies suspected crime withal— 
(Law that hath listened while the lyrist sang 
**Lene tormentum ingenio adnurvesy'* 146 

Gently thou jc^gest by a twinge the wit, 

“ Plerumque duroy^ else were slow to blab !) 
Through this concession my full cup runs o’er; 
The guilty owns his guilt without reserve. 
Therefore by part and part I clutch my 
case 160 

Which, in entirety now,—momentous task,— 
My lords demand, so render them I must, 
Since, one poor pleading more and I have 
done. 

But shall I ply my papers, play my proofo, 

0 The Cortonese: Pietro da Cortona. 

« Ciro Ferri: a painter, who lived 1634-1689, 
a pupil of Pietro da Cortona. He had now 
been dead some nine years. 
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Famdf my studies, My in a row, iss 

As tlioitgh the Court were yet in pupih^e, 
Ckimed not the artist’s ultimate appeal ? 
Much rather let me soar the height prescribed 
And, bowing low, proffer iny picture’s self! 
No more of proof, disproof,—such virtue 
was, 160 

Such vice was never in Pompilia, now ! 

Far better say “ Behold Pompilia! ”—(for 
I leave the &mily as unmanageable. 

And stick to just one portrait, but life-size.) 
Hath calumny imputed to the fair les 

A blemish, mole on cheek or wart on chin, 
Much more, blind hidden horrors best un¬ 
named ? 

Shall I descend to prove you, point by 
point. 

Never was knock-knee known nor splay-foot 
found 

In Phryne? (I must let the portrait go, i7o 
Content me with the model, I believe)— 

—I prove this ? An indignant sweep of hand, 
Dash at and doing away with drapery. 

And,—^use your eyes, Athenians, smooth she 
smiles! ^ i74 

Or,—since my client can no longer smile. 
And more appropriate instances abound,— 
What is this Tale of Tarquin, how the slave 
Was caught by him, preferred to Collatine ? 
Thou, even horn thy corpse-clothes virginal, i 
Look’st the lie dead, Lucretia t lao 

Thus at least 

I, by the guidance of antiquity, 

(Our one infelUble guide) now operate, % 
Sure that the innocence thus shown is safe; 
Sure, too, that, while I plead, the echoes 
cry 188 

(lend my weak voice thy trump, sonorous 
Fame!) 

** Monstrosity the Phrynean shape shall mar, 
** Lucretia’s soul comport with Tarquin’s lie, 
When thistles grow on vines or thorns yield 

figs, 

oblique sentence leave this judgment- 

seat 1 ” 190 

AlWag to the defence of the courtesan 
pm4 bf Hyperides, who secured a verdict 
ohf la]ang hbr unveiled beauty to the court 


A great theme: maymy strength be adequate! 
For—paint Pompilia, dares my feebleness ? 
How did I unaware engage so much 
—Find myself undertaking to produce 
A feultless nature in a flawless form ? 196 

What’s here ? Oh, turn aside nor dare the 
blaze 

Of such a crown, such constellation, say, 

As jewels here thy front, Humanity 1 
First, in&ncy, pellucid as a pearl ; 

Then childhood—stone which, dew-drop at 
the first, 800 

(An old conjecture) sucks, by dint of gaze, 
Blue from the sky and turns to sapphire so: 
Yet both these gems eclipsed by, last and best, 
Womanliness and wifehood opaline, ao4 
Its milk-white pallor,—chastity,—suffused 
With here and there a tint and hint of flame,-— 
Desire,—the lapidary loves to find. 

Such jewels bind conspicuously thy brow, 
Pompilia, infant, child, maid, woman, wife 
Crown the ideal in our earth at last! 210 

What should a faculty like mine do here ? 
Close eyes, or else, the rashher hurry hand ! 

Which is to say,—lose no time but begin ! 
Sermocinando ne declamem^ Sirs, 214 

Ultra clepsydram^ as our preachers smile, 
Lest I exceed my hour-glass. Whereupon, 
As Flaccus prompts, I dare the epic plunge— 
Begin at once with marriage, up till when 
Little or nothing would arrest your love, 

In the easeful life o’ the lady; lamb and 
lamb, 290 

How do they differ ? Know one, you know all 
Manners of maidenhood: mere maiden she* 
And since all lambs are like in more than 
fleece, 238 

Prepare to find that, lamb-like, she too frisks— 
O’ the weaker sex, my lords, the weaker sex! 
To whom, the Teian ^ teaches us, for gift, 
Not strength,—man’s dower,—but beauty, 
nature gave, 

** Beauty in Heu of spears, in lieu of shields!” 
And what is beauty’s sure concomitant, 

Nay, intimate essential character, m 

^ Th€ Teian: Anacreon. 



JURIS DOCTOR JOHANNES-BAWISTA BOTTlNlUS 




But tuelting wiles, delidousest deceits, 

The whole redoubted armoury of love ? 
Therefore of vernal pranks, dishevellings 
O’ the hair of youth that dances -^ril in, 
And easily-imagined Hebe-sHps 23 s 

O’er sward which May makes over-smooth 
for foot— 

These shall we pry into ?—or wiselier wink, 
Though numerous and dear they may have 
been? 

For lo, advancing Hymen and his pomp ! 
Dimdunt nunc amorts^ loves, ferewell I 240 
Maneat amor^ let love, the sole, remain I 
Farewell to dewiness and prime of life 1 
Remains the rough determined day; dance 
done. 

To work, with plough and harrow I What 
comes next ? 244 

’Tis Guido henceforth guides Pompilia’s step, 
Cries “No more friskings o’er the foodful 
glebe, 

“Else, ’ware the whip!” Accordingly,— 
first crack 

0’ the thong,—we hear that his young wife 
was barred, 

Cohibita fuit^ from the old free life, 

Vitam lihriareni ducere. m 

Demur we ? Nowise; heifer brave the hind? 
We seek not there should lapse the natural 
law. 

The proper piety to lord and king 
And husband ; let the heifer bear the yoke I 
Only, I crave he cast not patience off, sse 
This hind; for deem you she endures the whip, 
Nor winces at the goad, nay, restive, kicks ? 
What if the adversary’s charge be just, 

And all untowardly she pursue her way 
With groan and grunt, though hind strike 
ne’er so hard ? aeo 

If petulant remonstrance made appeal, 
Unseasonable, o’erprotracted,—^if 
Importunate challenge taxed the public ear 
When silence more decorously had served 
For protestation,—if Pompilian plaint 266 

Wrought but to aggravate Guidonian ire,— 
Why, such mishaps, ungainly though they be, 
Ever companion change, are incident 


To altered modes and novelty of life : 

The philosophic mind expects no less, 370 
Smilingly knows and names the crisis, sits 
Waiting till old things go and new arrive* 
Therefore, I hold a husband but inept 
Who turns impatient at such transit-time, 

As if this running from the rod would 
last I 370 

Since, even while I speak, the end is reached; 
Success awaits the soon-disheartened man. 
The parents turn their backs and leave the 
house, 

The wife may wail but none shall intervene ; 
lie hath attained his object, groom and 
bride 280 

Partake the nuptial bower no soul can see, 
Old things are passed and all again is new, 

I Over and gone the obstacles to peace, 
N(yvorum —tenderly the Mantuan ^ turns 
The expression, some such purpose in his 
eye— 285 

Nascitur ordo / Every storm is laid. 

And forth from plain each pleasant herb may 
peep, 

Each bloom of wifehood in abeyance late ; 
(Confer a passage in the Canticles.) 299 

But what if, as ’tis wont with plant and wife, 
Flowers,—after a suppression to good end. 
Still, when they do spring forth,—sprout 
here, spread there, 

Anywhere likelier than beneath the foot 
O’ the lawful good-man gardener of theground ? 
He dug and dibbled, sowed and watered,— 
still 203 

’Tis a chance wayfarer shall pluck the increase. 
Just so, respecting persons not too much, 

The lady, foes allege, put forth each charm 
And proper floweret of feminity 
To whosoever had a nose to smell 300 

Or breast to deck : what if the charge be true ? 
The fault were graver had she looked with 
choice, 

Fastidiously appointed who should grasp, 
Who, in the whole town, go without the prixe! 

1 The Mantuan: Virgil, Eel, 4, S —Magnus 
ah integro sccclorum nascitur ardo* 




^ Mm im 


teamed donative, wm 

fiarit ismm was first served, the aecnser 
s^th. 

ease her sort of ... in this kind . . . 
escapes 

Were many and oil and indiscriminate— 
Impute ye as the action were prepense, 

The gifi particular, arguing malice so ? sio 

Which butterfiy of the wide air shall brag 
“ I was preferred to Guido ”—^when *tis clear 
The cup, he quaffe at, lay with olent ^ breast 
Oypen to gnat, midge, bee and moth as well ? 
One chalice entertained the company 5 sis 
And if its peevish lord object the more, 
Mistake, misname such bounty in a wife, 
Haste we to advertise him—-diarm of cheek, 
Lustre of eye, allowance of the lip, 

All womanly components in a spouse, sao 

These are no household-bread each stranger’s 
Hte 

Leaves by so much diminished for the mouth 
O’ the master of the house at supper-time : 
But xathei like a lump of spice they lie, 
Morsel of myrrh, which scents the neighbour¬ 
hood 826 

Yet greets its lord no lighter by a grain. 

Nay, even so, he shall be satisfied 1 
Concede we there was reason in his wrong, 
Grant we his grievance and content the man I 
For lo, Fompilia, she submits herself; m 

Ere three revolving years have aowned their 
Course, 

Olf and away she puts this same reproacUh 
Of lavish bounty, inconsiderate gift 
O’ the sweets of wifehood stored to other ends: 
Nolongershallheblame “ She none excludes,” 
But substitute She laudably sees all, m 
** Searches the best out and selects the same.” 
For who is here, long sought and latest found, 
Waiting his turn unmov^ amid the whirl, 
iJmmm in my lords ? m 

Odm in his levity,—indulge the quip 1— 
Since ’ds a levite bears the bell away, 

him henceforth as Pompxlia’s choice, 
he ignoble object, husband I Doubt’st ? 

If, 

± ^ *' odorous, 


When here comes tripling Fiaecus^ with hk 
phrase its 

** Trust me, no miscreant singled firomthemobi 
** Crede nm ilium iibi de sceUsla 
“ Ple6e deUctum” but a man of mark, 

A priest, dost hear? Why then, submit 
thyself! 

Priest, ay and very phoenix of such fowl, m 
Well-born, of culture, young and vigorous, 
Comely too, since precise the precept points— 
On the selected levite be there found 
Nor mole nor scar nor blemish, lest the mind 
Comeall uncandid through the thwarting fieshl 
Was not the son of Jesse ruddy, sleek, sw 
Pleasant to look on, pleasant every way? 
Since well he smote the harp and sweetly sang, 
And danced till Abigail came out to see, 

And seeing smiled and smiling ministered 
The raism-cluster and the cake of figs, m 
With ready meal refreshed the gifted youth, 
Till Nabal, who was absent shearing sheep, 
Felt heart sink, took to bed (discreetly done— 
They might have been beforehand with him 
else) 865 

And died—would Guido have behaved as well! 
But ah, the feith of early days is gone, 
ffeu prisca fides! Nothing died in him 
Save courtesy, good sense and proper trust, 
Which, when they ebb from souls they should 
o’erflow, m 

Discover stub, weed, sludge and ugliness. 
(The Pope, we know, is Neapolitan 
And relives a sea-side simile.) 

1 Deserted by each charitable wave, m 

Guido, left high and dry, shows jealous now 1 
Jealous avouched, paraded: tax the fool 
With any peccadillo, he responds 
** Truly I beat my wifo through jealousy, 

“ Imprisoned her and punished otherwise, 

“ Being jealous: now would threaten, sword 
in hand, 885 

** Now manage to mix poison in her sight, 

** And $0 forth: jealously I dealt, in fine/’ 
Concede thus much, and what remains to 
prove ? 

Have I to teach my masters what effect 
* Flaeaut: Horace, Odes^ IL 4,17. 
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U,0k and how, be&K>ting men, m 

It makes folse tme, abuses eye and ear, 

Turnsmeremist adamantine, loads with sound 
Silence, and into void atid vacancy 
Crowds a whole phalanx of conspiring foes ? 
Therefore who owns “ I watched with jeal¬ 
ousy 300 

‘ * My wife,” adds * * for no reason in the world! ” 
What need that, thus proved madman, he I 
remark ’ 

“ The thing I thought a serpent proved an! 
eel”?- 

Perchance the right Comacchian, six foot 
length, 

And not an inch too long for that rare pie 
(Master Arcangeli has heard of such) 89 g 
W hose succulence makes fasting bearable; 
Meant to regale some moody splenetic 
Who, pleasing to mistake the donoris gift, 
Spying I know not what Lemaean snake ^ 

P the luscious Lenten creature, stamps for¬ 
sooth 401 

The dainty in the dust 

Enough! Prepare, 
Such lunes announced, for downright lunacy ! 
Insanit hemo^ threat succeeds to threat, 408 
And blow redoubles blow,—his wife, the 
block. 

But, if a block, shall not she jar the hand 
That buffets her ? The injurious idle stone 
Rebounds and hits the head of him who 
dung. 

Causeless rage breeds, i* the wife now, rageful 
cause, 410 

Tyranny wakes rebellion from its sleep. 
Rebellion, say I ?—rather, self-defence, 
Laudable wish to live and see good days. 
Pricks our Potnpilia now to fly the fool 
By any means, at any price,—nay, more, 4 X 5 
Nay, most of all, i^ the very interest 
the fool that, baflSed of his blind desire 
At any price, were truliest victor so. 

Shall he effect his crime and lose his soul ? 
No, dictates duty to a loving wife 1 420 

Ear better that the unconsummate blow, 

^ snake: a reference to the hydra 

nf Lieitia, killed by Hercules. 


Adroitly baulked by her, should back again, 
Correctively admonish his own pate f 

Crime then,—the Court is with me?—she 
must crush: m 

How crush it ? By all eflScadous means; 
And these,—why, what in woman should 
I they be ? 

I ‘‘With horns the bull, with teeth the lion 
I fights; 

“To woman,” quoth the lyrist * quoted late, 
“Nor teeth, nor horns, but beauty, Nature 
gave.” 

Pretty i’ the Pagan ! Who dares blame the 

use 480 

Of armoury thus allowed for natural,— 
Exclaim against a seeming-dubious play 
O' the sole permitted weapon, spear and 
shield 

Alike, resorted to i* the circumstance 
By poor Pompilia? Grant she somewhat 
plied 435 

Arts that allure, the magic nod and wink, 
The witchery of gesture, spell of word, 
Whereby the likelier to enlist this friend, 

Yea stranger, as a champion on her side? 
Such man, being but mere man, (’twas all 
she knew), 440 

Must be made sure by beauty's silken lx>nd, 
The weakness that subdues the strong, and 
bows 

Wisdom alike and folly. Grant the tale 
O' the husband, which is fidse, were proved 
and true 

To the letter—or the letters, I should say, 
Ahomimtions he professed to find m 

And fix upon Pompilia and the priest,— 
Allow them hers—for though she could not 
write, 

In early days of Eve-like innocence 
That plucked no apple from the knowledge- 
tree, 4 B 0 

Yet, at the Serpent's word, Eve plucks and 
eats 

And knows — especially how to read and 
write: , 

> Tke lyrist: Anaemon, See L ^ 
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«ise pwJseworthy, Ijke » bodily flaw 
P ^ i^cdcer ? m ’tis said Saint Paul Mm- 
self 0 w 

l><?|dored the check o' the puny pre$ence> 
stiU 

Cheating his lulnunation of its flash, 

Albeit the bolt therein went true to oak. 
Therefore the agent, as prescribed, she 
takes,— 610 

Bodi luvenile and potent, handsome too,— 
In all obe<hence: “good,” you grant again. 
I >0 you? I would you were the husband, 
. lords! 

How i^ompt and facile might departure be ! 
How boldly would Pompilia and the pnest 
March out of door, spread flag at beat of 
drum, 616 

But that inapprehensive Guido giants 
Neither premiss nor yet conclusion here, 
And, purblmd, dreads a bear in every bush » 
For his own quietude and comfort, then, 620 
Means must be found for flight m masquerade 
At hour when all things sleep.—“Save 
jealousy 1 ” 

R%ht, Judges 1 Therefore shall the lady's wit 
Stt|^y the boon thwart nature baulks him of. 
And do him service with the potent drug m 
(Helen's nepenthe,^ as ray lords opine) 
Which respites blessedly each fretted nerve 
O* the much-endunng man : accordingly, 
There lies he, duly dosed and sound asleep, 
Relieved of woes or real or raved about, ibo 
W hile soft she leaves his side, he Sh^ not 
wake; 

Nor stop who steals away to join her friend. 
Nor do him nnschief should he catch that 
friend 

Intent on more than friendly office,— my. 
Nor ^ himself taw head and ^nes laid 
bare «8o 

In payment of his apparition I 

Thus 

JWould I ddbud the stepj-^were the thi^ig true 
is a &b}e»*'-'See my former speech,— 


That Guido slept (who never slept a 
wink) Mo 

Through treachery, an opiate from his Mifft, 
Who not so much as knew what opiates mean* 

Now she may start: or hist,—a stoppage 
still 1 

A journey is an enterprise of cost! 

As m campaigns, we fight but others pay, 
Suts expmsis, nemo 6I6 

’Tis Guido’s self we guard from accident, 
Ensuring safety to Pompilia, versed 
Nowise in misadventures by the way, 

Hard nding and rough quarters, the rude 
frre, 600 

The unready host. What magic mitigates 
Each plague of travel to the unpractised wife? 
Money, sweet Sirs ♦ And were the fiction het 
She helped herself thereto with liberal hand 
From out her husband’s store,—what fitter 
use 6 es 

Was ever husband’s money destined to? 
With bag and baggage thus did Dido once 
! Decamp ,—for more authority, a queen ! 

So is she fairly on her route at last, 

Prepared for either fortune: nay and if ado 
The pnest, now all a-glow with enterprise, 
Cool somewhat presently when fiides the flush 
O’ the first adventure, clouded o’er belike 
By doubts, misgivings how the day may die, 
Though bom with such auroral bnlhance, 
—if m 

The brow seem over-pensive and the Hp 
’Gin lag and lose the prattle lightsome late,—- 
Vanquished by tedium of a prolonged jaunt 
In a dose carnage o’er a jolting r<^, 

With only one young female substitute «ro 
P'or seventeen other Canons of npe age 
Were wont to keep him company in chimsh,---^ 
Shall not Pompilia haste to dissipate 
The silent cloud that, gathering, bodes her 
We?— 

Prop the irresoluteness may portaid m 
Suspension of the project, chedc the fllg^ti 
Bri% ruin on them both? Use every ttieans» 

* SuismepmHs.nemmiUk^,^ “noouefoeth 
a warfare at Ms own cost.'* 
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Since meem to the end are kwftil! What T 
the way 

Of wile should have allowance like a kiss 
Sagely and sisterly administered, aeo ■ 

Sororia saXtem oscula ? We find 
Such was the remedy her wit applied 
To each incipient scruple of the priest, 

If we believe,—as, while my wit is mine 
I cannot,—what the driver testifies, obs 
B orsi, called Venerino, the mere tool 
Of Guido and his friend the Governor,— 
Avowal I proved wrung from out the wretch. 
After long rotting in imprisonment, 

As price of lilxirty and favour: long m 
They tempted, he at last succumbed, and lo 
Counted them out frill tale each kiss and more, 
‘^Thc journey being one long embrace,’* 
quoth he. 

Still, though we should believe the driver’s 
lie, 

Nor even admit as probable excuse, aw 
Right reading of the riddle,—as I urged 
In my first argument, with fruit perliaps— 
That what the owl-like eyes (at l)ack of head!) 
O’ the driver, drowsed by driving night and 
day, 

Supposed a vulgar interchange of lips, rm 
This was but innocent jog of head ’gainst head, 
Cheek meeting jowl as apple may touch pear 
From branch and branch contiguous in the 
wind, 

When Autumn blusters and the orchard 
rocks:— 

That rapid run and the rough road were 
cause 706 

O’ the casual ambiguity, no harm 
r the world to eyes awake and penetrative. 
Say,—not to grasp a truth I can release 
And safely fight without, yet conquer still,— 
Say, she kissed him, say, he kissed her 
again I no 

Such osculation was a potent means, 

A very efficacious help, no doubt: 

Such with a third part of her nectar did 
Verms imbue: why should Pompilia fling 
The poet’s declaration in his teeth no 

Pause to employ what—since it had success, 
And kept the priest her servant to the end— 


We must presume of energy enough, 

No whit superfluous, so permissible? 

The goal is gained: day, night and yet a 
day m 

Have run their round: a long and devious 
road 

Is traversed,—many manners, various men 
Passed in review, what cities did they see, 
What hamlets mark, what profitable food 
For after-meditation cull and store ! T 25 

Till Rome, that Rome whereof—this voice 
Would it might make our MoHnists observe, 
That she is built upon a rock nor shall 
Their powers prevail against her!—Rome, 
I say, 

Is all but reached; one stage more and they 
stop m 

Saved : pluck up heart, y^ pair, and forward, 
then! 

Ah, Nature—baffled she recurs, alas ! 

Nature imperiously exacts her due, 

Spirit is willing but the flesh is weak : 734 

Pompilia needs must acquiesce and swoon, 
(Jive hopes alike and fears a breathing-while. 
The innocent sleep soundly: sound she sleeps, 
So let her slumber, then, unguarded save 
By her own chastity, a triple mail, 

And his gcxni hand whose stalwart arms have 
borne 740 

The sweet and senseless burthen like a babe 
From coach to couch, — the serviceable 
strength! 

Nay, what and if he gazed rewardedly 
On the pale beauty prisoned in embrace, 744 
Stooped over, stole a lialmy breath perhaps 
For more assurance sleep was not decease— 
Uf vidiy'* “ how I saw ! ” succeeded by 
“ Utperiiy^ “ how I sudden lost my brains!” 
—^What harm ensued to her unconsdous quite? 
For, curiosity—how natural! m 

Importunateness—what a privilege 
In the ardent sex 1 And why curb ardour 
here? 

How can the priest but pity whom he saved ? 
And pity is so near to love, and love 
So neighbourly to all mureasonableness! m 
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M to love*s object, whether love were sage 
Or ix>li$h, could Pompilm know or care, 
Being still sound asleep, as I premised? 

Thus the philosopher absorbed by thought, 
Even Archimedes, busy o’er a book 76<r 
The while besiegers sacked his Syracuse, 
Was ignorant of the imminence o’ the point 
O’ the sword till it surprised him: let it stab, 
And never knew himself was dead at all. 

So sleep thou on, secure whate’er betide ! 
For thou, too, hast thy problem hard to 

solve— 760 

How so much beauty is compatible 
With so much innocence ! 

Fit place, methinks, 
While in this task she rosily is lost, 770 
To treat of and repel objection here 
Which,—frivolous, I grant,—my mind mis¬ 
gives, 

May somehow still have flitted, gadfly-like. 
And teased the Court at times—as if, all said 
And done, there seemed, the Court might 
nearly say, m 

In a certain acceptation, somewhat more 
Of what may pass for insincerity, 

Falsehood, throughout the course Pompiha 
took, 

Than befits Christian. Pagans held, we know, 
Mail always ought to aim at good and truth. 
Not always put one thing in the same words: 

idem semper dicere sed hectare m 
i>ebemus* But the Pagan yoke was lighl^ 
lie not at all,” the exacter precept bids; 
Each least lie breaks the law,—is sin, we 
hold, 786 

I humble me, but venture to submit— 

What prevents sin, itself is sinless, sure; 

And sin, which hinders sin of deeper dye, 
Bofiens itself away by contrast so. 

Conceive me t Little sin, by none at all, . 
Wete properly condemned for great: but 
great, Tti 

% greater, dwindles into small again, 

y^hat is greatest sin of womanhood? 
Whfck tmwomans it, abolishes 
rtaiblfe of the yroman,—impudence, m 
Concede me, then, 


Whatever friendly fruit may interpose 
To save the sex from self-abolishment 
Is three-parts on the way to virtue’s rank I 
And, what is taxed here as duplicity, m 
Feint, wile and trick,—admitted for the 
nonce,— 

What worse do one and all than interpose, 
Hold, as it were, a deprecating hand, 
Statuesquely, in the Medicean mode,^ m 
Before some shame which modesty would veil ? 
Who blames the gesture prettily perverse ? 
Thus,—lest ye miss a point illustrative,— 
Admit the husband’s calumny—allow 
That the wife, having penned the epistle 
fraught 

With horrors, charge on charge of crime she 
heaped «io 

O’ the head of Pietro and Violante—(still 
Presumed her parents)—having despatched 
the same 

Totheirarch-enemy Paolo, through free choice 
And no sort of compulsion in the world— 
Put case she next discards simplicity ew 

For craft, denies the voluntary act, 

Declares herself a passive instrument 
P the husbitnd’s hands; that, duped by 
knavery, 

She traced the characters she could not write, 
And took on trust the unread sense which, read, 
And recognized were to be spumed at once: 
Allow this calumny, I reiterate 1 838 

Who is so dull as wonder at the pose 
Of our Pompilia in the circumstance ? 

Who sees not that the loo-ingenuous soul, sas 
Repugnant even at a duty done 
Which brought beneath too scrutinizing glare 
The misdemeanours,—buried in the dark,— 
Of the authors of her being, as believed,^ 
Stung to the quick at her impulsive deed, 888 
And willing to repair what harm it worked, 
She—wise in this beyond what Nero proved, 
Who when folk urged the candid juvenile 
To sign the warrant, doom the gnilty dead, 

“ Would I had never learned to write,*’ 
quoth he I m 

—Pompilia rose above the Roman, cried 

^ In the Medicean mode • ue, , like the statue 
known as the Venus de’ Medici. 
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*< To read or write I never learned at all 1 ” By publishing thy secret to the world ? m 


O splendidly mendacious i 

But time fleets: 
Let us not linger: hurry to the end, m 
Since flight does end, and that disastrously. 
Beware ye blame desert for unsuccess. 
Disparage each expedient else to praise, 

Call tailure folly ! Man’s best effort fails. 
After ten years’ resistance Troy succumbed : 
Could valour save a town, Troy still had stood. 
Pompilia came off halting in no point 847 
Of course, conduct, her longjoumey through: 
But nature sank exhausted at the close, 

And as I said, she swooned and slept all 
night. 850 

Morn breaks and brings the husband: we 
assist 

At the spectacle. Discovery succeeds. 

Ha, how is this ? What moonstruck rage is 
here ? 

Though we confess to partial frailty now, 

To error in a woman and a wife, 850 

Is’t by the rough way she shall be reclaimed ? 
Who bursts upon her chanil)ere<l privacy? 
What crowd profanes the chaste cubiadum ? 
What outcries and lewd laughter, scurril gibe 
And rilmld jest to scare the ministrant seo 
Good angels that commerce with souls in sleep? 
Why, had the worst crowned Guido tohiswish, 
Confirmed his most irrational surmise, 

Yet there be Ixnmds to man’s emotion, checks 
To an immoderate astonishment. 866 

’Tis decent horror, regulated wrath, 

Befit our dispensation: have we back 
The old Pagan license? Shall a Vulcan chap 
His net o* the sudden and expose the pair 
To the unquenchable universal mirth ? sro 
A feat, antiquity saw scandal in 
So clearly, that the nauseous tale thereof— 
Demodocus his nugatory song*— 

Hath ever been concluded modern stuff 
Impossible to the mouth of the grave Muse, 
So, foisted into that Eighth Odyssey 876 
By some impertinent pickthank. O thou fool, 
Count Guido Franceschini, what didst gain 

^ * Dmodoms Ms nugutmy song: in Horner, 
Oi. VIII, a66-3^ 


Were all the precepts of the wise a waste— 
Bred in thee not one touch of ren^erence ? 
Admit thy wife—admonish we the fool,— 
Were lalseness* self, why chronicle thy shame? 
Much rather should thy teeth bite out thy 
tongue, 

Dumb lip consort with desecrated brow, 885 
Silence become historiographer, 

And thou—thine own Cornelius Tacitus ! 

But virtue, barred, still leaps the barrier, lords t 
—Still, moon-like, penetrates the encroaching 
mist 

And bursts, all broad and bare, on night, ye 
know! 800 

Surprised, then, in the garb of truth, perhaps, 
Pompilia, thus opposed, breaks obstacle, 
Springs to her feet, and stands Thalassian- 
pure,® 

Confronts the foe,—nay, catches at his sword 
And tries to kill the intruder, he complains. 
Why, so she gave her lord his lesson back, m 
Crowned him, this time, the virtuous woman’s 
way, 

With an exact obedience; he brought sword, 
She drew the same, since swords are meant 
to draw. m 

Tell not me ’tis sharp play with tools on edge t 
It was the husband chose the weapon here. 
Why did not he inaugurate the game 
With some gentility of apophth^m 
Still piegnant on the philosophic page, 

Some captivating cadence still a-lisp 905 

O’ the poet’s lyre? Such spells subdue the 
surge, 

Make tame the tempest, much more mitigate 
The passions of the mind, and prolmbly 
Had moved Pompilia to a smiling blush. 

No, he must needs prefer the argument m 
O’ the blow ; and she obeyed, in dut}^ bound, 
Returned him buffet ratiodnative— 

Ay, in the reasoner’s own interest. 

For wife must follow whither husband leads, 
Vindicate honour as himself prescribes, m 

Save him the very way himself bids save 1 
No question but who jumps into a quag 

s pure as the sea; ftom 

tkalassa, the Greek woid for sea. 
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Hittcli iostlk kmd mi. pray m Bill 
tmmk 

^»%tlieliandl” such were the customary ary; 
Sl|t Guido pleased to bid *' Leave hand 
alone t m 

**«Join both feetj rather, jump upon my head: 
** I extricate myself by the rebound 1 ” 

And dutiMiy as enjoined she jumped— 
Drew his own sword and menac^ his own 
Ihbv 

Aia^^lhing to content a wilful spouse. m 

And so he was contented—one must do 
|usttce to the expedient which succeeds, 
Strange as it seem : at flourish of the blade, 
Ihe crowd drew back, stood breathless and 
abashed, 

Then murmured ‘‘This should be no wanton 

wife, 830 

“No conscience-stricken sinner, caught i’ the 
act, 

“ And patiently awaiting our first stone: 
“Butapoor hard-pressed all-bewildered thing, 
“ Has rushed so fer, misguidedly perhaps, 

“ Meaning no more harm than a fnghtened 
^eep. 935 

^‘She sought for aid and if she made mistake 
“ I* the man could aid most, why—so mortals 
do; 

“'Even the blessed Magdalen mistook 
“ Far less fcwpveably: consult the place— 

“ Supposing him to be the gardener, mo 
*S ir/ said she, and so following.” Wh|| 
mpre words? 

Forthwith the wife Is pronounced innocent: 
What would the husband more than gain his 
cause, 

And find that honour flash in the world’s 

844 

His apprehension was lest isoit had smirched? 

the adventure comes to dose 
lit^fon my &t opponent grounds his charge 
at mid-day he groans “How 

jgpill |o tie, thou Ardmngellc swine t 

to blame, m 
Safe 


Sbe ^anda, see! Does thy comment fellow 
quick 

“ Safe, inasmuch as at the end proposed j 
“But thither she picked way by devious path-*» 
Stands dirtied, no dubiety at all 1 m 
“ I recognize success, yet, all the same, 

“ Importunately will suggestion prompt— 

“ Better Pompiha gainM the right to boast 
“ * No devious path, no doubtful patch was 
mine, 

“ * I saved my head nor sacnficed my foot 1 ’ 
it Why, being in a peril, show mistrust m 
“ Of the angds set to guard the innocent? 

“ Why rather hold by obvious vulgar help 
“ Of stratagem and subterfuge, excused 
“ Somewhat, but still no less a foil, a feult, 

“ Since low with high, and good with bad is 
linked ? 868 

“ Methinks I view some ancient bas-relief. 

“ There stands Hesione ^ thrust out by Troy, 
“ Her father’s hand has chained hear to a crag, 
“ Her mother’s from the virgin plucked the 
vest, W8 

“ At a safe distance both distressful watch, 

“ While near and nearer comes the snorting 
ore. 

“ I look that, white and perfect to the end, 

“ She wait till Jove despatch some demigod; 
“ Not that,—impatient of celestial club Wtt 
‘ ‘ Alcmena’s son should brandish at the beast,— 
“She daub, disguise her dainty limbs with 
pitch, 

“ And so elude the purblind monster ! Ay, 
“ The trick succeeds, but ’tis an ugly trick, 

“ Where needs have been no trick I ” 888 

My answer ? Faugh; 
Nimis incongrm t Too absurdly put I 
SenUnttam Umo conlrcmam^ 

Trick, I maintain, had no alternative. 

The heavens were bound with brass,-—Jove 
fer at feast m 

(No feast like that thou didst not ask me tdf 
Arcangeli,—I heard of thy regale 1) 

1 JfMom.* daughter of Laomedon, king of 
Troy, aqjosed on a rock to avert a pl%ue 
caused m her father’s breach of feUh, and 
saved by Hordiles, son of Alomeua, 
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Witli tlie unblamed iEtixiop, ’•—Hercules spun 
wool 

I* the lap of Omphale, while Virtue shrieked— 
The brute came paddling all the faster. 

You m 

Of Troy, who stood at distance, where’s the aid 
You o^ered in the extremity ? Most and least, 
Gentle and simple, here the Governor, 

There the Archbishop, everywhere the friends. 
Shook heads and waited ft>r a miracle, 995 
Or went their way, left Virtue to her fate. 
Just this one rough and ready man leapt forth! 
—Was found, sole anti-Fabius^ (dare I say) 
Who restored things, with no delay at all, 
Qm haud cuiu tando rem reshtwt! He, 

He only, Caponsacchi ’mid a crowd, 1001 
Caught Virtue up, carried Fonipilia off 
Through gaping impotence of sympathy 
In ranged Arezzo: what you take for pitch, 
Is nothing worse, belike, than black and 
blue, 1006 

Mere evanescent proof that liardy hands 
Did yeoman’s service, cared not where the 
gripe 

Was more than duly energetic ; bruised. 

She smarts a little, but her bones are saved 
A fracture, and her skin will soon show 
sleek, 1010 

How it disgusts when weakness, false-refined, 
Censures the honest rude effective strength,— 
When sickly dreamers of the impossible 
Decry plain sturdiness which does the feat 
With eyes wide open ! 1015 

Did occasion serve, 
I could illustrate, if ray lords allow ; 

Quid vetniy what forbids I aptly ask 
With Horace, that I give my anger vent, 
While I let breathe, no less, and recreate, 
The gravity of my Judges, by a tale ? loai 
A case in point—what though an apologue 
Graced by tradition ?—possibly a feict; 
Tradition must precede all scripture, words 

^ With the unblamd Mthiop: as described 
by Homer, //. I. 423 . 

® Anii-FaHut: the antithesis of Q. Fabius 
Maximus, ^ui mmtando resHiuit rem, who, in 
^e seocmd Punic war, restored the fortunes of 
Rome by delay, , by avoiding pitched battles. 
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Serve as our warrant ere our books can be: 
So, to tradition back we needs must go im 
For any fact’s authority: and this 
Hath lived so far (like jewel hid in muck) 
On page of that old lying vanity 
Called “ Sepher Toldoth Yeschu : ” God be 
praised, loso 

I read no Hebrew,—take the thing on trust: 
But I believe the writer meant no good 
(Blind as he w^as to truth in some respects) 
I'd our pestiferous and schismatic . . . well, 
My lords’ conjecture lx? the touchstone, 

show 1035 

The thing for what it is ! The author lacks 
Discretion, and his zeal exceeds ; but zeal,—- 
How rare in our degenerate day ! Enough 1 
Here is the story : fear not, I shall chop 
And change a little, else my Jew would 
press 1040 

All too unmannerly before the Court. 

It happened once,—begins this foolish Jew, 
Pretending to write Christian history,— 

That three, held greatest, Ixst and worst of 
men, 

Peter and John and Judas, spent a day 1045 
In toil and travel through the country-side 
On some sufficient business—I suspect, 
Suppression of some Molinism i’ the bud. 
Fool-sore and hungry, dropping with fatigue, 
They reached by nightf^l a poor lonely 
grange, im 

Hostel or inn: so, knocked and entered there. 
Your pleasure, great ones?”—-“Shelter, 
rest and food ! ” 

P'or shelter, there was one bare room above; 
For rest therein, three beds of bundled straw : 
For food, one wretched starveling fowd* no 

more— iw 

Meat for one mouth, but mockery for three. 
“You have my utmost.” How should 
supper serve ? 

Peter broke silence; “To the spit with 
fowl 1 

“ And while ’tis cooking, sleep 1—since beds 
there be, 

“ And, so hr, satisfaction of a want, im 

“ Sleep we an hour, awake at supper-time, 

o 
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mch of UR fMtrrate the dream he had, 
^*Awd ht whose dream shall prove the 
happiest, point 

The clearliest out the dreamer as ordained 
* ^ Beyond his fellows to receive the fowl, lods 
Him let our shares be cheerful tribute to, 
His the entire meal, may it do him good * ” 
Who could dispute so plain a consequence ? 
So said, so done: each hurried to his 
straw, 

Slept his hour’s-sleep and dreamed his dream, 
and woke. loro 

commenced John, “dreamed that I 
gained the prize 

«• We all aspire to: the proud place was 
mine, 

** Throughout the earth and to the end of 
time 

“ I was the Loved Disciple: mine the 
meal I ” 

But I,” proceeded Peter, “dreamed, a 
word 1075 

** Gave me the headship of our company, 

** Made me the Vicar and Vice-gerent, gave 
**The keys of heaven and hell into my 
hand, 

** And o’er the earth, dominion : mine the 
meal! ” ioto 

“ While I,” submitted in soft under-tone 
The Iscariot—^sense of his un worthiness 
Turning each eye up to the inmost white— 
With long-drawn sigh, yet lettmg both lips 
smack, 4|| 

** I have had just the {MtifulJest dream 
^*That ever proved man meanest of his 
mata, ^ loes 

“ And bom fodt^washcr and foot-wiper, nay 
** Foo^kisser fd ©ach comrade of you all! 

** t dreamed I dreamed *, and in that mimic 
dream 

** (impalpable to dream as dream to lact) 
**Met|iought I meanly dhose to sleep no 
wink 109^ 

wait until I heard my brethren snore; 
stole firom conchy slipped noiseless 

it 


“ Found the fowl duly brown, both back and 
breast, 

“Hissing in harmony with the cricketV 
chirp, 

“ Grilled to a point; said no grace but foil to, 
“Nor finished till the skeleton lay bare. 

“ In penitence for which ignoble dream, 

“ Lo, I renounce iny portion cheerfully ! 

“ Fie on the flesh-—be mine the ethereal gust> 
“And yours the sublunary sustenance ! ma 
“ See that whatever be left ye give the poor ! ” 
Down the two scuttled, one on other’s heel, 
Stung by a fell surmise; and found, alack, 

A goodly savour, both the drumstick bones, 
And that which henceforth took the appro¬ 
priate name ii« 

O’ the Merry-thought, in memory of the feet 
That to keep wide awake is man’s best dream. 

So, —as was said once of Thucydides 
And his sole joke, “The lion, lo, hath 
laughed ’ ”— iil6 

Just so, the Governor and all that’s great 
I’ the city, never meant that Innocence 
Should quite starve while Authority sat at 
meat; 

They meant to fling a bone at banquet’s end: 
Wished well to our FompiUa — in their 
dreams, ills 

Nor hore the secular sword in vain—asleep. 
Just so the ArchbLshop and all good hke Hm 
Went to bed meaning to pour oil and wine 
I’ the wounds of her, next day,—but lohg 
ere day. 

They had burned the one and drunk the 
other, while vm 

Just so, again, contrariwise, the prie&t 
Sustained poor Nature in extremity 
By stuffing barley-bread into her mouth, 
Saving Pompilia (grant the parallel) 

By the plain homely and straightforward 
way IIW 

Taught him by common sense. Let others 
shriek 

“ Oh what refined expedients did we dream 
Proved us the only fit to help the feir! 

He exted ** A carriage waits, jump in ii#i 

mel^* im 
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And sow, this application pardoned, lords,— 
This recreative pause and breathing-while,— 
Back to beseemingness and gravity ! 

For Law steps in : Guido appeals to Law, 
Demands she arbitrate,—does well for once. 

0 Law, of thee how neatly was it said iiso 
By that old Sophocles,^ thou hast thy seat 
V the very breast of j ove, no meanlier throned! 
Here is a piece of work now, hitherto 
Begun and carried on, concluded near, ii3» 
Without an eye-glance cast Ihy sceptre’s way; 
And, lo the stumbling and discomfiture! 

Well may you call them “lawless’’ means, 
men take 

To extricate themselves through mother-wit 
When tangled haply in the toils of life ! 

Guido would try conclusions with his foe, ii46 
Whoe’er the foe was and whate’er the offence; 
He would recover certain dowry-dues : | 

Instead of asking Law to lend a hand, 

What pother of sword drawn and pistol cocked, 
What peddling with forged letters and t>aid 
spies, 11 (K» 

Politic circumvention !—all to end 
As it l)egan—by loss of the fool’s head, 

First in a figure, presently in a fad. 

It is a lesson to mankind at large, iiM 

How other were the end, would men be sage 
And bear confidingly each quarrel straight, 

O I^w, to Ihy recipient mother-knees ! 

How would the children light come and 
prompt go, 

This with a red-checked apple for reward, 
The other, peradventure red-cheeked too iieo 
P the rear, by taste of birch for punishment. 
No foolish brawling murder any more 1 
Peace for the household, practice for the Fisc, 
And plenty for the exchequer of my lords I 
Too much to hope, in this world: in the next, 
Who knows? Since, why should sit the 
Twelve enthroned 

To judge the tribes, unless the tribes be 
ju^ed? 

And ’tis impossible but offences come; 

So, all’s one lawsuit, all one long leet-day! * 

^ (Bd, Col, 138a, AU19 (i^eSpos 

I dwnloct 

* My on whidi the court sitis. 


Forgive me this digression—that I stand 
Entranced awhile at Law’s first beam, out¬ 
break am 

O* the business, when the Count’s good angel 
bade 

“ Put up thy sword, born enemy to the ear, 

“ And let Law listen to thy difference!” 1174 

And Law does listen and compose the strife, 
Settle the suit, how wisely and how well! 

On our Pompilia, faultless to a fault, 

I^w fiends a hrt)w maternally severe. 

Implies the worth of perfect chastity. 

By fancying the flaw she cannot find. iiao 
Superfluous sifting snow, nor helps nor harms: 
’Tis safe to censure levity in youth, 

Tax womanhood with indiscretion, sure 1 
I Since toys, permissible to-day, become im 
Follies to-morrow : prattle shocks in church r 
And that curt skirt which lets a maiden skip, 
The matron changes for a trailing robe. 
Mothers may aim a blow with half-shut eyes 
Ntxlding above their spindles by the fire, 
And .chance to hit some hidden fault, else 
safe. iJM 

Just so, Law hazarded a punishment— 

If applicable to the circumstance. 

Why, well! if not so apposite, well too. 

“ (^uit the gay range o’ the world,” I hear 
her cry, 

“ Enter, in lieu, the penitential pound : usb 
“ B^xchange the gauds of pomp for ashes, dust! 
“ Leave each raollitious haunt of luxury! 

“ The golden - garnished silken - couched 
alcove, 

“ The many-columned terrace that so tempts 
“ Feminine soul put foot forth, extend ear laoo 
“To fluttering joy of lover’s serenade,— 

“ Leave these for cellular seclusion ! mask 
“ And dance no more, but fast and pray ! 
avaunt— 

“ Be burned, thy wicked townsman’s sonnet- 
book ! 

“Welcome, mild hymnal by . . . some better 
scribe I im 

“ For the warm arms were wont enfold thy 
fiesh, 

“ Let wire-shirt |flough and whipcord dis¬ 
cipline t 
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If stKCli an exboitaticm proved, perchance, 
InappUcal^e, words bestowed in waste, 

What harm, since Law has store, can spend 
nor miss ? mo 

And so, our paragon submits herself, 

Goes at command into the holy house. 

And, also at command, comes out again: 
For, ccmld the effect of such obedience prove 
Too certain, too immediate? Being healed, 
Go blare abroad the matter, blessed one ! im 
Art thou sound forthwith ? Speedily vacate 
The step by pool-side, leave i^thes^ free 
To patients plentifully posted round, 1219 

Since the whole need not the physician! Brief, 
She may betake her to her parents’ place. 
Welcome her, fether, with wide arras once 
more. 

Motion her, mother, to thy breast again ! 

For why? Since Law relinquishes the charge, 
Grants to your dwelling-place a prison’s style, 
Rejoice you with Pompilia I golden days, 1226 
Rfidmnt Saturma regna. Six weeks slip, 
And she is domiciled in house and home 
As though she thence had never budged at all. 
And thither let the husband,—joyous, ay, 
But contrite also—quick betake himself, mi 
Proud that his dove which lay among the pots 
Hath mued ^ those dingy feathers,—moulted 
now, 

Shows silver bosom clothed with yellow gold ! 
So shall he t^pt her to the perch she fled, 
Bid to domestic bliss the truant back. 

But let him not delay! Time fleets how fast, 
And opportunity, the irrevocable. 

Once down will dout him I Is the furrow 
traced? 

If field with com ye fiui preoccupy, i2<o 
Darnel for wheat and thistle-beards for grain, 
Miump mrdum kmrndus^ 

Will grow apace in combination prompt, 
BMtaad the husbamhnan of his desire. laM 
4 lte^y**’hist---^what murmurs ’monish now 
iaigard ?--*doubtfi3il, my, fentasric bruit 
^ 1#% ^ apparition, such return 

^ Mmio' moulted. 


interdmn^ to anticipate the spouse, 

Of Caponsacchi’s very self I ’Tis said. 

When nights are lone and company is rare, 
His visitations brighten winter up. mi 
If so they did—which nowise I believe— 
(How can I?-—proof abounding that the priest, 
Once fairly at his relegation-place, 

Never once left it) still, admit he stole im 
A midnight march, would fain see ffiend 
again, 

Find matter for instruction in the past. 
Renew the old adventure in such chat 
As cheers a fireside ! He was lonely too, 
He, too, must need his recreative hour, isao 
Shall it amaze the philosophic mind 
If he, long wont the empurpled cup to quaff, 
Have feminine society at will, 

Being debarred abruptly from all drink 
Save at the spring which Adam used for wine, 
Dreads harm to just the health he hoped to 
guard, xaw 

And, trying alxstinence, gains malady ? 

Ask Tozzi, now physician to the I’ope! 

Little by little break”—(I hear he bids 
Master Arcangeli my antagonist, im 

Who loves good cheer, and may indulge too 
much: 

So I explain the logic of the plea 
Wherewith he opened our proceedings late)— 
Little by little break a habit, Don, 

“ Become necessity to feeble flesh ! ” iw» 

And thus, nocturnal taste of intercourse 
(Which never hiqxpened,—^but, suppose itdld) 
May have l>een used to dishabituate 
By sip and sip this drainer to the dregs 
O’ the draught of conversation,—heady stuff, 
Brewage which, broached, it took two days 
and nights m 

To properly discuss f the journey, Sirs! 

Such power has second-nature, men call use, 
That undelightfttl objects get to diarm 
Instead of chafe; the daily colocyndi 
Tickles the palate by repeated dose, 

Old sores scratch kindly, the ass makes apush. 
Although the milLyoke-wound be sMrtiiig 
yet, 

For mitl 4 oor bolted on a holiday s tm 
Nor must We marvel here if impulse urge 
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To talk the old stoty over now and then, 

The hopes and fears, the stoppage and the 
haste*— 

Subjects of colloquy to surfeit once. 

** Here did you bid me twine a rosy wreath ! ” 
“ And there you paid my lips a compliment!” 
“ Here you admired the tower could be so 
tall 1 ” im 

And there you likened that of Lebanon 
** To the nose of the beloved ! ” Trifles! still, 
“ Forsan et hac oHniy^ ^—such trifles serve 
To make the minutes pass in winter<time. 

Husband, return then, 1 re-counsel thee ! 

For, finally, of all glad circumstance 1302 
Should make a prompt return imperative, 
What in the world awaits thee, dost suppose? 
O* the sudden, as good gifts are wont be- 

ftlll, 1308 

What is the hap of our unconscious Count ? 
That which lights lx>nfire and sets cask a-tilt, 
Dissolves the stubborn’st heart in jollity. 

O admirable, there is bom a Imbe, 

A son, an heir, a Franceschini last mo 

And best o’ the stock 1 Pompilia, thine the 
palm ! 

Repaying incredulity with faith. 

Ungenerous thrift of each marital debt 
With bounty in profuse expenditure, 1314 

Pompilia scorns to have the old year end 
Without a present shall ring in the new— 
Bestows on her too-ptirsimonious lord 
An inftmt for the apple of his eye, mis 

Core of his heart, and crown completing life, 
True b&num of the earthly lot! 

“ We,’’ saith ingeniously the sage, ** are born 
“ Solely that others may be born of us.” 

So, father, take thy child, for thine that 
child, 

Oh nothing doubt 1 In wedlock bom, law 
holds 

Baseness impossible ; since *^JiltU5 est isas 
** Qtum nupiim thmonstmni^^ twits the text 
Whoever dares to doubt. 

* Forsan et km: olim meminisse iuvahit: 
Virgil, Mn, I. 203—*'Perchance one day we 
sball take pleasure in recalling even these 
experiences.’* 


Yet doubt he dares! 
O faith, where art thou flown from out the 
world? 

Already on what an age of doubt we fiill 1 
Instead of each disputing for the prixe, issi 
The babe is bandied here from that to this. 
Whose the babe? ** Cujumpecus f ^ Guido’s 
lamb ? 

An Mehbcn?^'* Nay, but of the priest! 
Nan sed ^gmzsF* Someone must be 
sire: im 

And who shall say, in such a puzzling strait, 
If there were not vouchsafed some miracle 
To the wife who had been harassed and abused 
More than enough by Guido’s family 
For non-production of the promised fruit im 
Of marriage ? What if Nature, I demand. 
Touched to the quick by taunts upon her sloth, 
Had roused herself, put forth recondite power, 
Bestowed this birth to vindicate her sway, 
Like the strange favour, Maro memorized 
As granted Anstieus when his hive iwe 
Lay empty of the swarm ? not one more bee— 
Not one more bal>e to Franceschini’s house I 
And lo, a new birth filled the air with joy, 
Sprung from the bowels of the generous steer, 
A novel son and heir rejoiced the Count I 
Spontaneous generation, need I prove 130s 
Were facile feat to Nature at a pinch ? 

Let whoso doubts, steep horsehair certain 
weeks 

In water, there will be produced a snake; 
Spontaneous product of the horse, which 
horse im 

Happens to be the representative— 

Now that I think on*t—of Arezzo’s self, 

The very city our conception blessed: 

Is not a prancing horse the City-arms? laoo 
What sane eye fails to see coincidence ? 

Cur ego, boast thou, my Pompilia, then, 
Desperern fieri sine conjuge 
Mater—hovr well the Ovidian distich suits!— 
Et parere intacto dummodo tm 

Casta viro f Such miracle was wrought! 

2 Cujitm pecus, &c,: a quotation from Virgil, 
Eel, 3, I, except that sed should be verum: 
** Whose is this flock*—M^boeus’ ? ” *‘ Nay 
iEgon’s.*' 


m to uwk 

lobe in neither took the name 

i>f <jh»ido, firoin the sire presumptive, nor 
Giuseppe, irom the sire potentid, hut im 
Guetsno—last saint of our hierarchy, 

An4 newest namer for a thing so new! 

What other motive could have prompted 
choice? 

Therelbre be peace again: exult, ye hills 1 
Ye vales rejoicingly break forth in song I isrs 
parve puer^ begin, small boy. 

Him mgmscere px^rem^ with a laugh 
To recognise thy parent! Nor do thou 
Boggle, oh parent, to return the grace I 
Mac amtps hare^ paier^ puero isso 

O^H&scmdo — one may well eke out the 
prayer! 

In vain 1 The perverse Guido doubts his 
eyes, 

distrusts assurance, lets the devil drive. 
Because his house is swept and garnished 

now, 1384 

He, having summoned seven like himself, 
Must hurry thither, knock and enter in, 

And make the last worse than the first, indeed! 
Is he content ? We are. No further blame 
O’ the man and murder! They were stig- 
tnatixed 

Befittingly s the Court heard long ago isoo 
My mind o’ the matter, which, outpouring 
'idl. 

Has long stnoe swept like surge, i’ the si^e i 
W Homer, overborne both dyke and damf ' 
And whelmed alike client and advocate; ism ! 
His fate is sealed, his life as good as gone, 

On him I am not tempted lo waste word. 

Yet thou|^ my pui^>ose holds,—which was 
and is 

And solely ^baB be to the vay end, 

To draw the true of a saint, 

to perlectioii in the sex,*- ' ia» I 
Y# kt not some i^oss paiqperer of die flesh 
l%gard fo the spirit’s nourishment, 
vWlOse foedii^ hath ofluso^ed his wit 
^|Siid^,-;than 'law.T^he nev^ had, tO;lose—• 
lifiifh adi^te' 0144^ to me mos 
fonctiemAf attack i,,' 

Ail'll ’ ‘ 0 5' ■ 


•* Wlads thk to Bacchus the dyimlc 
phrase, 

Well used, for once) he hiccups probaldy* 

O Advocate o’ the Poor, thou bom to nudte 
Their blessing void— fixa/t pcmper&sl ms 

By painting saintship I depicture sin: 

Beside my pearl, I prove how black thy )et, 
And, through PompUia’s virtue, Guido’s crime. 

Back to her, then,—vrith but one beauty 
more, 1414 

End we our argument,—one crowning grace 
Pre-eminent ’mid agony and death. 

For to the last Pompilia played her part, 
Used the right means to the permissible end, 
And, wily as an eel that stirs the mud i 4 ts 
Thick overhead, so bafoing spearman’s thrust. 
She, while he stabbed her, simulated death, 
Delayed, for his sake, the catastrophe, 
Obtained herself a respite, four days’ grace, 
Whereby she told her story to the world, 
Enabled me to make the present speech, i«» 
And, by a foil confession, savetl her soul. 

Yet hold, even here would malice leer its last, 
Gurgle its choked remonstrance: snake, hiss 
free! 

Oh, that’s the objection ? And to whom ?— 

I not her 

But me, forsooth—^as, in the very act hm 
O f l)oth confession and (what followed dose) 
Subsequent talk, chatter and gossipry, 

Babble to sympathizing he and she 
Whoever chose besiege her dying bed,— 

As this were found at variance with my 
tale, im 

Falsified all I have adduced for truth, 
Admitted not one peccadillo here, 

Pretended to perfection, flrst and last, 

O’ the whole procedure—^perfect in the ®ad| 
Perfect i’ the means, perfect in eveiything, 
Leaving a lawyer nothing to excuse, iiq 

Eeasmi away and show his skill about! 

—A flight, impossible to Adamic fleshy 
Just to be ^mded, sowrcely to be wish^i 
Aad* aitylow, unpleadable in court I 14^! 

** How riscmile,’Vg^^ Malice, **that Wit| 
/this 
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Your is extmueous to tbe law, 

Comosof men^soutaidemeddliiig, theunskilled 
Interposition of such foois as press im 
Out of their province. Must I speak my mind? 
Far better had Porapilia died o* the spot 
Than found a tongue to wag and shame the law, 
Shame most of all herself,—could friendship 

m 

And advocacy lie less on the alert; i4m 
B ut no, they shall protect her to the end I 
Do I credit the alleged narration ? No ! 

Lied our Pompilia then, to laud herself? 
Still, no! Clear up what seems discrepancy ? 
The means abound: art’s long, though time 
is short; 

So, keeping me in compass, all I urge im 
Is—-since, confession at the point of death, 
//am in articuh mortis^ with the Church 
Passes for statement honest and sincere, 
Nemo premmitur reus esse^ —then, law 

If sure that all affirmed would be believed, 
’Twas charity, in her so circumstanced, 

To spend the last breath in one effort more 
For universal good of friend and foe: 

And,—by pretending utter innocence, i4a8 
Nay, freedom from each foible we forgive,— 
Re-integrate—not solely her own fame, 

But do the like kind office for the priest 
Whom telling the crude truth about might vex, 
Haply expose to peril, abbreviate 
Indeed the long career of usefulness i478 
Presumably before him : while her lord, 
Wliose fleeting life is forfeit to the law,— 
What mercy to the culprit if, by just 
The gift of such a full certificate 
Of his immitigable guiltiness, i48o 

She stifled in him the absurd conceit 
Of murder as it were a mere revenge 
—Stopped confirmation of that jealousy 
Which, did she but acknowledge the first flaw, 
The fiiintest foible, had emboldened him mss 
T o battle with the charge, baulk penitence, 
Bar preparation for impending Me 1 
Whereas, persuade him that he slew a saint 
Who sinned not even where she may have 
slimed, 

You juige him all the brisklier to repent i«q 
O f most and least and aught and everything 1 


Still, if this view of mine content you notj 
Lords, nor excuse the genial felsehood here, 
We come to our Triarii^ last resource: 

We Ml back on the inexpugnable, i4ot 
Submitting,—she confessed before she talked! 
The sacrament obliterates the sin: 

What is not,—was not, therefore, in a sense. 
Let Molinists distinguish, Souls washed 
white 1409 

‘‘ But red once, still show pinkish to the eye I ” 
We say, abolishment is nothingness. 

And nothingness has neither head nor tail, 
End nor l^eginning I Better estimate 
Exorbitantly, than disparage aught 
Of the efficacity of the act, I hope J mob 

Solvuntur tabula ? * May we laugh and go ? 
Well,—not before (in filial gpratitude 
To Law, who, mighty mother, waves adieu) 
We take on us to vindicate Law’s self 1 
For,—yea, Sirs,—curb the start, curtail the 
stare !— mo 

Remains that we ajx>Iogii:e for haste 
r the Law, our lady who here bristles up 
Blame my procedure? Could the Court 
mistake ? 

** (WTiich were indeed a misery to think) 2514 
“ Did not my sentence in the former stage 
“O’ the business bear a title plain enough? 

Decretum ”—I translate it word for word— 
** ‘ Decreed ; the priest, for his complicity 

* I’ the flight and deviation of the dame, 

* As well as lor unlawful intercourse, isao 
“ * Is banished three years ; ’ crime and 

penalty, 

“ Declared alike. If he be taxed with guilt, 
“ How can you call Pompilia innocent ? 

If both be innocent, have I been just?’* 

Gently, O mother, judge men — whose 
mistake ibsb 

Is in the mere misapprehensiveness ! 

t Triarii: the third rank in the old forma¬ 
tion of the Roman lemon, containing the oldest 
soldiers, and only called upon at the crisis of a 
battle. 

s Solvuntur tabula.“ from Horace, Sat, Ih 
I, 86— solveutur rim tabulai ** the court will 
break up in laughter*” 
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Th^ ftfalm A-top of yotir decree 
Was hat to ticket tkete the kind of charge 
You in good time would arbitrate upon. 

Il^itle is one thing,—^arbitration’s self, isao 

Pr^fOim, quite another possibly. 

Snhsist% there holds good the old response, 
Mesp&mio tradita^ we must not stick, 

Qmd mn sit attendendus Titulus^ 

To the Title, sed Prt^hatio^ but the Proof, 
Restdians ex processu^ the result isse 

O’ the Trial, and the style of punishment, 
Et peena per sententta»i imposita, 

AH is tentative, till the sentence come: 

An indication of what men expect, im 
But nowise an assurance they shall find. 
Lords, what if we permissibly relax 
The tense bow, as the law-god Phoebus bids. 
Relieve our gravity at labour’s close ? i644 

I traverse Rome, feel thirsty, need a draught, 
Look for a wine-shop, find it by the lx>ugh 
Projecting as to say “ Here wine is sold ! ” 
So much I know,—*‘sold:^’ but what sort 
of wine ? 

Strong, weak, sweet, sour, home-made or 
foreign drink ? 

That much must I discover by myself. jsso 
** Wine is sold,” quoth the bough, “but good 
or bad, 

“ Find, and inform us when you smack your 
lips!” 

Exactly so, Law hangs her title forth, 

To show she entertains you with such case 
About such crime. Come in! she po^, 
you quaff* lass 

You find the Priest good liquor in the main, 
But heady and provocative of brawls : 
Remand the residue to flask once more, 

Lay H low where it may deposit lees, im 
f the cellar; thence produce it presently, 
Tto«e years the brighter and tlie better! 

Thus, 

sdh? have I bestowed my filial help, 
thm J end, temxpropMk; 

Ip point as I purposm have f drawn 

tm 
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Able once more, despite my impotence. 

And helped by the acumen of the Court, 

To eliminate, display, make triumph tnith i 
What other prize than truth were worth the 
pains? im 

There’s my oration—much exceeds in length 
That famed panegyric of isoemtes, 

They say it took him fifteen years to pen. 

But all those ancients could say anything ! 
He put in just what rushed into lus head i 
While 1 shall have to prune and pare and 
print. im 

This comes of l)eing born in modern times 
With priests for auditory. Still, it pays. 


X.~THE POPE. 

Like to Ahasuems, that shrewd prince, 

I will begin,—^as is, these seven years now, 
My daily wont,—and read a History 
(Written by one whose deft nght hand was 
dust 

To the last digit, ages ere my birth) 6 

Of all my predecessors, Popes of Rome ; 

For though mine ancient early dropped the 
pen, 

Yet others picked it up and wrote it dry, 
Since of the making books there is no end. 
And so I have the I’apacy complete m 
From Peter first to Alexander last ; 

Can question each and take instruction so. 
Have I to dare?—I ask, how dared this 
Pojje? 

To suffer ?—Suchanone, how suffered he ? 
Being about to judge, as now, X seek i» 
How judged once, well or ill, some other 
Pope; 

Study some rignal judgment that subsists 
To blaze on, or else blot, the page which seals 
The sum up of what gain or loss to Cod 
Came of His one more Vicar in the world, m 
So, do 1 find example, rule of life; 

So, square and set in order the next page, 
Shall be ati^efched smooth o*er my own 
funeral cyst. 
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Eiglit btMidred years exact before the year 
I was made Pope, men made Formosus 
Pope, 26 

Say Sigebert and other chroniclers. 

Ere I confirm or quash the Trial here 
Of 6uido Franceschini and his friends, 

Read,—How there was a ghastly Trial once 
Of a dead man by a live man, and both, 
Popes: so 

Thus—^in the antique penman’s very phrase. 

Then Stephen, Pope and seventh of the 
name, 

Cried out, in synod as he sat in state, 

“ While choler quivered on his brow and 
beard, 

“*Come into court, Formosus, thou lost 
wretch, as 

“ * That claimedst to be late Pope as even I!’ 

“ And at the word the great door of the church 
** Flew wide, and in they lirought h'ormosus’ 
self^ I 

“The bcKly of him, dead, c^en as cmlxilracd 
“ And buried duly in the Vatican 40 

“ Eight months before, exhumed thus for the 
nonce. 

“They set it, that dead lK>dy of a Pope, 

“ Clothed in pontific vesture now again, I 

“ Upright on Peter’s chair as if alive. 44 

“And Stephen, springing up, cried furiously 
“ * Bishop of Porto, wherefore didst presume 
“ * To leave that see and take this Roman see, 
“ * Exchange the lesser for the greater see, 

“*—A thing against the canons of the 
Church ? * I 

I 

“Then one—(a Deacon who, observing 
forms, 50 

“ Was placed by Stephen to repel the cliarge, 
“Be advocate and mouthpiece of the corpse)— 
“ Spoke as he dared, set stammeringly forth 
“ With white lips and dry tongue,—as but a 
youth, 

* ‘ For frightful was the corpsc-fiice to behold,— 
“ llqw nowise lacked there precedent for 
this. 




** But when, for his last precedent of all, 

“ Emboldened by the Spirit, out he blurts 
“ ‘ And, Holy Father, didst not thou thyself 
“ ‘ Vacate the lesser for the greater see, so 
“‘Half a year since change Arago for 
Rome ? ’ 

—Ye have the sin’s defence now, Synod 
mine 1 ’ 

“ Shrieks Stephen in a beastly froth of rage: 
“ ‘Judge now betwixt him dead and me alive! 
“ * Hath he intruded, or do I pretend ? 66 

“ ‘Judge, judge !’ — breaks wavelike one 
whole foam of wrath. 

“Whereupon they, being friends and fol¬ 
lowers, 

“ Said ‘ Ay, thou art Christ’s Vicar, and not 
he! 

“ ‘ Away wdth what is frightful to behold ! 

“ ‘ This act was uncanonic and a fault’ 70 

“ Then, swallowed up in rage, Stephen ex¬ 
claimed 

“ ‘ So, guilty ! So, remains I punish guilt 1 
“ ‘ He IS unpoped, and all he did I damn i 
“ ‘ The Bishop, that ordained him, I degrade: 
“ * Dejx>sc to laics those he raised to priests: 
“ ‘What they have wrought is mischief nor 
shall stand, 76 

“ ‘ It is confusion, let it vex no more ! 

“ ‘Since I revoke, annul and abrogate 
“ ‘ All his decrees in all kinds: they are void ! 
“‘In token whereof and warning to the 
world, 80 

“‘Strip me yon miscreant of those robes 
usurped, 

“‘And clothe him with vile serge befitting 
such! 

“ * Then hale the carrion to the market-place: 
“‘I>et the town-hangman chop from his 
right hand 

“ ‘ Those same three fingers which he blessed 
withal; 80 

“ ‘ Next cut the head off once was crowned 
forsooth: * . 

“ ‘ And last go fling them, head and 

trunk, 

“ ‘ To Til«!r that tnj^ Cjhristian fill may sup I' 
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'?)ecsM«(e„ 'of IX^X means 

AiWi aptly symbolizes Christ, to 
I^Or dse because ^e Pope is Fisherman, 
Anri seals with FisherVsi|^et. 

** Anyway, 

So soul, so done; himself, to see it done, 
** Followed the corpse they trailed from 
Street to street 95 

^‘ Till into Tiber wave they threw the thing. 
**^rhc people, crowded on the banks to see, 
•‘ Were loud or mute, wept or laughed, cursed 
mr jeered. 

According as the deed addressed their 
sense; 

“ A scandal verily; and out spake a Jew 
“ ‘ Wot ye your Christ had vexed our Herod 
thus?* m 

“ Now when, Formosus being dead a year, 
“His judge Pope Stephen tasted death in 
turn, 

“Made captive by the mob and strangled 
straight, 

Romanus, his successor for a month, m 
“ Did make protest Formosds was with God, 
** Holy, just, true in thought and word and 
de^. 

“ Nc*t Theodore, who reigned but twenty 
days, 

“ Therein convoked a synod, whose decree 
reinstate, repope the late unpoped, !g|i 
“And do away with Stephen as accursed. 
•‘So that whoi presently certain iisher-folk 
^•*(As if the queaiy river could not hold 
“ Its swallowed Jonas, but discharged the 
meo!) 114 

“ Product the timely product of their nets, 

: The mutilated man, Formosus,—saved 

putre^tion by the embalmeris sjnce, 
^ said^ by sanelity of flesh,— 

, t^y, lay the body again/ bode Theodore, 

^ his predecessors, in the church 

hliriti*pkce of P^erl* which was 

Witprand,'• many of rt^tc, 
l»ld 


“ • lliat, as they bore the body up the aiste* 
“ • The saints in imaged row ^wed each Ms 
head iw 

“ ‘ For welcome to a brother-saint come back.’ 
“ As for Romanus and this Theodore, 
“These two Popes, through the brief reigii 
granted each, 

“Could but initiate what John came to 
close m 

“ And give the final stamp to; he it was 
“Ninth of the name, (I follow the best guides) 
“Who,—in full synod at Ravenna held 
“ With Bishops seventy-four, and present too 
“Eude King of France with his Arch^ 
bishopry,— 

“ Did condemn Stephen, anathematize m 
“The disinterment, and make all blots blank, 
“ ‘ For,’ argjueth here Auxilius in a place 
“/>tf OrdtmUionibuSf ‘precedents 
“‘Had been, no lack, before Formosus 
long, 189 

“ ‘ Of Bishops so transferred from see to sec,— 
“ ‘ Marinas, for example: * read the tract. 

“ But, after John, came Sergius, reaffirmed 
“The right of Stephen, cursed Formosus, 
nay 

“Cast out, some say, his corpse a second 
time. 

“And here,—because the matter went to 
ground, 140 

“Fretted by new griefe, other cares of the 
age,— 

“ Here is the last pronouncing of the Church, 
“ Her sentence that subsists unto this day. 

“ Yet constantly opinion hath prevailed 
“ V the Church, Formosus was a holy man.** 

Which of the judgments was infallible ? m 
Whidi of my predecessors spoke for God ? 
And what availed Formosus that this cursed, 
That blessed, and then this other cursed 
again? 

“Fear ye not those whose power can kill 
the body tw 

‘^Abd hot the soul/* saith Christ, “ b^ 
rather,those, ' 

“ Can cast bpth soul and body into hell t , 
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Jolixi thrift in Eiglit Hundred Ninety 

Eight, 

Exact eight hundred years ago to-day iw 
When, sitting in his stead, Vice-gerent here, 
I must give judgment on my own behoof. 

So worked the predecessor: now, my turn 1 

In God^s name ! Once more on this earth 
of God’s, 

While twilight lasts and time wherein to work, 
1 take His staff with my uncertain hand, m 
And stay my six and fourscore years, my due 
Labour and sorrow, on His judgment-seat. 
And forthwith think, speak, act, m place of 
Him— 

The Pope for Christ. Once more appeal is 
made las 

From man’s assize to mine; I sit and see 
Another poor weak trembling human wretch 
Pushed by his fellows, who pretend the right, 
Up to the gulf which, where I gaze, begins 
From this world to the next,—gives way and 
way, 

Just on the edge over the awful dark; m 
With nothing to arrest him but my feet. 

He catches at me with convulsive face, 

Cries Leave to live the natural minute 
more I ” 

While hollowly the avengers echo Leave? 
**None! So has he exceeded man’s due 
share 100 

“ In man’s fit license, wrung by Adam’s fell, 
“ To sin and yet not surely die,—that we, 

** All of us sinful, all with need of grace, 

** All chary of our life,—the minute more 
“Or minute less of grace which saves a soul,— 
“ Bound to make common cause with who 
craves time, ise 

“ —We yet protest against the exorbitance 
“ Of sin in this one sinner, and demand 
“ That his poor sole remaining piece of time 
“Be plucked from out his clutch: put him 
to death! iw 

“ Punish him now! As for the weal or woe 
“ Hereafter, God grant mercy! Man be just, 
“ Nor let the felon boast he went scot-free ! 
And I am bound, the soHtai^ judge, 

To weigh the worth, decide upon the plea, 


And either hold a hand out, or withdraw m 
A foot and let the wretch drift to the fell. 

Ay, and while thus I dally, dare perchance 
Put fendes for a comfort ’twixt this calm 
And yonder passion that I have to bear,— 
As if reprieve were possible for both m 
Prisoner and Pope,—how easy were reprieve! 
A touch o’ the hand-bell here, a hasty word 
To those who wait, and wonder they wait 
long, 

I’ the passage there, and I should gain the 
life!— 906 

Yea, though I flatter me with fency thus, 

I know it is but nature’s craven-trick. 

The case is over, judgment at an end, 

And all things done now and irrevocable: 

A mere dead man is Franceschini here, aao 
Even as Formosus centuries ago. 

I have worn through this sombre wintry day, 
With winter in my soul beyond the world’s. 
Over these dismalest of documents 
Which drew night down on me ere eve be¬ 
fell,— 318 

Pleadings and counter-pleadings, figure of fact 
Beside fact’s self, these summaries to-wit,— 
How certain three were slain by certain five: 
I read here why it was, and how it went, 
And how the chief o’ the five preferred ex¬ 
cuse, 990 

And how law rather chose defence ^uld 
lie,— 

What argument he urged by wary word 
When free to play off wile, start subterfuge, 
And what the unguarded groan told, torture’s 
feat 

When law grew brutal, outbroke, over¬ 
bore 

A'^i glutted hunger on the truth, at last,— 
No matter for the flesh and blood between. 
All’s a clear rede and no more riddle now. 
Tnith, nowhere, lies yet everywhere in these— 
Not absolutely in a portion, yet aao 

Evolvible from the whole: evolved at last 
I Painfully, held tenaciously by me. 

1 Therefore there is not any doubt to clear 
When I shall write the brief word presently 
And chink the hand-beH, which I pause to 
do. 8** 
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limoliite? Not I> inoro thtuii the mound 
With Hw pine>tiree& <«i it powder 1 Some 
smnise, 

Ferdumce^ that since man’s wit is fallible, 
Mine may feil here? Suppose it so,—what 
then ? m 

Say,—Guido, I count guilty, there’s no babe 
So guiltless, for I misconceive the man t 
What’s in the chance should move me from 
my mind ? 

If, as 1 walk in a rough country-side, 
Feasants of mine cry “Thou art he can help, 
“Lord of the land and counted wise to 
boot; 246 

“ Look at our brother, stranglmg in his foam, 
“ He fell so where wc find him,—prove thy 
worth! ” 

I may presume, pronounce, “ A frensy-fit, 

“ A felling-sickness or a fever-stroke ! 

** Breathe a vein, copiously let blood at 
once! ” 250 

So perishes the patient, and anon 
I hear my peasants—“All was error, lord ’ 

“ Our story, thy prescription; for there 
crawled 

“In due time from our hapless brother’s 
breast 

** The serpent which had stung him: bleeding 

slew 256 

**Whom a prompt cordial bad restored to 
health.” 

What other should I say than “God so 
willed: '^0 

** Mankind is ignorant, a man am I; 

“ Call ignorance my sorrow, not my sin! ” 

So and not otherwise, in afti»‘-time, m 
If some acuter wit, fresh probing, sound 
This multifenotis mass of words and deeds 
Deeper, and reach through guilt to innocence, 
I slmll fece Guido’s gho 4 ^ not blench a jot. 
^*God who set me to judge thee, meted out 
“Bo much of judging faculty, no more: m 
** iaik Him if I was slack in use thereof J ” 

I hedd a heavier feult imputable 

as l changed a cha|dain once, 

$0 m cause*—no, if I must bare my 

It if ws 

bu WifSod somewhat saying mass. 


For I am ware it is the seed of act, 

God holds appraising in His hollow palm, 
Not act grown great thence on the world 
below, m 

Leafage and branchage, vulgar eyes admire* 
Therefore I stand on my integnty, 

Nor fear at all: and if I hesitate, 

It is because I need to breathe awhile, 

Rest, as the human nght allows, review 
Intent the little seeds of act, my tree,— m 
The thought, which, clothed in deed, I give 
the world 

At chink of bell and push of arrased door. 

O pale departure, dim disgrace of day ! 
Winter’s m wane, his vengefiil worst art thou, 
To dash the boldness of advanang March I 
Thy chill persistent rain has purged our 
streets m 

Of gossipry; pert tongue and idle ear 
By this, consort ’nealh archway, portico. 

But wheresoe’er Rome gathers m the grey, 
Two names now snap and flash from mouth 
to mouth— 5fl0 

(Sjiarks, flint and steel strike) Guido and the 
Pope. 

By this same hour to morrow eve—aha. 

How do they call him ?—the sagacious Swede 
Who finds by figures how the chances prove, 
Why one comes rather than another thing, 
As, say, such dots turn up by throw of 
dice, m 

Or, if we dip in Virgil here and there 
And prick for such a verse, when such shall 
point. 

Take this Swede, tell him, hiding name and 
rank, 

Two men are m our city this dull eve ; m 
One doomed to death,—but hundreds in such 
plight 

Slip aside, clean escape by leave of law 
Which leans to mercy m this latter time; 
Moreover in the plenitude of life 
Is he, with strength of limb and brain 
adroit, m 

Presumably uf service here i beside, 

The man is noble, backed by nobler friends t 
Nay> they so wish him well, the dl/s self 
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mi 


Makes coxnmoa cause with who—house- 
magistrate^ 

Patroa of hearth and home, domestic 
lord— 810 

But ruled his own, let aliens cavil. Die ? 
He*ll bribe a gaoler or break prison first! 
Nay, a sedition may be helpful, give 
Hint to the mob to batter wall, bum gate. 
And hid the favourite malefactor march, sis 
Calculate now these chances of escape ! 

“ It is not probable, but well may lie.” 

Again, there is another man, weighed now 
By twice eight years beyond the seven-times- 
ten, 

Appointed overweight to break cjur branch. 
And this mans loaded branch lilts, more 
than snow, 821 

All the world’s cark and care, though a 
bird’s nest 

Were a superfluous burthen : notably 
Hath he l>een pressed, as if his age were 

youth, 334 

From lo-day’s dawn till now that day departs, 
Trying one (}uestion with true sweat of .soul 
Shall the .said doomed man fitlier die or 
live?” 

When a straw swallowed in his posset, 
stool 

Stumbled on where his {mth lies, any pufT 
That’s incident to such a smoking flax, 330 
Hurries the natural end and quenches him ! 
Now calculate, thou sage, the chances here, 1 
Say, which shall die the .sooner, this or that ? | 
*‘That, possibly, this in all likelihood.” 

I thought so: yet thou Iripp’st, my foreign 
friend I m 

No, it will be quite otherwise,—to-day 
Is Guido’s last: my tenn is yet to run. 

But say the Swede were right, and I forthwith 
Acknowledge a prompt summons and lie 
dead: 

Why, then I stand already in God’s hce S40 
And hear “ Since by its firttit a tree is judged, 
“Show me thy fruit, the latest act of 
thine! 

“ Tor in the last is summed the first and all,— 
“ What thy life last put heart and soul into* 


There shall I taste thy product.” I must 
plead m 

This condemnation of a man to-day. 

Not so ! Expect nor question nor reply 
At what we figure as God’s judgment-W I 
None of this vile way by the barren words 
Which, more than any deed, characterise suo 
Man as made subject to a curse : no speech— 
That still bursts o’er some lie which lurks 
inside, 

As the split skin across the coppery snake, 
And most denotes man! since, in all beside. 
In hate or lust or guile or unbelief, 355 

Out of some core of truth the excrescence 
comes, 

And, in the last resort, the man may urge 
“So was I made, a weak thing that gave way 
“To truth, to impulse only strong since true, 

I “And hated, lusted, used guile, forwent 
I faith.” 360 

Bui when man walk.s the garden of this world 
For his own solace, and, unchecked by law. 
Speaks or keeps silence as himself sees fit, 
Without the least incumbency to he, sai 
—Why, can he tell you what a rose is like, 
Or how the birds fly, and not slip to fiilse 
Though truth serve better? Man must tell 
his mate 

Of you, me and himself, knowing he lies, 
Knowing his fellow knows the same,—will 
think 

“He lies, it is the method of a man !” a?o 
And yet will speak for answer “ It is truth ” 
To him who shall rejoin “ Again a lie 1 ” 
Therefore these filthy rags of speech, this coil 
Of statement, comment, query and response, 
Tatters all too contaminate for use, m 

Have no renewing: He, the Truth, is, too, 
The Word. We men, in our degree, may 
know 

There, simply, instantaneously, as 
After long time and amid many lies, m 
Whatever we dare think we know indeed 
—That I am I, as He is He,—what else?" 
But be man’s method for man’s life at least! 
Wherefore, Antonio FignatelM, thou 
My ancient seli^ who wast no Tope so long 






CMl :aiid' rm% the many years 
r tile $d^po\, f cJoister, ia the diocese 
UoJlneStic, legate*rule in foreign lands,— as? 
Thc^ other force in those old busy days 
flian this grey ultimate decrepitude,— 

Yet sensible of fires that more and more sso 
Visit a soul, in passage to the sky, 

Left nakeder than when flesh* robe was new— 
Thou, not Pope but the mere old man o’ the 
world, 

S^i^osed inquisitive and dispassionate, 

Wilt thou, the one whose speech I somewhat 
trust, 886 

Question the after-me, this self now Pope, 
Hear his procedure, criticize his work ? 

Wise in its generation is the world, 

trhis is why Guido is found reprobate. 

I see him iumished forth for his career, 4oo 
On starting for the life-chance in our world, 
With nearly all we count sufficient help: 
Body and mind in balance, a sound frame, 

A ®nlid intellect: the wit to seek, 

Wisdom to choose, and courage wherewithal 
To deal in whatsoever circumstance m 
Shoold minister to man, make life succeed. 
Ohs and much drawback! what were earth 
without? 

1 $ this our ultimate stage, or starting-place 
To try man’s foot, if it will creep or climb, 
obstacles in seeming, points that 
' pfove ^ 

Advantage for who vaults fi’<^ low to high 
And makes the stumbling-block a stepping- 
stone? 

§0, Guido, bom with appetite, lucks food: 

Is poor, who yet could deftly play-off 
wealth: 416 

Sixaitened, whose limbs arO: restless tiil at 


Makii^ It harder to do wrong than right 
The first time, careful lest the common ear 
Break measure, miss the outstep of life’s 
march. m 

Wherein I see a trial fair and fit 
For one else too unfairly fenced about, 

Set above sin, beyond his fellows here: 
Guarded from the arch-tempter all must 
fight, 4W 

By a great birth, traditionary name, 

Diligent culture, choice companionship, 
Above all, conversancy with the faith 
Which puts forth for its base of doctrine just 
“ Man is born nowise to content himself, 
“But please God.” He accepted such a 
rule, 496 

Recognizedman’s obedience; and the Church, 
Which simply is such rule’s embodiment. 

He clave to, he held on by,—nay, indeed, 
Near pushed inside of, deep as layman 
durst, 446 

Professed so much of priesthood as might sue 
For {>riest’s“ exemption where the la>Tnan 
sinned,— 

Got his arm frocked which, bare, the law 
would bruise. 

Hence, at this moment, what’s his last 
resource, 

His extreme stay and utmost stretch of 
hope 4*6 

But that,—convicted of such crime as law 
Wipes not away save with a worldling’s 
blood,— 

Guido, the three-parts consecrate, may 
’scape? 

Nay, the jxirtentous brothers of the man 
Are veritably priests, protected each m 
May do his murder In the Church’s pale, 
Abate Paul, Canon Girolamo! 


large. 

he eyes each outlet of the drque 
'penfold for pfobkion, pines 
the ghod things just outside its grate, 
monition, consdence- 

eft ^ 


This is the man proves irreligiousest 
Of all mankind, religion’s parasite t 
This may forsooth plead dinned ear, jaded 
sense, m 

The vice o’ the watcher who bides near the 
bell^ 

Sleeps sound because the clodk k v|^lant. 
And cares not whether it be shade or ihhie, 
Doling out idght to ah men else ! 
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Why was the choice o* the man to niche 
himself 46o 

Perversely ’neath the tower where Timers 
own tongue 

Thus undertakes to sermonire the world ? 
Why, but because the solemn is safe too, 

The belfiy proves a fortress of a sort, 

Has other uses than to teach the hour: m 
Turns sunscreen, para vent and ombrifuge' 
To whoso seeks a shelter in its jiale, 

—Ay, and attractive to unwary folk 
Who gaze at storied portal, statued spire, 
And go home with full head but empty 
purse, 470 

Nor dare suspect the sacristan the thief 1 
Shall Judas,—hard upon the donor’s heel, 

To filch the fragments of the basket,—plead 
He was too near the preacher’s mouth, nor 
sat 

Attent with fifties in a company ? 476 

No,-closer to promulgated decree, 

Clearer the censure of default. Proceed ! 

I find him bound, then, to l)egin life well; 
Fortified by propitious circumstance, 

Great birth, good breeding, with the Chuich 
for guide, 48$) 

How lives he? Cased thus in a coat of 
proof, 

Mailed like a man-at-arms, thoi^h all the 
while 

A puny starveling,—does the breast pant big, 
The limb swell to the limit, emptiness 
Strive to become solidity indeed ? 485 

Rather, he shrinks up like the ambiguous fish. 
Detaches flesh from shell and outside show, 
And steals by moonlight (I have seen the 
thing) 

In and out, now to prey and now to skulk. 
Armour he boasts when a wave breaks on 
beach, m 

Or bird stoops for the prize: with peril 

nigh,— 

The man of rank, the much^befiriended-man, 
The man almost d^liate to the Chvurdh, 

Such k to tieal with, let the world beware! 

^ protection against 

wind and rain* 


m 

Does the world recognize, pass prudently ? 
Do tides abate and sea-fowl hunt f the deep? 
Already is the slug from out its mew, m 
Ignobly faring with all loose and ftec, 
Sand-fly and slush-worm at their garbage-feast, 
A naked blotch no l>etter than they all; m 
Guido has dropped nobility, slipped the 
Church, 

Plays trickster if not cut-purse, body and soul 
Prostrate among the filthy feeders—feugh ! 
And when l^w lakes him by surprise at last, 
Catches the foul thing on its carrion-prey, m 
IJehold, he points to shell left high and dry, 
Pleads ‘‘ But the case out yonder is myself I ” 
Nay, it is thou. Law prongs amid thy peers, 
Congenial vermin ; that was none of thee, 
Thine outside,—give it to the soldier-crab ! no 

For I find this black mark impinge the man, 
That he believes in just the vile of life. 

Low instinct, base pretension, are these truth? 
Then, that aforesaid armour, piobity cm 
lie figures in, is falsehood scale on scale; 
Honour and feith,—a lie and a disguise, 
IVobably for all livers in this world. 
Certainly for himself! All say good words 
To who will hear, all do thereby bad deeds 
To who must undergo; so tlirive mankind ! 
See this habitual creed exemplified cai 

Most in the last deliberate act; as last, 

So, very sum and substance of the soul 
Of him that planned and leaves one perfect 
piece, 

The sin brought under jurisdiction now, m 
Even the marriage of the man: this act 
I sever from his life as sample, show 
For Guido’s self, intend to test him by, 

As, firom a cup filled feirly at the fount, 

By the components we decide enough mo 
Or to let flow as late, or staunch the source. 

He purposes this marriage, I remark, 

On noonemotive that should prompt thereto— 
Farthest, by consequence, fi^m ends alleged 
Appropriate to the action; so they were: 
The b^t, he knew and fei^ed, the worst ht 
took. m 

Not one pemmusihle impolse moves the msm» 
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Fi%^ ^ Hkiiiig of the eye and mr^ 

To ^ tirtxe lOJOfihg of the heart that loves, 
Ho trace of these; but all to instigate, m 
Is what sinks man past level of the brute 
Whose ai^tite if brutish is a truth- 
All is the lust for money: to get gold,”- wb 
W hy, He, rob, if it must be, murder ! Make 
Body and soul wring gold out, lured within 
The dutch of hate by love, the trap’s pretence I 
Wbatgood else gel from bodies and from souls ? 
This got, there were some life to lead thereby, 
^What, where or how, appreciate those who 
tell MS 

How the toad lives: it lives,—enough for me! 
To get this good,—with but a groan or so. 
Then, silence of the victims,—were the feat. 
He foresaw, made a picture in his mind,— 
Of father and mother stunned and echoless 
To the blow, as they lie staring at fete’s jaws 
Their folly danced into, till the woe fell; 056 
Edged in a month by strenuous cruelty 
From even the poor nook whence they 
watched the wolf 

Feast on their heart, the lamb-like child his 
prey; am 

Plundered to die last remnant of their wealtli, 
iWhat daily pittance pleased the plunderer 
dole) 

Hunted fcwrth to go hide head, starve and die, 
And leave the pole awe-stricken wife, past 
hope 663 

Ofhdp i’ the world now, mute and motionjfes, 
His slave, his chattel, to first use, then desWSy. 
AH thijsi he bent mind how to bring about. 
Put plain in act and life, af painted plain, 

So Imve success, reach crown of earthly good, 
In this particular enterpiise of man, 

By mauriage^undertal^n jn God’s fece m 
With all these lies so oppcnite Gfod^s truth, 
For end so other than manfs end. 

Thus schemes 

Gfildwiiinddmswoid <»unpyouthi&scheme: 
11^0 AH obstacle first ^ocjks the path, 
Me none may boast monopoly m 
^ the tricking lying world,— 

timid natures, even this sort 
wiantnor tridc m he 


Proper to the kind,—that as the gor-crow 
treats m 

The bramble-finch so treats the finch the moth, 
And the great Guido is minutely matched 
By this same couple,—whether true or false 
The revelation of Pompilia’s birth, 

Which in a moment brings his scheme to 
nought,— »8» 

Then, he is piqued, advances yet a shige. 
Leaves the low region to the finch and fly, 
Soars to the zenith whence the fiercer fowl 
May dare the inimitable swoop, I see. 

He draws now on the curious crime, the fine 
P'elicity and flower of wickedness ; m 

Determines, by the utmost exercise 
Of violence, made safe and sure by craft, 

1 o satiate malice, pluck one last arch-pang 
From the parents, else would triumph out of 
reach, 

By punishing their child, within reach yet, 
Who, by thought, word or deed, could no¬ 
wise wrong 

r the matter that now moves Jinn. So plans he, 
Always sulx>rdinating (note the pomt!) 
Revenge, the manlier sin, to interest m 
The meaner,—would pluck pang forth, but 
unclench 

No gripe m the act, let feH no money-piece. 
Hence a plan for so plaguing, l)ody and soul, 
His wife, so putting, day by day, hour by hour, 
The untried torture to the untouclied place, 
As must precipitate an end foreseen, no# 
Goad her into some plain revolt, most like 
Plunge upon patent suicidal shame, 

Death to herself, damnation by rebound 
To diose whose hearts he, holding hers, 
holds still: * 

Such plan as, in its bod completeness, shall 
Ruin the three together and alike, 

Yet leave himself in lack and liberty, 

No claim renounced, no right a forfeiture, 
His person unendangered, his good feme 
Without a flaw, his pristine worth intAOt,— 
While they, with all their dfeanis and rights 
that ding. 

Shall forthwith crumble oflf him every side. 
Scorched into dust, a plaything for the winds* 
As when, in our Cfempagna, ^ere is fired 
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The nest4ike work that ovemins a hut; 

Atwl, a® the thatch burns here, there, every¬ 
where, 

Even to the ivy and wild vine, that bound 
And blessed the home where men were 
happy once, m 

There rises gradual, black amid the blaze, 
Some grim and unscathed nucleus of the 
nest,— 

Some old malicious tower, some obscene tomb 
They thought a temple in their ignorance, 
And clung about and thought to lean upon— 
There laughs it o*er their ravage,—where are 
they ? 830 

So did his cruelty burn life about, 

And lay the ruin bare in dreadfulness, 

Try the persistency of torment so 
Upon the wife, that, at extremity, 

Some cnsis brought about by fire and 
hame, m 

The patient frenzy-stung must needs break 
loose, 

Fly anyhow, find refuge anywhere, 

Even in the arms of who should front her first, 
No monster but a man—while nature shrieked 


Whereby the man so hx attains his end 
That strange temptation is permitted,—sec! 
Pompilia wife, and Caponsacchi priest, m 
Are brought together as nor priest nor wife 
Should stand, and there is passion in the {dace, 
Power in the air for evil as for good, 
Promptings from heaven and hell, as if the 
stars 

Fought in their courses for a fate to be* m 
Thus stand the wife and priest, a spectacle, 

I doubt not, to unseen assemblage there. 

No lamp will mark that window for a shrine, 
No tablet signalize the terrace, teach 
New generations which succeed the old m 
The pavement of the street is holy ground ; 
No bard describe in verse how Christ prevailed 
And Satan fell like lightning I Why repine ? 
What does the world, told truth, but lie the 
more? 

A second time the plot is foiled ; nor, now, 
By corresponding sin for countercheck, m 
No wile and trick that baffle trick and wile,— 
The play o’ the parents! Here the blot is 
blanched 


‘*Or thus escape, or die!” The spasm 
arrived, 8io 

Not the escape by way of sin,—O God, 

Who sljall piurk sheep Thou boldest, from 
Thy hand? 

Therefore she lay resigned to die,—so fer 
The simple cnielty was foiled. Why then, 
Craft to the rescue, let craft supplement stf 
Cruelty and show hell a masterpiece ! 

Hence this consummate lie, this love-intrigue, 
Unmanly simulation of a sin, 

With place and time and circumstance to 
suit— 

These letters felse beyond all forgery— cm 
N ot just handwriting and mere authorship, 
But felse to body and soul they figure forth— 
As though the man had cut out shape and 
^pe 

From fencies of that other Aretine,^ 

To paste below—-incorporate the filth 8» 
^ith cherub feces on a missal-page I 

* AreHne; Pietro Aretlno, author 

of various obscene writings 
VOL. ih 


By God’s gift of a purity of soul 
That will not take pollution, ermme-like std 
A rmed from dishonour by its own soft snow% 
Such was this gift; of God who showed for once 
How He would have the world go white ; it 
seems 

As a new attribute were bom of each 
Champion of truth, the priest and wife I 
praise,— ®84 

As a new safeguard sprang up in defence 
Of their new noble nature : so a thorn 
Comes to the aid of and completes the rose— 
Courage to-wit, no woman’s gift nor priest’s, 
I’ the crisis; might leaps vindicating right. 
See how the strong a^essor, bad and 
bold, 

With every vantage, preconcerts surprise, 
I^ps of a sudden at his victim’s throat 
In a byeway,—how feres he when fece to fece 
With Caponsacchi ? Who fights, who fears 
now? 

There quails Count Guido armed to the 
chattering teeth, ^ 

F 
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Coweis ftt the steadfast and quiet word 
O* the Canon of the Pievc I There skulks 
adme 

Behind law called in to back cowardice: 
Whik out of the poor trampled worm the wife, 
Spring up a serpent! too 

But anon of these. 
Him I judge now,—of him proceed to note. 
Failing the first, a second chance befriends 
Guido, gives pause ere punishment arrive. 
The law he called, comes, hears, adjudi 
cates, 708 

Nor does amiss i’ the main,—^secludes the wife 
From the husband, respites the oppressed one, 
grants 

Probation to the oppressor, could he know 
The mercy of a minute’s fiery purge 1 
Hie furnace-coalh alike of public scorn, tio 
P rivate remorse, heaped glowing on his head, 
What if,--*the force and guile, the ore’s alloy, 
Elrminate, his baser soul refined— 

The lost be saved even yet, so as by fire ? 
Let him, rebuked, go softly all his days tis 
A nd, when no graver musings claim their due, 
Meditate on a man’s immesnse mistake 
Who, fiishioned to use feet and walk, de^^ 
crawl— 

Takes the unmanly means-—ay, though toends 
Man scarce should make for, would but reach 
thro’ wrong,— tso 

May sin, but nowise needs shame manhoelCso. 
Since fowlers hawk, shooti nay and snare the 
game, 

And yet eschew vile practice, nor find sport 
In torch^iight Ueachery or the luring owl. 

But how hunts Guido? Why, the fraudful 
trap— 733 

Late spurned to ruin by the indignant feet 
Of fellows in the chase who loved feit play— 
Here he picks its fiagments to the least, 
ILadoi hto imd hies to the old lurking-place 
haply he may patcli again, refit m 
fiie its blunted teedt anew, 
next time, fimi snap ^lall Itfeak 

flemige t 


Craft, for its quota, schemes to bring about 
And seize occasion and be sak wkhal; m 
Greed craves its act may work both kr and 
near, 

Crush the tree, branch and trunk and root, 
beside 

Whichever twig or leaf arrests a streak 
Of possible sunshine else would com itself. 
And drop down one more gold piece in the 
path; 7W 

Violence stipulates ** Advantage proved 
And safety sure, be pain the overplus I 
“ Murder with jagged knife! Cut but teartoo! 
“ Foiled oft, starved long, glut malice for 
amends * ” 

And what, craft’s scheme ? scheme sorrowful 
and strange 745 

As though the elements, whom mercy checked, 
Had mustered hate for one eruption more, 
One final deluge to surprise the Ark 
Cradled and sleeping on its mountam-top : 
Their outbreak signal—what but the dove’s 
coo, T#o 

Back with the olive in her bill for news 
Sorrow was over ? ’Tis an infant’s birth, 
Guido’s first born, his son and heir, that gives 
The occasion : other men cut free their souls 
From care in such a case, fly up in thanks TW 
To Ciod, reach, recognize His love for once ; 
Gmdo cries “Soul, at last the mire is thine I 
“ Lie there in likeness of a money-lmg 
“ My babe’s birth so pins down past moving 
now, 

“ That I dare cut adrift the lives I late 
“Scrupled to touch lest thou escape with 
them ! 

“ These parents and their child my wife,— 
touch one, 

“ Lose all J Their rights determined oh a 
head 

“I eould but hate, not harm, since firom 
each hair 

** Dangled a hope for me; now—chanceai%^ 
change! m 

No right was in their child but passes plain 
“To that child’s child and though sudi 

“ I am a fitther nowi-^noome what, come wil, 
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** 1 represent my child ; he comes between— 
** Cuts sudden off the sunshine of this life 770 
“From those three: why, the gold is in his 
curls 1 

“Not with old Pietro’s, Violante’s head, 
“Not his grey horror, her more hideous 
black— 

“ Go these, devoted to the knife 1 ” 774 

’Tis done: 

Wherefore should mmd misgive, heart hesitate? 
He calls to counsel, fasluons certain four 
Colourless natures counted clean till now, 

—Rustic simplicity, uncorrupted youth, 
Ignorant virtue ! Here’s the gold o’ the 
prime 7 ») 

Wlien Saturn ruled, shall shock our leaden 
day— 

The clown abash the courtier ! Mark it, 
balds ! 

The courtier tries his hand on clownship here, 
Sjxraks a word, names a crime, apixiints a 
price,— 784 

lust breathes on what, sufiused w ith allhimself, 
Is red-hot henceforth past distinction now 
I’ the common glow of hell. And thus they 
break 

And blare on us at Rome, Christ’s birth- 
night-eve ! 

Oh angels that sang erst “On the earth, peace! 
“To man, goiKl will!”—such peace finds 
earth to-day! 79 *> 

Aftei the seventeen hundred years, so man 
Wills good to man, so (iuido makes complete 
His murder ! what is it I said ?—cuts loose 
Three lives that hitherto he suffered cling, 
Simply because each served to nail secure, 795 
By a corner of the money-Wg, his soul,— 
Therefore, lives sacred till the babe’s first 
breath 

O’erweights them in the balance,—off they fly! 

So is the murder managed, sin conceived 
To the full: and why not crowned with 
triumph too? 800 

Why must the sin, conceived thus, bring 
forth death ? 

I note how, within hair’s-bteadth of escape, 
Impunity and the thing supposed success, 


23*7 

Guido is found when the check comes, the 
change, 

The monitory touch o’ the tether—felt 885 

By few, not marked by many, named by none 
At the moment, only recognized aright 
I’ the fulness of the days, for God’s, lest rin 
Exceed the service, leap the line: such 
check— m 

A secret which this life finds hard to keep. 
And, often guessed, is never quite revealcil— 
Needs must trip Guido on a stumbling-block 
Too vulgar, too absurdly plain i’ the patli J 
Study this single oversight of care, 

This hebetude that marred sagacity, 815 
Forgetfulness of all the man Ixjst knew,— 
How any stranger having need to fly, 

Needs but to ask and ha\ e the means of flight. 
Why, the first urchin tells you, to leave 
Rome, 

Get horses, you must show the warrant, just 
The banal scrap, clerk’s scribble, a fair word 
buys, 821 

Or foul one, if a ducat sweeten word,— 

And straight authority will back demand, 
Give you the pick o’ the post-house !—how 
should he, 

Then, resident at Rome for thirty years, 82 s 
tiuido, instruct a stranger ! And himself 
Forgets just this poor fxiper scrap, wherewitli 
Armed, every door he knocks at opens wide 
To save him : horsed and manned, with such 
advance 

O’ the hunt behind, why, ’twere the easy 
task 830 

Of hours told on the fingers of one hand. 

To reach tlie Tuscan frontier, laugh at-home, 
Light-hearted with his fellows of the place,— 
Prepared by that strange shameful judgment, 
that 

Satire upon a sentence just pronounced sss 
By the Rota and confirmed by the Gran- 
duke,— 

Ready in a circle to receive their peer. 
Appreciate his good story how, when Rome, 
The Pope-King and the populace of priests 
Made common cause with their confiademte 
The other priestling who seduced his wife, 
He, all unaided, wiped out the afftxiut m 
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Moodished and could >&ce 'tus 

‘""'•V. .iil^4s» 

IVolic k ill the world’s eye. Ay, such tale 
lilssed such applause, and by such over- 
S%ht 1 846 

So, tired and footsore, those blood-flustered 
five 

Went reeling on the road through dark and 

coM, 

The few permissible miles, to sink at length, 
Wallow and sleep in the first wayside straw, 
As die odier herd quenched, i’ the wash o’ 
the wave, sw 

'—^Each swine, the devil inside him : so slept 
they, 

And so were caught and caged—^all through 
one trip, 

One touch of fool in Guido the astute ! 

He curses the omission, I surmise, 

More than the murder. Why, thou fool and 
blind, 856 

It is the mercy-stroke that stops thy fate, 
Hamstrings and holds thee to thy hurt,—but 
how ? 

On the edge o’ the precipice ! One minute 
more, 

Thou hadst gone farther and hired worse, my 
son, 890 

Fathoms down on the flint and fire beneath ! 
Thy comrades each and all were of one mind, 
Tl^ murder done, to straightway murder thee 
In turn, because of promised pay withliJH. 
So, to the last, greed found itself at odds 
With craft in thee, and, proving conqueror, 
Had sent thee, the same mght that crowned 
thy hope,. m 

Hiither where, this same dsy, I see thee not, 
Nor, through God’s mercy, need, to-morrow, 

. see. 

;• Su^ I find Guid^, midmost blotch of black 
: in df clusteied crimes 

togflUier in the ^cmve they call m 
liiWr outraged day thus penetrates. 

Wm n^ ,clo^ ^and now 

to the needs m ' 


Subsidiary f the scene nor loathed the less^ 
All alike coloured, all descried akin 
By one and the same pitchy furnace stirred 
At the centre: see, they lick the master’s 
hand,— 

This fbx-feced horrible priest, this brother- 
brute »» 

The Abate, — why, mere wolfishness looks 
well, 

Guido stands honest in the red o’ the flame. 
Beside this yellow that would pass for white, 
Twice Guido, all craft but no violence, m 
This copier of the mien and gait and garb 
Of Peter and Paul, that he may go disguised, 
Rob halt and lame, sick folk i’ the temple- 
porch ! 

Armed with religion, fortified by law, uwd 
A man of peace, who trims the midnight lamp 
And turns the classic page—and all for craft, 
All to work harm with, yet incur no scratch I 
While Guido brings the struggle to a close, 
Paul steps back the due distance, clear o* the 
trap 

He builds and baits. Guido I catch and 
judg<f; m 

Paul is past reach in this world and my time i 
That is a case reserved. Pass to the next, 
ITic boy of the brood, the young Girolamp 
Priest, Canon, and what more ? nor wolf nor 
fox, 

But hybrid, neither craft nor violence m 
Wholly, part violence part craft: such cross 
Tempts speculation—will both blend one day, 
And prove hell’s better product ? Or subside 
And let the simple quality emerge, 

Go on with Satan’s service the old way ? 
Meanwhile, what promise,---what perform* 
ance too 1 W 

For there’s a new distinctive touch, I see, 
laist—lacking in the two—helfs owti 
tint 

That gives a character and marks the man 
More than a match fer yellow and red. Omic 
more, 

A case reserved j why should I doubt ? Illiin 
comes- w'lliW; 

The 'gatml' 'grey nig^tmaie m ;tiie 
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TiM hag that gave these three abortions birth, 
Unmotherly mother and unwomanly 
Woman* that near turns motherhood to 
shame, 

Womanliness to loathing; no one word, ws 
No gesture to curb cruelty a whit 
More than the she-pard thwarts her playsome 
whelps 

Trying their milk-teeth on the soft o’ the 
throat 

O’ the first fawn, fiung, with those Ijeseech- ] 
ing eyes, I 

I’iat in the covert! How should she but 
couch, 930 

Lick the dry lips, unsheath the blunted cUw, 
Catch ’twixt her placid eyewinks at what 
chance 

Old bloody half-forgotten dream may flit, 
Born when herself was novice to the taste, 
The while she lets youth take its pleasure. 

Last, 929 

These God-abandoned wretched lumps of life. 
These four companions,—country-folk this 
time, 

Not tainted by the unwholesome civic breath. 
Much less the curse o’ the Court! Mere 
striplings toc>, 

Fit to do hum;^p nature justice still! m 

Surely when imp\idcnce in Guido’s shape 
Shall propose crime and profier money’s-worth 
To these stout tall rough bright-eyed black- 
Imired tKjys, 

The blood shall bound in answer to each cheek 
Before the indignant outcry break from 

lip ! 935 

Are these V the mood to murder, hardly 
loosed 

From healthy autumn-finish of ploughed glebe, 
Grapes in the Ijarrel, work at happy end, 

And winter near with rest and Christmas 
play? m 

How greet they Guido with his final task— 
(As if he but proposed “ One vineyard more 
“To dig, ere frost come, then relax indeed I ”) 
“ Anyw^re, anyhow and any why, 

“ Mntder mesorae three people, oldand young, 
“Ye never heard the names of,—and l>e 
paid m 


** So much! ” And the whole four accede at 
once. 

Demur ? Do cattle bidden march or halt ? 

Is it some lingering habit, old fond feith 
I’ the lord o’ the land, instructs them,—larth- 
right Imdge 

Of feudal tenure claims its slaves again ? w 
Not so at all, thou noble human heart! 

Allis done purely for the pay,—which, earned, 
And not forthcoming at the instant, makes 
J^eligion heresy, and the lord o’ the land 
Fit subject for a murder in his turn. m 
The patron with cut throat and rifled purse. 
Deposited i’ the roadside-ditch, his due, 
Nought hinders each good fellow trudging 
home, 

The heavier by a piece or two in poke, 

And so with new zest to the common life, 
Mattock and s^mde, plough-tail and wa^on- 
shaft, 9fa 

Till some such other piece of luck betide. 
Who knows ? Since this is a mere start in life, 
And none of them exceeds the twentieth year. 
Nay, more i* the Imckground yet? Unnoticed 
forms * ««5 

Claim to l>e classed, subordinately vile ? 
Complacent lookers-on that laugh,—pet- 
chance 

Shake head as their friend’s horse-play grows 
loo rough 

With the mere child he manages amiss— 

But would not interfere and make liad 
worse 

For twice the fractious tears and prayers: 
thou know’st 

Civility better, Marzi-M^ici, 

Governor for thy kinsman the Grandiike 1 
Fit representative of law, man’s lamp 
I’ the magistrate’s grasp fiill-flare, no rush- 
Hght-end ws 

Sputtering ’twixt thumb and finger of the 
priest! 

Whose answer to the couple’s cry for help 
Is a threat,—whose remedy of Pompilk’s 
wrong, 

A shrug o* the shoulder, and facetious word 
Or wink, traditional with Tuscan wits, m 
To Guido in the doorway* Laud to law! 
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Thes k |»kh«cl back to the husbatid, he 
Who knows how these home-squabblmgs per¬ 
secute 

People who have the public good to mind, 
And work best with a silenc«* in the court! 

Ah, but I save my word at least for thee, saa 
Archbishop, who art under me i’ the Church, 
As I am under God,—thou, chosen by both 
To do the shepherd’s office, feed the sheejj— 
How of tins lamb that panted at thy foot 
While the wolf pressed on her within crook’s 
reach ? »i 

Wast thou the hireling that did turn and flee ? 
With thee at least anon the little word 1 

Such denizens o* the cave now cluster round 
And heat the furnace sevenfold: time in¬ 
deed m 

A bolt from heaven should cleave roof and 


The marvel of a soul like thine, earth’s dower 
She holds up to the softened ga*e of God I 
It was not given Pompilia to know mudi, 
Speak much, to write a book, to move mankind, 
Be memorised by who records my time, lois 
Vet if in purity and patience, if 
In faith held fast despite the plucking fiend, 
Safe like the signet stone with the new 
name im 

That saints are known by,—if m right returned 
For wrong, most pardon for worst injury. 

If there be any virtue, any praise,— 

Then will this woman-child have proved-*- 
who knows ?— 

Just the one prize vouchsafed unworthy me, 
Seven years a gardener of the untoward 
ground, 

I till,—this earth, my sweat and blood manure 
All the long day that Ixirrenly grows dusk t 
At least one blossom makes me proud at 


clear place, 

Transfix and show the world, suspiring flame, 
The main offender, scar and brand the rest 
Hurrying, each miscreant to his hole: then 
flood 

And purify the scene a ith outside clay— looo 
Which yet, in the absolutest drench of dark, 
Ne’er wants a witness, some stray beauty-beam 
To the despair of hell 

First of the first. 

Such I pronounce Pompilia, then as nowKi# 
Perfect in whiteness: stoop thou down, my 
child, loos 

Give one good moment to tjhe poor old Pope 
Heait^rick at having all his world to blame— 
me look at thee in the flesh as erst, 
me enjoy the old clean Mnen garb, mo 
Not the new spyendid vesture ! Armed and 
crowned, 

Would MIchaeb yonder, be, nor crowned nor 
armed, 

Tlwf pre-eminent angel ? Everywhere 
X iOe In the world the intellect of man, 
flhal |Woed# the mttgy his subtle spear, 

which defends him like a 

im 

I %t|t thef tank# not up, t ilflnXt, 

*t * 
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Born ’mid the briers of my enclosure ! Still 
(Oh, here as elsewhere, nothingness of man !) 
Those be the plants, imlxxided jonder South 
To mellow in the morning, those made fat 
By the master’s eye, that yield such timid leaf, 
Uncertain bud, as product of his pains! 
While—see how^ tins mere chance-sown clefl- 
nursed seed i04i 

That sprang up by the w^ayside ’nrath the foot 
Of the enemy, this breaks all into blaze, 
Spreads itself, one wide glory of desire 
To incorporate the whole great sun it loves 
From the inch-height whence it looks and 
longs ! My flower, iww 

My rose, I gather for the breast of God, 

This I praise most in thee, where all I praise, 
That having l>een obedient to the end 
According to the light allotted, law Mto 

Prescribed thy life, still tried, still standing 

test,— 

IMiful to the foolish parents first, 

Submimve next to the liad husband,—nay, 
Tolerant of those meaner miserable 
That did his bests, eked out the dole of 
pain,— lewt 

Thou, patient thus, couldst rise frem kw^ 
laW| 
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Hie old to the new, promoted at one cry 
O’ the trump of God to the new service, not 
To longer but henceforth fight, be found 
Sublime in new impatience with the foe I loeo 
Endure man and obey God : plant firm foot 
On neck of man, tread man into the hell 
Meet for him, and obey God all the more ! 
Oh child that didst despise thy life so much 
When it seemed only thine to keep or lose, iobb 
H ow the fine ear felt fell the first low word 
Value life, and preserve life for My sake ! ’* 
Thou didst , . . how shall I say ? ... re¬ 
ceive so long 

The standing ordinance of God on earth, kws 
W hat wonder if the novel claim had clashed 
With old requirement, seemed to supersede 
Too much the customary law ? But, brave, 
Thou at first prompting of what I call Ciod, 
And fools call Nature, didst hear, compre¬ 
hend, 

Accept the obligation laid on thee, lors 
Mother elect, to save the unborn child, 

As bnite and bird do, reptile and the fly, 

Ay and, I nothing doubt, even tree, shrub, 
plant 

And flower o’ the field, all in a common pact 
To worthily defend the trust of trusts, loeo 
Life from the Ever Living i--didst resist— 
Anticipate the office that is mine— 

And with his own sword stay the upraised arm, 
The endeavour of the wicked, and defend 
Him who,—again in my defeult,—was there 
For visible providence: one less true than 
thou * im 

To touch, i’ the past, less practised in the 
right, 

Approved less fer in all docility 

To ail instruction,—how had such an one 

Made scruple “ Is this motion a decree ? ” 

It was authentic to the experienced ear imi 
O* the good and faithful servant. Go past me 
And get thy praise,—and be not fer to seek 
Presently when I follow if I may I 

And surely not so very much apart im 
Need I place thee, my warrior-priest, — in 
whom 

What if I gmn tlie other rose, the gold, 


We grave to imitate God’s tniracle, 

Greet monarchs with, good rose in its d^ree? 
Irregular noble ’scapegrace—son the same I 
Faulty—and peradventure ours the feult luu 
Who still misteach, mislead, throw hook and 
line, 

Thinking to land leviathan forsooth. 

Tame the scaled neck, play with him as a 
bird, iiM 

And bind him for our maidens ! Better bear 
The King of Pride go wantoning awhile. 
Unplagued by cord in nose and thorn in jaw, 
Through deep to deep, followed by all that 
shine, 

Churning the blackness hoary: He who 
made 1109 

The comely terror, He shall make the sword 
To match that piece of netherstone his heart, 
Ay, nor miss praise thereby; who else shut 
fire 

I’ the stone, to leap from mouth at sword’s 
first stroke, 

In lamps of love and faith, the chivalry 
That dares the right and disregards alike ins 
The yea and nay o’ the world ? Self-sacri¬ 
fice,— 

What if an idol took it ? Ask the Church 
Why she was wont to turn each Venus here,— 
Poor Rome perv^ersely lingered round, de¬ 
spite Ills 

Instruction, for the sake of purblind love,— 
Into Madonna’s shape, and waste no whit 
Of aught so rare on earth as gratitude I 
All this sweet savour was not ours but thine, 
Nard of the rock, a natural wealth we name 
Incense, and treasure up as food for 
saints, iii» 

When flung to us—whose function was to g^ve 
Not find the costly perfume. Do I smile ? 
Nay, Caponsacchi, much I find amiss, 
Blameworthy, punishable in this freak 
Of thine, this youth prolonged, though age 
was ripe, vtM 

This masquerade in sober day, with change 
Of motley too,—now hypocrite’s disguise, 
Now Ibol’s-costume: which lie was least like 
truth, 

Which the ungain!ier« more discordant garl^ 









':''’;1^l^;||^t soul imMe' my sou^ 

or ibe worMliog’sj-rrlct him 

«» 

'"''■&ant $d^trsaxy who enjoys the task! 

I rather chronicle the healthy rage,— 

When the first moan broke from the martyr- 
maid im 

At that uncaging of the beasts,—made bare 
My athlete on the instant, gave such good 
Croat undisguised leap over post and pale 
^iH^t into the mid-cirque, free fighting-place. 
Inhere may have been rash stripping—every 
rag 

Went to the winds,—^infringement manifold 
Of laws prescribed pudicity, I fear, 1140 

In this impulsive and prompt self-display ! 
ISver such tax comes of the foolish youth; 
Men mulct the wiser manhood, and suspect 
No veritable star swims out of cloud. im 
Bear thou such imputation, undergo 
!n»e penalty I nowise dare relax,— 
Conventional chastisement and rebuke, 

|6«t for the outcome, the brave starry birth 
Cn^l^ing earth with all that cloud, nss 

Thank heaven os I do i Ay, such champion¬ 
ship 

Of God at first blush, such prompt cheery thud 
Of glove m ground that answers ringingly 
challenge of the false kn%ht,—watch we 


long 

Jmd wait we vainly for its gallant like aim 
those appointed to the fervice, swoygir 
Mis body^guaid with pay and privilege— 
White-cirict, because in white walks sanctity, 
Bed-socked, how else proclaim fine scorn 
fresh, 

pncdiariness of blood when bipod fe.ith I 
are the men-at-arms with cross on 
coat? ii« 

AIIck^ bewtapng their attire i whilst thou 


Iip 11 ^ motley, pledged to dance not 

fiarth the hero 1 In thought, word 

^dbed, ,, i; 

ah, thy waifee thou wast 

to Wieve i and,If 

,Mthe ftrai^ ■ 


Adventurei the strong passion of that straiti/ 
Fear and surprise, may have revealed too 
much,— 

As when a thundrous midnight, with black ait 
That bums, rain-drops that blister, breaks a 
spell, Ism 

Draws out the excessive virtue of some 
sheathed 

Shut unsuspected flower that hoards and hides 
Immensity of sweetness,—so, perchance, 
Might the surprise and fear release too much 
The perfect beauty of the body and soul iim 
Thou savedst in thy passion for God^s mke. 
He who is Pity. Was the trial sore ? 
Temptation sharp? Thank God a second 
time! iim 

Why comes temptation but for man to meet 
And master and make crouch l^eneath his 
foot, 

And so be pedestaled in triumph ? Pray 
“ Lead us into no such temptations, Lord I” 
Yea, but, O Thou whose servants are the 
bold, iiw 

Lead such temptations by the head and hair, 
Reluctant dragons, up to who dares fight, 
That so he may do battle and have praise ! 
Do I not see the praise ?^tliat while thy 
mates 

Bound to deserve i' the matter, prove at need 
Unprofitable through the very pains iiM 
We gave to train them well and start them 
frir,— 

Are found too stiff, with standii^ ranked and 
ranged, 

For onset in good earnest, too obtuse 
Of ear, through iteration of command, 

For catching quick the sense of the real cry,— 
Thou, whose sword-hand was used to strike 
the lute, lint 

Whose sentry-^station graced some wanton’s 
gate, 

Thou didst pu^ forward and show mettle, 
^me 

The laggards, and retrieve the day* Wdl 
d'one t 

Be glad thou hast let light into the world 
Throttgh that irf«^kr lureach oV the boun* 

■ . 
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Hie saw itfjon thy path and mardi assured, 
laming anew the use of soldiership, 
Self-abnegation, freedom from all fear. 
Loyalty to the lifers end ! Kuminate, isio 
De^rve the initiatory spasm,—once more 
Work, be unhappy but bear life, my son ! 

And troop you, somewhere ’twixt the best 
and worst, 

Where crowd the indifferent product, all too 

poor 1214 

Makeshift, starved samples of humanity! 
Father and mother, huddle there and bide ! 
A gracious eye may find you 1 Foul and fair, 
Sadly mixed natures: self-indulgent,—yet 
Self-sacrificing too : how the love soars. 

How the craft, avarice, vanity and spite 
Sink again t So they keep the middle course, 
Slide into silly crime at unaware, i 2 J 2 

Slip back upon the stupid virtue, stay 
Nowhere enough for lieing classed, I hope 
And fear. Accept the swift and rueful death, 
Taught, somewhat sternlier than is wont, 
what waits laae 

The ambiguous creature,—how the one black 
tuft 

Steadies the aim of the arrow just as well 
As the wide faultless white on the bird’s breast! 
Nay, you were piinished in the very jiart 
That looked most pure of speck,—’twas 
honest love 3231 

Betrayed you,—did love seem most worthy 
pains. 

Challenge such purging, since ordained survive 
When all the rest of you was done with ? Go • 
Never again elude the choice of tints! 1235 

White shall not neutralize the black, nor good 
Compensate bad in man, absolve him so: 
life’s business being just the terrible choice. 

So do 1 see, pronounce on all and some 
Grouped for my judgment now,—profess no 

doubt 1940 

While I |M?onounce: dark, difficult enough 
The human sphere, yet eyes grow sharp by use, 
I find the truth, dispart the shine from shade, 
As a mere man may, with no special touch 
0 * the lynx-gift in each ordinary orb s im 


Nay, if the popular notion class me right. 
One of well-nigh decayed intelligence,-— 
What of that? Throi^h hard labour and 
good will, 1 QI 8 

And habitude that gives a blind man sight 
At the practised finger-ends of him, I do 
Discern, and dare decree in consequence, 
Whatever prove the peril of mistake. 
Whence, then, this quite new quick cold 
thrill,—cloud-like. 

This keen dread creeping from a quarter scarce 
Suspected in the skies I nightly scan ? im 
What slacks the tense nerve, saps the wound¬ 
up spring 

I Of the act that should and shall be, sends the 
I mount 

And mass o* the whole man’s-strength,— 
conglobed so late— 

Shudderingly into dust, a moment’s work ? 
While I stand finn, go fearless, in this world. 
For this life recognize and arbitrate, laa 
Touch and let stay, or else remove a thing, 
Judge ‘‘This is right, this object out of place,” 
Candle in hand that helps me and to spare,- 
What if a voice deride me, “ Perk and 
pry! im 

** Brighten each nook with thine intelligence f 
Play the good householder, ply man and 
maid 

With tasks prolonged into the midnight, test 
“ Their work and nowise stint of the due wage 
“ Each worthy worker; but with gyves and 
whip 1370 

“ Pay thou misprision of a single point 
** Plain to thy happy self who lift’st the light, 
** Lament’s! thedarkling,—bold toall beneathl 
What if thyself adventure, now the place 
‘‘Is purged so well? Leave pavement atid 
mount roof, 

“ Look round thee for the light of the upper 
sky, 

“ The fire which lit thy fire which finds de&ult 
“ In Guido Franceschini to his cost! 

“ Wlvat if, above in the domain of light, 
“Thou miss the accustomed signs, remark 
eclipse ? isso 

“ Shalt thou still gaze cm ground nor lift alid,-^ 
“ Steady in thy superb prerogative, 
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teh of iaktingi—nor once face the Here, by the little mind of man, reduced 
doubi To littleness that suits his &culty, 

F the ^here above thee, darkness to be In the degree appreciable too; 

felt?** Between Thee and ourselves—nay even, 

again, issi 

Vet my poor spark had for its source, the Below us, to the extreme of the minute, 
sun 5 ISM Appreciable by how many and what diverse 

Thither I sent the great looks which compel Modes of the life Thou madest be I (why live 
light from its fount: all that I do and am Except for love,—^howlove unless they know?) 
Comes from the truth, or seen or else surmised. Each of them, only filling to the edge, 
Ket^obembered or divined, as mere man may : Insert or angel, his just length and breadth, 

I know just so, nor otherwise. As I Due facet of reflection,—hill, no less, im 
know, Angel or insect, as Thou framedst things. 

I ^)eak,—‘What should I know, then, and I it is who have been appointed here 
how speak To represent Thee, in my tuni, on earth, 

Were there a wild mistake of eye or brain Just as, if new philosophy know aught, ism 
A s to recorded governance above ? This one earth, out of all the multitude 

If my own l>reath, only, blew coal alight Of peopled worlds, as stars are now sup- 
I styled celestial and the morning-star ? law jx:)sed,— 

I, who in this world act resolvedly. Was chosen, and no sun-star of the swarm, 

Dispose of men, their Ixxlies and their souls, For stage and scene of Thy transcendent act 
As they acknowledge or gainsay the light Beside which even the creation fades uuft 
I show them,—shall I too lack courage?— Into a puny exercise of power. 

leave im Choice of the world, choice of the thing I am, 

I, too, the post of me, like those I blame? Both emanate alike from Thy dread play 
Kefuse, with kindred inconsistency, Of operation outside this our sphere 

Tograppledanger whereby souls grow stroT^? Where things are classed and counted small 
I am near the end ; but still not at the end ; or great, — im 

All to the very end is trial in life ; Incomprehensibly the choice is Thine ! 

At this stage is the trial of my soul laos I therefore bow my head and take Thy place 
l>angcr to face, or danger to refuse ? There is, l)eside the works, a tale of Thee 

Shall I dare try the doubt now, or not dare^aln the world’s mouth, which I find credible: 

i love it with my heart: unsatisfied, Muo 
O Thou,—as represented here to me I try it with my reason, nor discept 

In g«ich conception as my soul allows, — 1309 From any p^jint I prolw and pronounce sound. 
Under Thy measureless, my atom width I — Mind is not matter nor from matter, but 
Man’s mind, what is it but a convex glass Above,—leave matter then, proceed with 
Wtiema are gathered all the scattered points mind 1 

l^ciced out of the immensity of sky, Man’s be the mind recognized at the 

To re-unite there, be our heaven for earth, height,— tm 

Odif known unknown, our Go<i revealed to I^ave the inferior minds and look at man ! 

man ? nu Is he the strong, intelligent and good 

iBbtlstent iortiewdiere, somehow, as a whole; Up to his own conceivable height ? Nowise. 
||M,,ai^awhoie proportioned to our sense,— Enough o* the low,—soar the conceivable 
(whidi is nowhere, speedi must babble height, 

^ Find cause to match the effect in evidence, 

the whole The work i' the world, not man’abut God’s; 

\ leave man 1 ^ im 
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Conjecture of the worker by the work: 

Is there strength there?—enough: intelli¬ 
gence ? 

Ample: but goodness in a like degree ? 

Not to the human eye in the present state, 

An i&oscele deficient in the Vjase.^ i388 

What lacks, then, of perfection fit for God 
But just the instance which this tale supplies 
Of love without a limit ? So is strength, 

So is intelligence ; let love be so, 1370 

Unlimited in its self-sacrificc, 

Then is the tale true and God shows complete. 
Beyond the tale, I reach into the dark, 

Feel what I cannot see, and still faith stands: 

I can believe this dread machinery 1375 

Of sin and sorrow, would confound me! 

else, ! 

Devised,—‘all pain, at most exjx?nditure 
Of pain by WTio devised pain, - to evolve. 

By new machinery in counterpart, hrs 

The moral qualities of man- how else ?— 

To make him love in turn and be l>eloved. 
Creative and self-sacrificing t(K>, 

And thus eventually GocMikc, (ay, 

“ I have said ye are Gods,”—shall it be said 
for nought ?) 

Enable man to wring, from out all pain, im 
All pleasure for a common heritage 
To all eternity : this may be surmised, 

The other is revealed,—whether a feet, 
Absolute, abstract, independent truth, 
Historic, not reduced to suit man’s mind, — 
Or only truth reverberate, changed, made 
pass 

A spectrum into mind, the narrow eye,— 

The same and not the same, else iincon- 
ceived— 

Though quite conceisoible to the next grade 
Above it in intelligence,—as truth 1395 

Easy to man were blindness to the beast 
By parity of procedure,—the same truth 
In a new form, but changed in either case: 
What matter so intelligence l>e filled ? 

To a child, the sea is angry, for it roars; 

* An isostek de/deni in thel^ase: two sides 
of the triangle, strength and intelligence, aie 
visible I the third, goodness, is not so in the 
present state of our knowledge. 




Frost bites, else why the tooth-like fret on 
face ? 1401 

Man makes acoustics deal with the sea’s 
wrath, 

Explains the choppy cheek by chymic law,— 
To man and child remains the same effect 
On drum of ear and root of nose, change 
cause 140S 

Never so thoroughly : so my heart be struck, 
What care I,—by God’s gloved hand or the 
bare? 

Nor do I much perplex me with aught hard, 
Dubious in the transmitting of the tale,— 

No, nor with certain riddles set to 
solve. 1410 

This life is training and a passage ; pass,— 
Still, we march over some flat obstacle 
We made give way before us ; solid truth 
In front of it, what motion for the world? 
The moral sense grows but by exercise. 1418 
’Tis even as man grew probatively 
Initiated in Godship, set to make 
A fairer moral world than this he finds, 

Guess now what shall be known hereafter. 

Deal ' 1419 

Thus with the present prc^blem : as we see, 

A faultless creature is de^^troyed, and sin 
Has had its way 1 ’ the w^orld where God 
should nile. 

Ay, but for this irrelevant circumstance 
Of inquisition after blocxi, we see 
PorapilLa lost and Guido saved : how long? 
For his w'hole life : how much is that whole 
life ? I4t» 

W^e are not balies, but know the minute’s 

W'orth, 

An<i feel that life is large and the world small, 
So, wait till life have passed from out the 
world. 

Neither does this astonish at the end, i4j» 

That whereas I can so receive and trust, 
Other men, made with hearts and souls the 
same, 

Reject and disWieve,—subordinate 
The future to the present,—sin, nor fear. 
This I refer still to the foremost fe.ct, im 
Life is probation and the earth no goal 
But starting-point of man: ciimpel him strive. 


tm snm rm mxm 


in man, as good as reach the 

^ foal*— 

institute diat race, his hfe, at all ? 

"But this does overwhelm me with surprise, 
IDoiic^i me to terror,—not that hiith, the 
pearl, im 

l^iOuld be let he by fishers wanting food,— 
Hor, seen and handled by a certain few 
Cdtkal and contemptuous, straight consigned 
To shore and shingle for the pebble it 
^proves,— 1445 

But that, when haply found and known and 
named 

By the residue made nch for evermore, 
These,—that these fevoured ones, should in 
a trice 

IVm, and with double zest go dredge for 
wbelks, 

Mud'Wonns that make the savoury soup I 
Enough 1450 

O* the disbelievers, see the faithful few I 
How do the Christians here deport them, 
keep 

Their robes of white unspotted by the world? 
What is this Aretine Archbishop, this 
Man under me as 1 am under God, i4S5 

This champion of the faith, 1 armed and 
decked, 


Bushed forward, put upon a pinnacle. 

To the enemy his victor,—see! 

What’s the best hg^ting when the couple 


close ? i4B| 

Boinpllia cries, Protect me fifom the wolf! 
j|i^« No, thy Guido is rough, heady, strong, 
^^Dangerotis to disquiet: let him bide I 

needs some bone to mumble, help 

0mvm 

** The darkness of has den with: so, the fawn 
^ Which lamps up bleeding to my foot and 
lies, 1486 

** ^Come to me, daughter l^thus I throw 
Mm hack! ” 

we misjudged here, ofer-armed our 
and silk where pWn hard steel 

Mi h 

ivhom sm sought to fortify, urn 
imdooe a samt? 


Well, then, descend these heights, this pride 
of life. 

Sit in the ashes with a barefoot monk 
Who long ago stamped out the worldly sparks, 
By festing, watching, stone cell and wire 
scourge, 1474 

—No such indulgence as unknits the 
strength— 

These breed the tight nerve and tough cuticle. 
And the world’s praise or blame runs nllet- 
wise 

Off the broad back and brawny breast, we 
know! 

He meets the first cold sprinkle of the world. 
And shudders to the marrow. Save this 
child ? 1480 

“ Oh, my superiors, oh, the Archbishop’s self I 
“Who was it dared lay hand upon the ark 
“ His lietters saw fall nor put finger forth ? 

“ Great ones could help yet help not. why 
should small ? 

“I break my promise, let her break her 
heart ’ ” i488 

These are the Christians not the worldlings, 
not 

The sceptics, who thus battle for the faith * 

If foolish virgins disobey and sleep, 

What wonder ? But, this tim^, the wise that 
watch. 

Sell lamps and buy lutes, exchange oil for 
wme, 1400 

mystic Spouse betrays the Bridegroom 
here. 

To our last resource, then ! Since all flesh 
is weak, 

Bind weaknesses tc^ether, we get strength: 
The individual weighed, found wanting, try 
Some institution, honest artifice im 

Whereby the units grow compact and firm I 
Each props the other, and so stand is made 
By our embodied cowards that grow brave. 
Tile Monastery called of Convertites, 

Meant to help women liecause these helped 
Christ,*- 1800 

A thing existent only while it acts, 

I>oes as designed, else a nonentity,— 

For what is an idea unrealized ?— 

Pomf^iia is consigned to these Ibr help 




THE mm 


Tbcfy do help: they ait prompt to tastify j 
To her pure life and saintly dying days, iwe j 
She dies, and lo, who seemed so poor, proves | 
rich. 

What docs the body that lives through help¬ 
fulness 

To women for Christ’s sake ? The kiss turns 
bite, 

The dove’s note changes to the crow’s cry: 
]udge! 1510 

Seeing that this our Convent claims of 
nghl 

‘ ‘ What goods belong to those we succour, be 
“ The same proved women of dishonest life,— 
“ And seeing that this Trial made appear 
“ Poropiha was m such predicament,— lois 
The Convent hereupon pretends to said 
** Succession of J*ompiha, issues writ, 

** And takes possession by the Fisc’s advice.” 
Such IS their attestation to the cause 
Of Christ, who had one saint at least, they 
hoped: isao 

But, is a title-deed to filch, a corpse 
To slander, and an infant-heir to cheat ? 
Christ must give up his gams then ! They 
unsay 

All the fine speeches, — who was saint is 
whore. 

Why, scripture y ields no parallel for this ^ 
The soldiers only threw dice for Christ’s 
coat; 15J5 

We want another legend of the Twelve 
Disputing if it was Christ’s coat at all, 
Claiming as prize the woof of price—for why ? 
The Master was a thief, purloined the same, 
Or paid for it out of the common bag I i53i 
Can it be this is end and outcome, all 
I take with me to show as stewardship’s fruit, 
The best yield of the latest time, this year 
The seventeen-hundredth since God died for 
man ? isss 

Is such effect proportionate to cause? 

And still the terror keeps on the increase 
When I perceive • • . how can I blink the 
hetf 

That the foult, the obduracy to good, 

Lies not with the impracticaWe stuff iwo 

Whence man is made, hi$ very nature’s &ult. 


3 !# 

As if it were ice the moon may gild 
Not melt, or st<me Twas meant the sun 
should warm 

Not make bear flowers,—nor ice nor stone 
to blame : 

But it can melt, that ice, can bloom, that 
stone, vm 

Impassible to rule of day and night! 

This terrifies me, thus compelled perceive, 
Whatever love and faith we looked should 
spnng 

At advent of the authoritative star. 

Which yet lie sluggish, curdled at the 
source,— im 

These have leapt forth profusely in old time. 
These still respond with promptitude to-day, 
At challenge of—what unacknowledged 
powers 

O’ the air, what uncommissioned meteors, 
warmth ism 

By law, and light by rule should supersede? 
For see this priest, this Caponsacchi, stung 
At the first summons,—“ Help for honour’s 
sake, 

“Play the*man, pity the oppressed!”—no 
pause, 

How does he lay about him in the midst, 
Strike any foe, right wrong at any risk, laeo 
All blindness, bravery and obedience I— 
blind ? 

Ay, as a man would be inside the sun, 
Delirious with the plenitude of ligbt 
Should interfuse him to the finger-ends— 

Let him rush straight, and how shall he go 
wrong ? vm 

Where are the Christians in their panoply ? 
The loins we girt about with truth, the 
brea!»ts 

Righteousness plated round, the shield of 
faith, 

The helmet of salvation, and that sword 
O’ the Spirit, even the word of God,—where 
these? 

Slunk into comers I Oh, I hear at once 
Hubbub of protestation 1 ‘ ’ What, we monks 
We friars, of suds an order, such a rule, 
Have not we fought, bled, left our martyr^ 
mark 
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At tfmf jpoint abag the boundary-line 

true and false, religion and the 

world, 5876 

** Where this or the other dogma of our 
Church 

**Called br defence?” And I, despite my¬ 
self, 

How can I but speak loud what truth speaks 

low, 1879 

Or better than the best, or nothing serves ’ 
**What lxx>ts deed, I can cap and cover 
straight 

** With such another doughtiness to match, 

** Done at an mstinct of the natural man ? ” 
Immolate body, sacrifice soul too,— law 
Bo not these pubhcans the same ? Outstrip ’ 
Or else stop race > ou Ixiast runs neck and neck, 
You with the wings, they with the feet,—for 
shame! 

Oh, I remark your diligence and zeal 1 
Five years long, now, rounds faith into my 
ears, 

**Help thou, or Christendom is done to 
death! ” ism 

Five years since, in the Province ofTo-kien, 
Which is in China as some people know, 
Maigrot, my Vicar Apostolic there. 

Having a great qualm, issues a decree, im 
Alack, the converts use as God’s name, not 
Tkm^chulmt plain or else mere 
As Jesuits please to fancy politic, 

While, say Dominicans, it calls down fire,^ 
For Tun means heaven, and Skang^ti^ 
suprohe pnnce, 

While Tim-chu means the lord of heaven : 
all cry, uwo 

There is no business urgent for despatch 
** As that thou send a legate, specially 
** Cardiiial Toumon, stia^ht to Pekin, there 
** To settle and compose the difference ! ” 

So bave I seen a potentate all fume im 

tkxi mm Infringement of his reaimV just 
1 right, 

fiMe menace to a mud-built stmw^thatdhed 

I while inside the mainland he, 

in so4ittde, im 


What if the sun crumblt, the sands encroach, 
While he looks on sublimely at his ease ? 
How does their rum touch the empire’s 
bound ? 

And IS this little all that was to lx? ? 

Where IS the glonousiy-rlecisive change, I6i8 
Metamorpht^is the immeasurable 
Of human clay to divine gold, we looked 
Should, in some poor sort, justify Us price? 
Had an adept of the mere Rosy Cross* 

Silent his life to consummate the Great 
Work, leao 

Would not we start to sec the stuti it touched 
Yield not a grain more than the vulgar got 
By the old smeltmg-process years ago ? 

If this were sad to see m just the sage 
Who should profess so much, ix*rform no 
more, was 

What IS It when suspected in that Power 
Who undertcx>k to make and made the vvorld, 
Devised and did effect man, body and soul, 
Ordained salvation for them l>oth, and 
yet . . . 

Well, IS the thing we see, salvation ? im 

I 

Put no such dreadful question to myself, 
W'lthin whose circle of experience bums 
The central tmlh, Power, Wisdom, Gcxid 
ness,—God; 

I must outlive a thing ere know it dead : 
When I outlive the faith there is a sun, icw 
When I he, ashes to the very soul, —• 
Someone, not I, must wail above the heap, 

“ He died m dark whence never mom arose/’ 
While I see day succee<i the deepest night--^ 
How can I speak but as I know ?—my speech 
Must be, throughout the darkness, “It will 
end: im 

“The light that did bum, will burn I” 
Clouds obscure— 

But for which obscuration all were bright ? 
Too hastily concluded t Sun-suffused, 

A cloud may soothe the eye made blind by 
blaze,— 

Better the very darity of heaven « 

* Jn adrff # ^ Cross/ a member Of 
^ society of Itosicruoans. 
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m 


The soft streaks are the beautiful and dear. 
What but the weakness in a feith supplies 
The incentive to humanity, no strength im 
Absolute, irresistible, comports? 

How can man love but what he yearns to 
help? 

And that which men think weakness within 
strength, 

But angels know for strength and stronger 
yet— 

What were it else but the first things made 
new, 1655 

But repetition of the miracle, 

The dhine instance of self-sticrifice 
That never ends and aye Inigins for man ? 

So, never I miss footing in the maze, icoo 
No,—I have light nor fear the dark at all. 

But are mankind not real, ^^ho jmee out¬ 
side 

My petty circle, world that’s measured me ? 
And when they stumble even as I stand, 
Have I a right to stop ear when they cry, 

As they were phantoms who took clouds for 
crags, 1668 

Tripped and fell, where man’s march might 
safely move ? 

Beside, the cry is other than a ghost’s, 

When out of the ohi time there pleads some 
bard, 

Philosopher, or and—whusfiers not, 

But words it boldly. “The inward work 
and w'orth lezo 

Of any mind, what other mind may judge 
“Save God who only knows the thing lie 
made, 

“The veritable service He exacts? 

“ It is the outward product men appraise. 

“ Behold, an engine hoists a tower aloft : 

“ * I looked that it should move the mountain 

too I ’ 1678 

“ Or else ‘ Had just a turret toppled down, 

“ * Success enough ! ’—may say the Machinist 
“ Wbo knows what less or more result might 
be; is7» 

“ But we, who see that done we cannot do, 

I Spmi Hrd, fkil^sopher, or hath: the follow¬ 
ing speech is put into the mouth of Euripides. 


*“ A feat beyond man’s force,’ we men must 
say. 

“ Regard me and tlial shake I gave the world I 
“ I was born, not so long before Christ’s 
birth 

“ As Christ’s birth haply did precede thy 
day,— 1684 

“ But many a watch before the star of dawn: 
“ Therefore I lived,—it is thy creed affirms, 
“ Pope Innocent, who art to answer me !— 

“ Under conditions, nowise to escape, 

“ Whereby salvation w^as impossible. 

“ lilach impulse to acliieve the good and 
ftiir, 1860 

“ Each aspiration to the pure and true, 

“ Being without a warrant or an aim, 

“ Was just as sterile a felicity 
“ As if the insect, l)orn to spend his life 
“ Soaring his circles, stopjx'd them to de- 
scnlxi ifios 

“ (Painfully motionless in the mid-air) 
“Some word of weighty counsel for man’s 
sake, 

“ Some ‘ Know thyself’ or ‘ Take the golden 
mean ! ‘ * 

“ —P'orwent his happy dance and the glad 
ray, 

“ Died half an hour the sooner and was 
dust. 1700 

“I, lx)m to perish like the brutes, or w'orse, 
“ Why not live brutishly, obey brutes’ law? 
“ But I, of Ixxly as of soul complete, 

“ A gymnast at the games, philosopher 
“ r the schools, who painted, and made 

music,—all iroa 

“ Glories that met upon the tragic stage 
“When the Third Poet’s* tread surprised 
the Two,— 

“Whose lot fell in a land where life was 
great 

“ And sense went free and beauty lay profuse, 
“I, untouched by one adverse circumstance, 
“ Adopted virtue as my rule of life, ini 

* Som ^*ICftow fky^e^*' or Tnkt ihegoMon 
me*w'*: typical apophthegms of the ancient 
Greek sagas, 

TAe Third Poet: Euripides. The Two: 
.d^chyltis and Sophocles. 
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♦^W^iiveiil ^ fewandi, loved but &w loving’s 
sukoi 

wbut my beaart taugbt me^ I tat]^ht 
tlie world, 

** And have been teaching now two thousand 


years. 

* * Witness my work,—plays that should please, 

toKKIth 1 1716 

‘**They might please, they may displease, 
they shall teach, 

** *For truth’s sake,’ so I said, and did, and do. 
** Five hundred years ere Paul spoke, Felix 
heard,—^ 

^^How much of temperance and righteous¬ 
ness, 1716 

** Judgment to come, did I find reason for, 
‘^Corroborate with ray strong style that spared 
No fiin, nor swerved the more from brand 
ing brow 

^'Because the sinner was called Zeus and God? 
** How nearly did I guess at that Paul knew ? 

How closely come, in what I represent 
** As duty, to his doctrine yet a blank ? i 7J6 
And as that limner not untruly limns 
“Who draws an object round or square, 
which square 

“ Or round seems to the unassisted eye, 

“ Hior^h Galileo’s tube display the same 
*‘Oval or oblong,—so, who controverts itw 
“I rendered nghtly what proves wrongly 
wrought 

** Beside Paul’s [ricture? Mine was true for tti0- 
“I saw that there are, first and above all, 
•♦The hidden forces, blind necessities, itw 
“N amed Nature, but the thing’s self un- 
eonceived i 

•‘then Icdlow,— 4 iow dependent upon these, 
“We know not# how impoeed above our- 
sdvai# 

“ We well know#—what X name the gods, a 


poweif 

♦•Vadoii* or ones tr great and strong and 
j ^ good 17W 

and Httie# weak and bod there too, 
and lolly t say, Iheae make no 



adea oulside man’s self? 
to tha tioked 19%#^ 


“ And Oo, the one reveaiment possible tm 
« Of what were ummagined else by man. 

“ Thereftue, what gods do, man may cntkih»# 
“Applaud, condemn,—how should he fear 
truth ?— 

“ But likewise have in awe because of power, 
“ Venerate for the mam munificence, nm 

“ And give the doubtful deed its due excuse 
“ From the acknowledged creature of a day 
“To the Eternal and Divine. Thus, bold 
“ Yet self mistrusting, should man bear him* 
self, 

“ Most assured on what now concerns him 
most— 1786 

“ The law of his own hfe, the path he pnnts,— 
“ Which law IS virtue and not vice, I say,— 
“ And least inquisitive where search least 
skills, 

“ V the nature we best give the clouds to keep. 
“ What could I paint beyond a scheme like 

thLS 1780 

“ Out of the fragmentary truths where light 
“ Lay fitfiil in a tentbnfic time? 

“ You have the sunnse now, joins truth to 
truth, 

“Shoots hfe and substance into death and 
void j 

“Themselves compose the whole we made 
liefore. im 

“ The forces and necessity grow God,— 

“ 'Fhe beings so contranous that seemed god$, 
“ Prove just His operation manifold 
“ And multiform, translated, as must be, 

“ Into intelligible shape so fer tm 

“ As suits our sense and sets us free to feet. 

“ What if I let a child think, childhood-imig, 
“ That lightmng, I would have him spare W 
eye, 

“ Is a real arrow shot at naked orb? 

“The man knows more, but shuts his lidi 
the same: tm 

“Lightning’s cause comprehends hot mm 
nor child, 

“ Why sdien# my scheme, your better knostr* 
ledge broke, 

“Presently re-adjusts itself; the smidl 
‘♦jP^pordaned laigeiier# porm and wlidte 
named he# t 
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** So no «ior« two tHtmsand years have 
done i 1780 

** Pope, dost thou dare pretend to punish me, 
“ For not descrying sunshine at midnight, 

•• Me who crept alU^surs, found my way so 
fer— 

** While thou rewardest teachers of the truth, 
‘‘Who miss the plain way in the bla/c of 

noon,— 1785 

“ Though just a word from that strong style 
of mine, 

“ Grasped honestly in hand as guiding-staff, 

“ Had pricked them a sure path across the 
bog, 

“That mire of cowardice and slush of lies 
“ Wherein I find them wallow in wide day ! ” 

How should I answer this Euripides? im 

Paul,—*tis a legend,—answered Seneca,^ 

But that was in the day-spring ; noon is now : 
We have got too familiar with the light. 

Shall I wish back once more that thrill of 
dawn ? 1795 

When the whole truth-touched man burned 
up, one fire? 

—Assured the trial, fiery, fierce, but fleet, 
Would, from his little heap of ashes, lend 
Wings to that conflagration of the world 
Which Christ awaits ere He makes all things 
new: law 

So should the frail become the perfect, rapt 
From glory of pain to glory of joy ; and so, 
Even in the end,—^the act renouncing earth, 
Lands, houses, husbands, wives and children 
here,— 

Begin that other act which finds all, lost, ims 
Regained, in this lime even, a hundredfold, 
And, in the next time, feels the finite love 
Blent and embalmed with the eternal life. 

So does the sun gliastlily seem to sink im 
In those north parts, lean all but out of life, 
Desist a dread mere breathing-stop, then slow 
Ke^assert day, begin the endless rise. 

Was this too cosy Ibr our afier-stage? 

Was such a lighting-up of &ith, in life, 

* , • . afmtmtd Sm$ea: referring to 

the twuhttoial (but lejtendary) intercsourSe be¬ 
tween Sh Paul and Seneca. 
vou th 


Only allowed initiate, set man*s step isis 
In the true way by help of the great glow ? 

A way wherein it is ordained he walk. 

Bearing to see the light from heaven still more 
And more encroached on by the light of 
earth, 3SI9 

Tentatives earth puts forth to rival heaven, 
Earthly incitements that mankind serve God 
For man’s sole sake, not God’s and therefore 
man’s. 

Till at last, who distinguishes the sun 
From a mere Druid fire on a far mount ? 

More praise to him who with his siiljtle prism 
Shall decompose both beams and name the 
true. isae 

In such sense, who is last proves first indeed; 
For how could saints and martyrs fail see truth 
Streak the night’s blackness ? Who is faith¬ 
ful now ? 

Who untwists heaven’s white from the yellow 
flare isso 

O’ the world’s gross torch, without night’s 
foil that helped 

Produce the Oiristian act so possible 
When in the way stcxxl Ner>’s cross and 
stake,— 

So hard now when the world smiles “ Right 
and wise! ibjm 

“ Paith points the politic, the thrifty way, 

“ Will make who plods it in the end returns 
“ Beyond mere fool’s-sport and improvidence. 
“We fools dance thro’ the cornfield of this 
life, 

“ Pluck ears to left and right and swallow raw, 

“—Nay, tread, at pleasure, a sheaf under¬ 
foot, 1»40 

“ To get the better at ssome poppy-flower,-— 

‘ ‘ Well aware we shall have so much less wheat 
“In the eventual harvest: you meantime 
“Waste not a spike,—the richlier will you 
reap! 

“ What then ? There will be always garnered 
meal im 

“ Sufficient for our comfortable loaf, 

“ While you enjoy the undinunislii|>d4l|ck P 
Is it not this ignoble c^Hdcnce, " ^ 
Cowardly hardihoQ(|i that dulls and damps, 
Makes the old hereto impossible I j 
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Hite ^ 4 ♦ tek to 

l^lMit Ifit be the miten of that age 
^ teth will usher into bfe, to shake 
Ifhis torpor of assurance from our creed, 
Ee*Introduce the doubt discarded, bring lass 
Hiat fcamidable danger back, we drove 
l/mg ago to the distance and the dark ? 

H^o wild beast now prowls round the infant 
camp: 

We have built wall and sleep in city safe: 
But if some earthquake try the towers that 
laugh laao 

To think they once saw lions rule outside, 
And man stand out again, pale, resolute, 
Prepared to die,—which means, ahve at last ? 
As we broke up that old faith of the world. 
Have we, next age, to break up tins the 
new— lass 

Faith, in the grown faith in the report— 
Whence need to bravely disbelieve report 
Through increased faith 1’ the thing reports 
belie? 


Must we deny,—do they, these Molmists, 

M peril of their body and their soul,— isrs 
Kecognized truths, obedient to some truth 
Unrecognised yet, but perct^tible ?— 
Correct the portrait by the living face, 

Mmi*s God, by God’s God in the mind of 
map? i«r 4 

Then# for the few that rise to the new height, 
The many that must sink to the old deptlipl 
The multiliide found fall away! A few, 
B^enere new law speak clear, may keep theold, 
tesem the Christian kveh call go^ good 
And evil evil, (even though raxed and blank 
The dd tlries,) helped by custom, habitude. 
And all dae mistake fra ter sen^ ran 
O’ the fac^ that reason warrants,—as before. 


They hope peiliaps, fear nqi impossibly. 

At least some one Pomfulfa lefr the world 

Imowiierii^t jilac^hy foot’s feel, 
It and tread form there $ wherefore 

j 

, smr 

I a maltite wiU surely fidl 

truth, late sab* 

'teoveralle base# / |M» 



East human nature# nettle them 
On wte is form, the lust and pride of hfa! 

A mass of men, whose very souls even now 
Seem to need re-creating,—so they sMtdt 
Worm-like into the mud,light now lays bare, 
Whose future we dispose of with shut eyes 
And whisper—‘‘They are grafred, barren 
twigs, liW 

“ Into the living stock of Christ; may bear 
“One day, till when they lie death-l^e, not 
dead,”— 

Those who with all the aid of Christ succumb, 
How, without Christ, shall they, unaided, 
sink ? im 

Whither but to this gulf before my eyes ? 

Do not we end, the century and I ? 

The impatient antiraasejue treads close on kibe 
O* the very masque’s self it will mock,—on me, 
Last hngering personage, the impatient nutne 
Pushes already,—will I block the way ? urtr 
Will my slow trail of garments ne’er leave space 
For pantaloon, sock, plume and castanet ? 
Here comes the first expenmentahst i«io 
In the new order of things,—he plays a priest; 
Does he take inspiration from the Church, 
Directly make her rule his law of life ? 

Not he: his own mere impulse guides the 
man— i«i 4 

Happily sometimes, since ourselves allow 
He has danced, in gaiety of heart, 1* the main 
Ibe right step through the maze we bade him 
foot. 

But if his heart had prompted him lueak looie 
And mar the measure ? Wliy,we roust submit# 
And thank the chance that brought him S4fo 
so far. m 

Will be repeat the prodigy ? Perhaps. 

Can he teach others how to quit themsdiv^ 
Show why this step was right while that wetf 
wrong? 

How should he? “Ask your hearts as I 
asked mine, HSi 

And get discreetly thioi^h the mofrlee toni 
“ Ifyour hearts mls^ect yott,-4;|uit ilm Hap# 
A^ make amends,*-be there amtei Ifo 
makel^ 

^ Augusdn te wa^ « 
TM Ctea C>p^^ Mif 
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'* I 

** Bat tii|r iiewEt ftniwets to aiiotoer ttine^’^ 
Ptits in Abate, second in the suites 

I have my taste too, and tread no such step! 
<<you choose the glorious life, and may, for 
me I 

I like the lowest of life’s appetites,— m* 
** So you judge,—but the very truth of joy 
“To my own apprehension which decides. 

“ Cal! me knave and you get yourself called 
fool! 

“ I live for greed, ambition, lust, revenge; 

“ Attain these ends by force, guile: hypocnte, 
“To-day, perchance to mormw recognized 
“The rational man, the type of common 
sense.” iwi 

There’s I^yola ^ adapted to our time * 

Under such guidance Guido plays his part, 
He also influencing in the due turn 
These last clods where I track intelligence 
By any glimmer, these four at hLs lieck i» 4 « 
Ready to murder any, and, at thdr own, 

As ready to murder him,—such make the 
world 1 

And, first effect of the new cause of things, 
There they lie also duly,—the old pair isw 
Of the weak head and not so wicked heart, 
With the one Christian mother, wife and girl, 
—Which three gifts seem to make an angel 
up,— 

The world’s first foot o’ the dance is on their 
heads 1 

Still, I stand here, not off the stage though 
close 1955 

On the exit: and my last act, as my first, 

I owe the scene, and Him who armed me thus 
With Paul’s sword as with Peter’s key. I 
smite 

With my whole strength once more, ere end 
my port, 

Ending, so iar as man may, this offence, isoa 
And when I raise my arm, who plucks my 
sleeve? 

Who st<^ me in the righteous ftmction,—ftie 
I )r firiend ? Oh, still as ever, firiends are they 
^Vho, in the interest of outraged truth 

1 Ignatius { 1401 -* 556 ), 

founder of the oSrdar of tht »odety of Jffssmi, or 
Jesuits. 


Deprecate such rough handling of a lie! tm 
Tile fiicts being proved and incontestable, 
What is the last word I must listen to ? 
Perchance—“ Spare yet a term this barren 
stock 

“ We pray thee dig about and dung and dress 
“Till he repent and bring forth fruit even 
yet ’ ” wm 

Perchance— ‘ ‘ So poor ami swift a punishment 
“Shall throw him out of life with all that 
sin : 

“ I-et mercy rather pile up pain on pain 
“Till the fiesh expiate what the soul pays 
else! ” 

Nowise ! Remonstrants on each side com¬ 
mence im 

Instructing, there’s a new tribunal now 
Higher than God's —the educated man’s ! 
Nice sense of honour in the human breast 
Supersedes here the old coarse oracle— 
Confirming none the less a point or so inao 
Wherein blind predecessors worked anght 
By rule of thumb: as when Chnst said,— 
when, where? 

Enough, 1 find it pleade<i in a place,— 

“ All other wrongs done, patiently I take ; 
“But touch my honour and the case is 
changed I ii»5 

“I feel the due resentment,— nemini 
Hatmem irado^ is my quick retort.” 

Right of Plim, just as if pronounced to-^day ! 
Still, should the old authority lie mute im 
Or doubtful or in speaking clash with new, 
The younger takes pemussion to decide. 

At last we have the instinct of the world 
Ruling its household without tutelage: loas 
And while the two laws, human and divine, 
Have busied finger with this tangled cose. 

In pushes the brisk junior, cuts the knot, 
Pronounces for acquittal. How it trips 
Sil verly o’er the tongue I ‘ * Remit the death! 
“ Forgive, ♦ . . well, in the old way, if thou 
please, 

“ Dfiency and the relics of routine 
“ Respected,—let the Count go free as aii*! 
** Since he may i4ead a priest’s imimmity,»— 

» Nemini trmh: “ my glory will I 

not give to miater ” (Imxdk sdii 8). 
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pikmft <^ef!S M|> enough fi>r that, 
"**^*11 SWmacei*if licence,-^who decides 
ftile mere implication of *snch man, 

^ ^ pdvHeged, in any cause, before aooe 
Whatever Court except the Spintual, 

** Straight quashes law<procedure,—quash it, 
then} 

** Remains a fwetty loophole of escape 
•* Meueover, that, beside the patent feet aoio 
the law’s allowance, there’s involved 
the weal 

**0* the Popedom: a son’s privilege at 
stake, 

** Thou wilt pretend the Church’s interest. 
Ignore all finer reasons to foigive ’ 

** But herein lies the crowning cc^ency— 
**(Let thy finends teach thee while thou 
tellest beads) »a« 

That in this case the spirit of culture speaks, 
♦* Civilisation is imperative. 

** To her shall we remand all delicate points 
** Henceforth, nor take irregular advice vm 
**0* the sly, as heretofore; used to hint 
** Remonstrances, when law was out of sorts 
** Because a saucy tongue was put to rest, 

** An that roved was cured of am^nce: 
** But why be forced to mumble under breath 
** What soon shall be acknowledged as plain 

&Ct, 9096 

Outspoken, say, in thy successor’s time? 

** lleth^ks we sec the ^den age return I , 
^^Ohdlixation and the Emperor 
** SttiCceed to Chiislianity and Pope. aoso 

^*Oiie Emperor thim, as one Pope now: 
meamiidiile, 

** Antix%mte a little ! We tell thee ‘ Take 
** * Oui^s life, sapped society shall crash, 

** * Whereof the prop was, is, and shall 
be m* 

* ^^-^prernsLcy of husband over wife J ’ 
l^tloes the mail rule P the house, and may 
\ his we 

of any plea disptde the same? 
of idl sorts 4atl abound, be 



^lifowed vaMdky^-f-for, harsh 

sMo 

irii the ^ 


** Demonstrate the b«sst master e%r graced 
slave: 

** And there’s but one dhort way to end the 
coil,— 

“ Acknowledge right and reason steadily 
“ I* the man and master : then the wife sub¬ 
mits SiMK 

“To plain truth broadly stated* Does the 
time 

“ Advise we shift—a pillar ? nay, a stake 
“ Out of Its place i’ the social tenement ? 
“One touch may send a shudder through 
the heap 

“And bring it toppling on our children’s 
heads! wm 

“ Moreover, if ours breed a qualm m thee, 

“ Give thine own Initter feeling play for once 1 
“ Thou, whose own life winks o’er the socket- 
edge, 

“ Wouldst thou it went out m such ugly snuflf 
“ As dooming sons dead, e’en though justice 
prompt ? 9001 

“Why, on a certain feast, Barabbas’ self 
“Was set free, not to cloud the general 
cheer: 

“Neither shall thou pollute thy Sabbath 
close! 

“ Mercy is safe and graceful. How one hears 
“The howl liegin, scarce the three little 
taps^ 90# 

“O’ the silver mallet silent on thy brow,--t 
“ * His last act was to sacrifice a Count 
“*And thereby screen a scandal of the 
Church I 

* Guido condemned, the Canon justified 
“*Of course,—dehnquents of his cloth gO 
free I’ mm 

“ And so the Luthers chuckle, Calvins scowl, 
“ So thy hand helps Molinos to the chair 
“Whence he may hold forth till doom’s day 
on just 

“ These priestlings,—^in the choir 

Samim Bm^ktuh with a brush wm 
Of a<^ guitar-strings that obey the thumb, 

1 The ikr^ HHk ta§^s * when a pope dies, the 
Cardinal Ca^letigo has to assure hhnself 
of his death by tapping thrice on his forehe# 
with a iitver mallet. 
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“T<Hidicdl by the bedside^ £or accompani- 
mtnt I 

“Does this give umbrage to a husband? 
l>eath 

** To the fool, and to the priest impunity ! 

** But no impunity to any friend 207 * 

So simply over-loyal as these four 
** Who made religion of their patron’s cause, 
“ Believed in him and did his bidding straight, 

‘ ‘ Ashed not one question but laid down the 
lives 

“This Pope took,—all four lives together 
make aom 

“Just his own length of days,—so, dead 
they lie, 

“ As these were times when loyalty’s a drug, 
“ And zeal in a sulxirdinate t<x) cheap 
“ And common to be saved when we spend 
life! 

“ Come, ’lis too much good breath we waste 
in words: aw© 

“ The pardon, Holy Father ! Sparc grimace, 
“ Shrugs anth reluctance ! Are not we the 
world, 

‘ ‘ Art not thou Priam ? soft culture plead 
“ Heculxi-like, * //<?« ta/i ’ ^ (Virgil serves) 

“ '‘Atixtho ’ and the rest! Enough, it works! 
“ The Pofw relaxes, and the Prince is loth, 
“The father’s Ixjwels yearn, the man’s will 
lienils, a »2 

“ Rejdy is apt. Our tears on tremble, hearts 
“ Big with a lienediction, wait the word 
“ Sliali circulate thro’ the city in a trice, 90s» 
“Set every window daring, give each man 
“ O’ the mob his torch to wave for gratitude. 
“Pronounce then, for our breath and 
patience fail 1 ” 

I wiH, Sirs: but a voice other than yours 
Quickens my spirit. “ Qtm pfv Dmtim ? 
“Who is upon the Lord’s side?” asked the 
Count aw 

1 , who write— 

“ On receipt of this command, 

1 N^m UH (iuxiH&: Virgil, AEn. It sa**— 
“ not With such aid '* as thine is religion to be 
benaited, any more than Troy could he saved 
by Priam’s arms. 


“ Acquaint Count Guidb and his fellows lour 
“ Th^ die to-morrow: could it be to-night, 
“The better, but the work to do, takes 
time. S20« 

“ Set with all diligence a scafrold up, 

“ Not in the customary place, by Bridge 
“ Saint Angelo, where die the common sort; 
“ But since the man is noble, and his 
peers nm 

“ By predilection haunt the People’s Square, 
“ There let him he lx;headed in the mi^, 

“ And his companions hanged on either side: 
“ So shall the quality see, fear and learn. 

“ All w^hich work takes time : till to-morrow, 
then, nu 

“ l^t there be prayer incessant for the live! ” 

For the main criminal I have no hope 
Except in such a suddenness of fete. 

I stood at Naples once, a night so dark 
I could have scarce conjectured there wasearth 
Anywhere, sky or sea or world at all *. mai 
But the night’s black was burst through by a 
blaze—. 

Thunder struck blow on blow, earth groaned 
and lx>re, 

Through her whole length of mountain visible; 
There lay the city thick and plain with 
spires, mm 

And, like a ghost disshrouded, white the sea. 
So may the truth be flashed out by one blow, 
And Guido see, one Instant, and be saved. 
Else I avert my fece, nor follow him 
Into that sad ol>scure sequestered state aiao 
Where God unmakes but to remake the soul 
He else made first in vain; which must not be* 
Enough, for I may die this very night: 

And how should I dare die, this man let live? 

Carry this forthwth to the Gtivemor 1 stss 


XI.-OUIDO. 

Yov are the Cardinal AeciaiuoH, aiMl|NiiN ^ 
Abate Panciatichi —two good Tuscan t 
Aodaiuoli—ah, your ancestor it was 
Built the hi9^ battlemenled convent^bloek 
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To and fight, in dotiijnent of me! 

Taik away! Will you have the naked truth ? 
He’s sck of his Itfe’ssupper,—swallowed lies: 
So, hobbling bedward, needs m\ist ease his 
maw 8i 

Just where I sit o’ the door-sill. Sir Abate, 
Can you do nothing ? Friends, we used to 
frisk: 

What of this sudden slash in a friend’s face, 
This cut across our gocxi companionship 
That showed its front so gay when both were 
young ? m 

Were not we put into a beaten path. 

Bid pace the world, we nobles born and bred, 
We body of fnends with each his scutcheon full 
Of old achievement and impumty,—- 
Taking the laugh of mom and ^I’s salute 
As forth we &ured, pneked on to breathe our 
steeds w 

And take equestrian sport over the green 
Under the blue, across the crop,—what care ? 
If we went prancing up hill and down dale. 
In and out of the level and the straight,' loo 
By the bit of pleasant bye way, where was 
harm? 

Still Sol salutes me and the morning laughs: 
I see my grandsirc’s hoof-prints,—point the 
spot 

Where he drew rein, slipped saddle, and 
stabbed knave 

Fw daring throw gibe—much less, stone— 
from pale: m 

Then back, and on, and up with the cavalcade. 
Juat so wend we, now canter, now converse, 
TBl, ’mid the jauncii^ pnde and jaunty port, 
Something of a sudden jerks at someb^y— 
A dagger is out, a dashing cut and thrust, 
Beemise I f:^y some prank my grandsire 
played, in 

And here I sprawl: where is the company ? 

Gone! 

A liot and a trample 1 only I lie trapped, 
Writhe in a certain novel apringe just set 
% the good old Pope: I’m first prise* 
Warn me? Why? m 

Afgnibtiiethat the kwo’t^ 

Enottgh that Vm a warning, as I writhe, 

Te^idliiideiMtit idlowi il% 


m 

And make law plain henceforward past mis** 
take, 

** For such a prank, death is the penalty I 
Pope the Five Hundredth (what do I know or 
care ?) un 

Deputes your Emlnency and Abateship 
To announce that, twelve hours from tins 
time, he needs 

I just essay upon my body and soul an 
The virtue of his brand-new engine, prove 
Represser of the pranksome ! I’m the first! 
Thanks. Do you know what teeth you 
mean to try 

The sharpness of, on this soft neck and throat? 
I know It,—I have seen and hate it,—ay, m 
As you shall, while I tell you ! Let me talk. 
Or leave me, at your pleasure ! talk I must; 
What is your visit but my lure to talk ? 

Nay, you have something to disclose?—a 
smile, 

At end of the forced sternness, means to 
mock 

The lieart-beats here? I call your two 
hearts stone 1 m 

Is your charge to stay with me till I die? 

Be tacit as your bench, then ! Use your ears, 
I use my tongue : how glibly yours will run 
At pleasant supper*time • . . God’s curse! 
• . . to-night 

When all the guests jump up, begin so brisk 
“Welcome, his Eminence who shrived the 
wretch I Kt 

“ Now we shall have the Abate’s story 1 ” 

lilcl 

How I could spill this overplus of mine 
Among those hoar-liaired, shnuik-shatiked 
odds and ends Ms 

Of body and soul old age is chewing dry I 
Those windlestraws that stare while purblind 
death 

Mowshere, mows there, makes hay of juicy me. 
And misses just the bunch of widbared weed 
Would brighten hell and streak its smoke 
with l^e I nn 

How the Hie I could shed yet never shrinkf 
Wbuld dtendh their stalks with sap like gpilg 
in May) 
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lullM Itifible, I fm* Sirs?-^ I 

Wilt numiMd and i^enitudinons life, I 

^!fyompt: al death’s menace to give blow for 
tbteat, 3» 

Ibiswer his ^‘Be thou not!” by ‘'Thus I 
ami”-- 

Terfible so to be alive yet die ? 

How 1 live, how I see I so,—how I speak! 
liuddlty of soul unlocks the lips: 

I ^ever had the words at will before. im 

How 1 see all my folly at a glance 1 
A man requires a woman and a wife: ” 
There was my folly ; I believed the saw. 

I knew that just myself concerned myself. 

Vet needs must look for what 1 seemed to 
kck, i«5 

In a woman,—^why, the woman’s in the man 1 
Fools we are, how we learn things when too' 
• late! 

Otreimuch life turns round my woman^side: 
llie male and female in me, mixed before, 
Settle a sudden: I’m my wife outright 
In this unmanly appetite for truth, m 

This careless courage as to consequence, 

Tius instantaneous sight throt^h things and 
tiurough, 

This voluble rhetoric, if you fdease ,—^*115 she I 
Here you have that Fompilia whom I slew, 
Afeo the folly for which 1 slew her I irs 

Fool! 

Atid, fool»Hke, what is it I wander from ? "w 
Whutdidlsay of your ifoaip iron tooth? m 
Ah»^»-tliat I know the hateful thing I this way. 
lehancedtostroll forih, many a good year gone, 
One warm Spxii^ eve in Rome^ and unaware; 
liUcldiig, tnajdiap, tocotmt whatntars were out, 
Chme dn your frne'axe in a frame, that fells 
Andsocitmolfatnan%headiurferiieath, m 
MiUitiak,—thus we made aequatntance first: 
Out of the way, in a by*part o’ the town, 

M Ih® Mouth*<^*Triith U* the jdvwr-side, ymt 
2 ^- ^know ? i 

ipwj|0e» Capholi and whmhst coy,; 

mU of crowded rudiy Eome? im | 
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Belonging to a fellow whose poor house 
The thing must make a pcant to stand before*-^ 
Felice Whatsoever-was-the-name m 

Who stabled buffeloes and so gamed bread, 
(Our clowns unyoke them in the ground hard 
by) 

And, after use of much improper speech. 

Had struck at Duke Some-title-or--other’s 
fece. 

Because he kidnapped, carried away and 
kept m 

Felice’s sister who would sit and sung 
I’ the filthy doorway while she plaited fringe 
To deck the brutes with,—on their gear it 
goes,— 

The good girl with the velvet in her voice. 

So did the Duke, so did Felice, so ms 

Did Justice, intervening with her axe. 

There the man-mutilating engine stood 
At ease, both gay and grim, like a Swiss guard 
Off duty,—punfied itself as well, 

Getting dry, sweet and proper for next 
week,— MS 

And dewng incidental good, ’twas hoped, 

To the rough lesson-lacking populace 
Who now and then, forsooth, must nght their 
wroi^ I 

There stood the twelve-foot-square of scaf¬ 
fold, railed 

Considerately round to elbow-height, «» 

For fear an officer should tumble thence 
^And sprain his ankle and lie lame a month 
Through starting when the axe fell and head 
too! 

Railed likewise were the step® whereby 'twas 
readied. 

All of it painted red t red, in the midst, m 
Ran up two narrow tall hmm barred acrosSy 
Since from the summit, some twelve feet to 
reach, 

The iron plate with the sharp shearii^ edge 
Had danunsed, jerked, shot, did,---I a^ 
mum find wMdi J— 

And so fey qsdet, feat ki Its fit {tee, m 
The woo<^en balfmoon colkr, now eeUpsed 
"By the bhufe whkh blocked Its cumture i 
afiast, 

Theo^ fedfr*4he under hdfrinoon boaid 



mjtm 


WWidt» helped this, completes a neck’s 
embrace,^— m 

Joined to a sort of desk that wheels aside 
Out of the way when done with,—down you 
kneel, 

In you’re pushed, over you the other drops, 
Tight you’re clipped, whiz, there’s the blade 
cleaves its best. 

Out trundles IxKly, down flops head on floor, 
And where’s your soul gone ? That, too, I 
shall And ! sse 

This kneeling-place was red, red, never fear! 
But only shmy-hke with (mint, not blood, 

For why ? a decent pitcher stood at hand, 

A broad dish to hold sawdust, and a broom 
By some unnamed utensil,—scraper-rake,— 
Each with a conscious air of duty done. 3*1 
Underneath, loungers,—boys and some few 
men,— 

Discoursed this platter, named the other tool. 
Just as, when grooms tie up and dress a steed. 
Boys lounge and look on, and elucubrate 
What the round brush is used for, what the 
square,— sm 

So was explained—to me the skill-less then— 
The manner ot the grooming for next world 
Undergone by Felice What’s-his-name. 
There’s no such lovely month in Rome as 
May— sBo 

May’s crescent is no half-moon of retl plank, 
And came now tilting o’er the wave 1’ the 
west, 

One greenish-golden sea, right ’twixt those 
bars 

Of the engine— I began acquaintance with, 
Understood, hated, hurried from before, m 
To have it out of sight and cleanse my soul I 
Here it is all again, conserved fox use: 
Twelve hours hence, I may know more, not 
hate worse. 

That young May-moon-month ! Devils of 
the deep 1 aw 

Wes not a Pope then Pope as mudi as now ? 
Used !^t he chirrup o’er the Merry Tales, 
Chuckle,-^his nej^ew so exact the wag 
To play a jealous culllon such a trick 
Aisrins the wiki i’the {rieajsm Well? 




Why do things change ? Wherefore is Home 
un-Homed? 

I tell you, ere Felice’s corpse was cold. 

The I^ke, that night, threw wide his palace^ 
doors. 

Received the compliments o’ the quality 
For justice done him,—bowed and smirked 
his best, 90 S 

And in return passed round a pretty thing, 

A portrait of Felice’s sister’s self, 

Florid old rogue Albano’s masterpiece. 

As—better than virginity in rags— 

Bouncing Europa on the l>ack o’ the bull i 
They laughed and took their road the safelier 
home. m 

Ah, but times change, there’s quite another 
Pope, 

I do the Duke’s deed, take Felice’s place. 
And, l>eing no Felice, lout and clout, 
Stomach but ill the phrase “ I lose my head! ” 
How euphemistic I Lose what ? Lose your 
ring, m 

Your snuff-box, tablets, kerchief I—but, your 
head? ‘ 

I learnt the process at an early age ; 

’Twas useful knowledge, in those same old 
days, 

To know the way a head is set on neck. 

I My fencing-master urged Would you excel? 

I “ Rest not content with mere bold give-and- 
I guard, m 

' “Nor pink the antagonist somehow-anyhow! 
i “ See me dissect a little, and know your game! 

I “ Only anatomy makes a thrust the thing.” 

I Oh Girdinal, those lithe live necks of ours ! 
Here go the vertebrae, here’s Afias^ here m 
Axis, and here the symphyses stop short, 

So wisely and well,—as, o’er a corpse, wc 
cant,— 

And here’s the silver cord which . « . what’s 
our word ? 

Depends from the gold bowl, which loosed 
(not “lost”) m 

Lets us from heaven to hell,—one diop, we’ie 
loose! 

“And not mtich pain ? the process,” qtioth 
a sage t 

Who told him? Not Felice’sI thisik I 










iK^ur^e^'llocbeT' Mufit^re^s 

'woald 'ha'iw cord emt itself ttwmy, 

;i lo ft thread by threescore years and ten, 
while we ditmber: that seetns bearable. 
1% told one clot of blood eftt ravasate 
Ends cme as certainly as Roland’s sword,— 
One drop of lymph suffused proves Oliver’s 
'ittace,— m 

lilmding, mther of the pleasant pair, 
the aradmoid tunic of my brain. 

Tto —but Art, 

fiemr of Art’s process with the engine here, 
When bow! and cord alike are crashed across, 
JSored between, bruised through? Why, if 
Fagon’s self, mi 

The French Court’s pride, that famed practi¬ 
tioner, 

Would pass his cold pale lightning of a knife, 
Flstoja'-ware, adroit ’twixt joint and joint, 
With just a “Sec how facile, gentlefolk !”— 
The thing were not so batl to bear! Brute 

M« 

splits as he comes, breaks in, breaks on, l^reaks 

' out 

W the hard and soR of you: Is that the same ? 
A Hthe make thrids the hedge, makes throb 
nokiaf: 

A heavy ox sets chest to brkr and branch, 

through, and leaves one 

hideoashole 

And why, why must this needs be ? 
men were but good ! They are not 
'good,' m 

Hoadse like Peter t people ^ted him rough, 
But If; a# I left Rohie, I spUke the Saint, 

fm —^doubtless, I 

''ttotddb^ 

ah aff|sioii tothekgend 
$1. Feicr was leaving Home on the out- 
* * the Neionlftn perseaido^ when he 
coming'''^lewar^ ^ehy,' ihtd 'a<b 

.ysiMn the wor#, ** gim' 



** To 'htse the prisoner 'and ^ngivo' his 
I plucked the absolute dead honi fiOdf» 
own bar,' - 

“And raised up Dorcas,—why not resetm 
thee?” m 

What would cost one such nullifying word I 
If Innocent succeeds to Peter’s |kice. 

Let him think Peter’s thoughtt speak Peter’s 
speech I 

I say, he is bound to it: friends, how say 
you? 

Concede I be all one bloodguiltiness m 
And mystery of murder in the flesh, 

Wliy should that feet keep the Pope’s mouth 
shut fest ? 

He execrates my crime,—good!—sees heff 
yawn 

One inch from the red plank’s end which 1 
press,— 

Nothing is better! What’s the consequence ? 
How should a Pope proceed that knows his 
cue ? m 

Why, leave me linger out my minute here* 
Since close on death comes judgment and 
comes doom, 

Not crib at dawn its pittance from a sheep 
Destined ere dcwfell to be butcher’s* 
meat! sii 

Think, Sirs, if I have done you any harm, 
And you require the natural revenge. 
Suppose, and so intend to poison me, 

—Just as you take and slip into my draught 
The papierfrtl of powder that clears scores, 
Vou notice on my brow a certain blue: m 
How you both overset the i?^ine at once I 
How you both smile! “ Our enemy haathe 
plague! 

“Twelve hours hence he’ll be scra|nnf liift 
bones bare 

“Of that intolerable ffeih, and die, fg 
Frenzied with pain: no need fee fmiidii 
'-hare! ' 

St«|» aaide and anjoy the spectacle t** 
Teti^ fer souls ore you, Pope Innocent t 
m axim .i»*«-one soul cnit#riyto 



Qtjtm 




Ibi* ChristV gcispel cliftiiges 
tliifigSt 

** Kciitfws the obsolete, does nothing more I 
** Our hre-new gospel is re-tinkered law, 
‘*Our mercy, justice,—Jove*s rechristened 
Ood,— 866 

“ Nay, whereas, in the popular conceit, 

* ‘ ^Ti» pity that old harsh Law somehow limps, 
“ Lingers on earth, although I^w’s day l)e 
done, S66 

Else would benignant Gospel interpijse, 

“ Not furtively as now, but Wld and frank 
“ O^eriutter us with healing in her wings, 

“ Law being harshness. Gospel only love— 
We tell the people, on the contrary, 

** Gos|)el takes up the rod which Law lets 

hill; 874 

** Mercy is vigilant when justice sleeps! 

** Does Law permit a taste of Gospel-grace ? 
“ The secular arm allow the spiritual power 
** To act for once?—no amipliment so fine 
As that our Gospel handsomely turn Imrsh, 
“ Thrust victim bock on Law the nice and 
coy! ” »w 

Yes, you do say so, else you would forgive 
Me whom I^w does not touch but tt»sscs you I 
Don't think to put on the professional fece ! 
You know what I know ; casuists as you are, 
Eadi nerve must creep, each liair start, sting 
and stand, m 

At such illogical inconsequence! 

Dear my friends, do but see 1 A murder's 
tried, 

There are two parties to the cause: Fra one, 
—Bcffend myself, as sonicliody must do ; 

I have the hesi o’ the battle: that's a fart, 
Simple fadj—fenctes find no place just now. 
What though half Rome condemned me? 

Half approved: 883 

And, none disputes, the luck is mine at last, 
Alt Rome, i* the main, acquitting me: 
whereon, 

What has the Pope to ask but How finds 
IaW?” 18 # 

**I replies Law, have erred this 
whflet 

“ or guiltless, Guido proves a fwiest, 


** I bound him: loose him, you whose will 
is Christ's 1" 

And now what does ibis Vicar of our Lord, 
Shepherd o' the flock,—one of whose charge 
bleats sore «a 

For crook's help from the quag wherein it 
drowns ? 

Law suflers him employ the crumpled end : 
His pleasure is to turn staff, use the point, 
And thrust the shuddering sheep, he calls a 
wolf, 40 # 

Back and back, down and down to where 
hell gapes! 

“Guiltless,” cncs I^w—“Guilty” corrects 
the Pope! 

“Guilty,” for the whim’s sake! “Guilty,” 
he somehow thinks, 

And anyhow says: ’tis truth; he dares not 
lie! 4«i 

Others should do the lying. That’s the cause 
Brings you both here : I ought in decency 
Confess to you that I deserx^e my fete, 

Am guilty, as the Pope tliinks,—-ay, to the 
end, 

Keep up the jest, lie on, lie ever, lie 
F the latest gasp of me ! What reason, Sirs? 
Because to-morrow will succeed to-day 4i« 
For you, though not for me : and if I stick 
Still to the truth, declare with my last breath, 
I die an innocent and murdered man,— 
Why, there’s the tongue of Rome will wag 
apaCe too 

This time to-morrow : don't I hear the talk 1 
“ So, to the last he proved impenitent ? 
“l*agans have said as much of martyved 
.saints! 

“ Law demurred, washed her hands of the 
whole case. 

“Prince Somebody said this, Duke Some¬ 
thing, that. too 

“Doubtless the man’s dead, dead enot;^i 
don't fear I 

“But, bang it, wbal if there have been a 
sfdce, 

“A touch of • , , eh? You sea> the Pope’s 
so old, 

obtuse: age never 


THE mm AUD THE fiOOK 


of ^ving yottth to fece death 

first I 480 

^mA m on. Tbere^ro to sii|^ess such talk 
Thtt ts^o come here, entreat I tell you hes, 
4*id endi the ediiyxng way. I end, 

Ttdiing the truth ! Your self-styled shepherd 
thieves! 

A thief—^and how thieves hate the wolves 
we know: 480 

Btomage to theft, dainage to thrift, all’s one I 
The red hand is sworn foe of the black jaw 
Thales only natural, that’s nght enough * 

Eut why the wolf should compliment the 
thi^ 

With shepherd’s title, bark out life in thanks, 
And, sptteless, hek the prong that spits him, 
—eh, 4*1 

Cardinal ? My Abate, scarcely thus ’ 

There, let my sheepskin garb, a curse on’t, 
go— 

I^ve my teeth free if I must show my shag * 
Eepent? What good shall follow? If I 


Twelve hours repenting, will that ftict hold 
fost 

The thirteenth at the homd dozen’s end ? 

If I fidl forthwith at your feet, gnash, tear. 
Foam, rave, to give your itory the due 
grace, 4i8 

W8} that aiisist the engine half way Imck 
Into its hiding-house ?—^boaida, shaking now, 
iBitnie i^inst bone, like some old skeleton bil 
T%tt wants, at winter’s end, to wake and 
prey I 

Will howling put the spectre back to sleep? 
Ah, but I misconceive your olti^ect. Sirs I 
Since I want new life like the creature,—life. 
Being done with here, beguw i* the world 
away i 4w 

I dial) neat have ** Come, mortals, and be 

iiidgedr 

^Tliire’s but a mhiixle betn^t this and: 

Ihent 

t illifidb, be Sony dfice it miires my soul 1 
^ dud) save it, dnee im lies assist! 

|r ^ you, whatever you ji^yle 

Tw^ ^ 


Come, one good gmpide, I with all the 
world 1 an 

Dying in cold blood is the desperate UnOg $ 

I The angry heart explodes, bears off in blare 
I The indignant soul, and I’m combustion-npe<« 

I Why, you intend to do your worst with me t 
I That’s in your eyes ! You dare no more than 
s death. 

And mean no less. I must make up my 
mind. m 

So Pietro,—when I chased him here and there, 
Morsel by morsel cut away the life 
I kmthed,—cried for just respite to confess 
And save his soul much respite did I grant I 
Why grant me respite who deserve my 
doom? 47S 

Me—who engaged to play a pnxe, fight you, 
Knowing your arms, and foil you, tnck for 
tnck. 

At rapier fence, your match and, maybe, 
more. 

I knew tliat if I chose sin certain sms, 

Solace my lusts out of the regular way m 
Prescribed me, I should find you in the path, 
Have to try skill with a redoubted foe; 

You would lunge, I would parry, and make 
end 

At last, occasion of a murder aimes * 

We cross blades, I, for all my brag, breab 
guard, m 

And in goes the cold iron at my breast, 

Out at my liack, and end is made of me. 

You stand confessed the adroiter swordsman, 
—ay, 

But on your triumph you increase, ft seems, 
Want more of me thiui lying fiat on fiice: 

1 oi^ht to raise my ruined head, allege mt 
Not simply I pushed worse blade o’ the 
pair. 

But my antagonist dispensed with steel! 
There was no passage of arms, you looked 
me low, 

With brow and eye abolished cut and thiusl 
Nor luwd die vulgar weapon 1 This dmnee 
icnitc^ #1 

This ineideiita) hurt, this sort of holt 
Tfhtheailtofxoe? I stumped, got it so I 
F4} m W fword a*a btix^ar inay I 


GUIDO 


Youtself fMro8cril)e stK^ he^bthen toels, wad 

mist 800 

To the naked virtue i it was virtue stood 
Unarmed and awed tnc,—on my brow there 
burned 

Crime out so plainly intolerably red, 

That I was fein to cry —** Down to the du<it 
With me, and bury there brow, brand and 
all!” «i5 

Law had essayed the adventure,—what’s 
Law? 

Morality exposed the Gorgon shield ! | 

Morality and Religion conquer me. | 

If Law sufficed would you come here, entreat 
I supplement law, and confess forsooth ? sio 
I>id not the Trial show things plain enough ? 
** Ah, Imt a word of the man’s very self 
“Would somehow put the keystone in Us 
place 

“And crown the arch!” Then take the 
word you want 1 

1 say that, long ago, when things began, wa 
All the world made agreement, such and 
such 

Were pleasure-giving profit4>eanng acts, 

But henceforth extra-I^l, nor to be: 

You must not kill the man whose death 
would please 

And profit you, unless his life stop yours sao 
Plainly, and need so be put aside ; 

(Jet the thing by a public course, by law, 
Only no private bkxxished as of old ! 

All of us, for the good of every one, 
Renounced such licence and conformed to 
law: »» 

Who breaks law, l>reaks pact therefore, helps 
himself 

To pleasure and profit over and alaive the 
due, 

And must pay kirfelt,—pain beyond his share: 
For, pleasure being the sole good in the 
world, sai 

Anyone’s pleasure turns to somame’s pain, 
So, law must watch everyone,-Hsay we, 

Wk) call things wicked that give too much 

Joy, 

Aad nicknanK mofc reprisal, envy makes, 


Puniduiient s qtrite i^t! thus the tvorld 
goes round. 

1, being well aware such pact there was, iw 
I, in my time who found advantage come 
Of law’s observance and crime’s penalty,— 
Who, but for wholesome fear law bred fn 
fncnds, 

Had doubtless given example long ago, 
Furnished forth some friend’s pleasure with 
my pain, sio 

And, by my death, pieced out his scanty 
life,— 

I could not, for that foolish life of me. 

Help risking law’s infnngement, — I broke 
lK>nd, 

And needs must pay price,—wherefore, here’s 
ni} ht‘ad, $m 

Flung with a flounsh 1 But, repentance too? 
But pure and simple sorrow for law’s breach 
Rather than blunderer’s-meptitiide ? 

Cardinal, no ! Alxile, scarcely thus ! 

Tis the fault, not that I dared try a fell 
With Law and straightway am found under¬ 
most, «p» 

But that I failed to see, above man’s law, 
(lod’s precept you, the Christians, recogniic? 
Colly my cow ! Don’t fidget. Cardinal! 
Aliatc, crovs your lireast and count your beadis 
And exorcize the dev il, for here he stands 
.Vnd stiffens in the liristly nape of neck, ibs 
I fenng you dnve him hence ! You, Christians 
both? 

I say, if ever was such feith at all 
B<»rn in the world, by your community 
Suffered to live its Kttle tick of time, MO 
*Tis dead of age, now, ludicrously dead; 
Honour its ashes, if you be discreet, 

In epitaj^ only 1 For, concede its death, 
Allow extinction, you may boast unchecked 
What feats the thing did in a crary land m 
At a fabulous epodi,-—treat yt>ur fiiith, that 
way, 

Just as you treat your relics; “ Here’s a shred 
“ Of saintly flesh, a scrap of Hessed bone, 

“ Raised Kmg Cofff&etua, who was dead, to 
life m 

“ In Mesopotamy twelve centuries since, 

“ Such was its vktueP^^wangs the Sacnstani 




•d|ir]iiip*liox upt witlh ^liaadb Hke 

Tyy'-iaet " 

Jgout ia ewtry ^ngcr }dnt: 

lie bethink him to reduce one knob, 
ilHay one twinge by touching what he vaunts ? 1 
Ithinkhehalfuncrookshsttocatchfee, m\ 
But, for the grace, the quality of cure,— I 

Copheitta was the nmn put that to proof! 

Hot otherwise, your £iith is brined and 
,, shown 

^And shamed at once: you banter while you 
bow! ftso 

jDo you dispute this ? Come, a monster-; 
lai^h, 

A madman^s laugh, allowed his Carnival ' 
XjLter ten days than when all Rome, hut he, 
laughed at the candle-contest: mine’s alight, 
’Tis just it sputter till the pufl o’ the Pojse «» 
End it to-morrow and the world turn Ash. 
Come, thus I wave a wand and bring to pass 
In a moment, in the twinkle of an eye. 

What but that—feigning everywhere grows 
&ct, 

jProlessors turn possessors, realize we 

The hiith they play with as a ^cy now. 

And bid it operate, have full effect 
On every circumstance of life, to-day. 

In Roine,~*iaith’s flow set firee at fountain¬ 
head ! 

How, you’ll own, at this present, when I 
speak, m 

Before I work the wonder, there’s no malfp 
Woman m child in Rome, faith’s fountain¬ 
head. 

But mighl, if each were minded, realise 
Convetsely unbelief, fliith’s opposite— 

Set it to work on life unflmehingly, am 

!^et i^ve no symptom of an ^tward change; 
Why should things change because men dis- 
''/v,,,, belieiee 

What’s incompatible, in the whited tomb, 
y Whh bones and f o^enness one inch below ? 

, fKlMSt (isintly act is done in iome to-day m 
be prompted by the devib--i-*< is ” 
'been, ind again may; 

A l|# f tjiw flioe o’ the amim. . 



liOpk in youe own heart, if your soul baiwe 
eyes! «iS 

You j^l see reason why, though feith were 
fled, 

UnWief still might work the wires and move 
Man, the machine, to play a faithful part 
Preside your college, Cardinal, in your cape, 
Or,—having got above his head, grown 
Pope,— «i« 

Abate, gird your loins and wash my feet I 
Do you suppose I am at loss at all 
Why you crook, why you cringe, why fiast or 
feast ? 

Praise, blame, sit, stand, lie or go !—all of k, 
In each of you, purest unbelief nmy prompt, 
And wit explain to who has eyes to sec. tn 
But, lo, I wave wand, make the false the 
true ! 

Here’s Rome believes in Christianity ! 

What an explosion, how the fragments fly 
Of what was surfiice, mask and make- 
l)elicve! m 

Begin now,—look at this Pope’s-halberdier 
In wasp-like black and yellow foolery ! 

He, doing duty at the corridor, 

Wakes from a muse and stands convinced of 
sin! • . 

Down he flings halterl, leaps the passage- 
length, m 

Pushes into the presence, pantirtgly 
Submits the extreme peril of the case 
To the Pope’s self,—whom m the world 
beside?— 

And the Pope breaks talk with ambassador. 
Bids aside biidiop, wills the whole world 
wait 

Till he secure tlrnt prii»^, outweighs the 
world, 

A soul, relieve the sentry of his qualm! 

His Altitude the Referendary,— 

Robed fighty and ready for the udier’s Word 
To pay rkvoir,—is, of all times, just then 
’Ware of a master-stroke of argument wt 

Will cut the sffloal cord . » « ugh, I 

: 4 '# * Immttf 

Paialyse Molinlsm for emmme I 
Sliui^t he leaves lobby, trundles, two 
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l>oi!^ steps to reach hcii»e> write. If but a 

word 845 

Shall ead the impodence: he leaves who 
likes 

Go pacify the Pope: there’s Christ to serve! 
How otherwise would men display their 
seal? 

If the same sentry had the least surmise 
A powderdjarrel ’neath the jmvement Jay «so 
In Eietghbourhood with what might prove a 
match, 

Meant to blow sky-high Po{>e and presence 
l)oth—' 

Would he not iMreak through courtiers, rank 
and flic, 

llundie up, bear off and save Ixxly so, 

The Pope, no matter for his priceless soul ? 
There’s no freak here, nought to 

soundly swinge, ’ m 

Only a man in cfirnest, you’ll so praise 
And pay and prate aJK>ut, that earth shall 
ring! 

1 lad thought possessed the Referendary 
His jewel-case at home was left ajar, m 

What would he wrong in running, robes 
awry, 

To be beforehand with the pilferer? 

What talk then of indecent haste? Wliich 
means, 

That Ixah these, each in his degree, would 

do 064 

Jttst tliat,—for a comparative nothing’s sake, 
/Vnd thereby gain approval and reward,— 
Which, done for what Christ says is worth 
the world, 

Proemts the dtier airses, cuffs and kicks. 

I call sttch difference ’twixt act and act, 
Sheer lunacy unless your truth on Up m 
Re recegniz^ a He In heart of you ! 

How do you all act, promptly or in doubt. 
When there’s a guest poisoner! at supper- 
time 

And he sits chatting on with spot on cheek ? 

Pluck him by the skirt, and round him in 
the earsi ws 

** ttavts at him hy the beard, warn anyhow! ” 
Good, and thk other friend that’s cheat and 
Ihiel 


And dissolute,—go stop the devil’s feast, 
Withdraw him from the imminent hell-fire 1 
Why, for your life, you dare not tell your 
friend m 

** You lie, and I admonish you for Christ J” 
Who yet dare seek tliat same man at the 
Mass 

To warn him—on his knees, and tinkle* 

near,— 

He left a cask a-tilt, a tap unturned, m 

The Trebl)ian running : what a grateful jump 
Out of the Church rewards your vigilance ! 
Perform that self-same service just a thought 
More maladroitly,—since a bishop sits 
At function !—and he budges not, bites lip,— 
*‘You see my case: how can I quit my 
post ? m 

** He has an eye to any such default. 

“ See to it, neighlK>u% I beseech your love !” 
He and you know the relative worth of 
things, 

What is permissible or inopportune. 

Omtort your hrowrs! You know I speak 
the trutU: m 

Gold is called gold, and dross called dross, i’ 
the Book: 

Gold you let lie ami dross pick up and prize I 
—Despite your muster of some fifty monks 
And nuns a-maundering here and mumping 
there, 

Who could, and on occasion would, spurn 
dross, wo 

Clutch gold, and prove their fiiith a feet so 
far,— 

I grant you I Fifty times the number squeak 
And gibber in the madhouse*—firm of feith, 
This fellow, that his nose supports the mocm; 
The other, that his straw kit crowns him 
Pope; m 

Does that prove all the world outside insane ? 
Do fifty miracle-mongers match the mob 
That acts on the frank fiiithleas principle, 
Bom-Implized-and^ bred Christian-atheists, 
each 

With just as much a right to judge as 
you,— Tie 

t TMk: tlie tinging of the IjcU which de¬ 
notes the eleyalwMJ of lift Host. 






liliifi^ senses ia Ms soul, and nefyes 
F nadt of him as I,—whom, soul and sense, 
feledc and nerve, you abolish {kesently,— 

I being the imit in creation now n4 

Who pay the Maker, in this speech of mine, 
A creature’s duty, spend ray last of breath 
In bearing witness, even by ray worst &ult. 
To the creature’s obligation, absolute, 
Perpetual: my worst fault protests, “The fiiith 
‘^Claims all of me: I would give all she claims, 
^^But for a sjuce of doubt: the risk’s too 
rash: m 

jDouble or quits, I play, but, all or nought, 
“ Exceeds my courage : therefore, I descend 
** To the next fidth with no dubiety— 

Faith in the present life, made last as 
long 756 

“ And prove as foil of pleasure as may hap, 

** Whatever pain it cause the world.” I’m 
wrong? 

I’ve had my life, whate’er I lose: I’m right ? 
Fve got the single good there was to gain. 
Entire fidth, or else complete unl)elief! rso 
Ai^ht fietwecn has my loathing and contempt, 
Mitieand God’s also, doubtless: ask yourself, 
Cardinal, where and how you like a man I 
Why, either with your feet upon his head, 
Cbnfosised your caudatory,^ or, at large, 7» 
The stranger in the crowd who caps to you 
But keeps his distance,—why should he pre- 
aunie? 

Vott want no hanger-on and dropper-off, 

Mow yours, and now not yours l>ut quite his | 
own* m] 

According as the sky looks black or bright, 
lust so I capped to and kept off from foith— 
You promised trudge behincl through fotr and 
foul* ^ 

Yet leave f the lurch at the first spit of rain. 
Who holds to foith whenever min begins ? 

does the fother when Ids son lies dead* 
The merdhant whenhis money-bags take wing, 
pcdiflckn wtiom a rival IHtsli? m 

case, but has its conduct, 'ifoith prescribes : 
obedience that shall ? 
frankly In tlie foce of hdth 

10 your Iraht;’ ^ ' 


And take the natural course,--*this rends Ms 
hair •* na 

Because his cMld is taken to God’s breast, 
That gnashes teeth and raves at loss of trash 
Which rust corrupts and thieves break through 
and steal, 

And this, enabled to inherit earth m 

Through meekness, curses till your Wood 
runs cold I 

Down they all drop to my low level, rest 
Heart upon dungy earth that’s wann and soft, 
And let who please attempt the altitudes. 
Eat:h playing prodigal S4>n of heavenly sire, 
Turning his nose up at the fatted calf, rm 
Fain to fill lielly with the husks, we swine 
Did eat l)y born depravity of taste ! 

Enough of the hypocrites. But you, Sirs, 
you— nu 

I Who never budged from litter where I lay, 

I And Imried snout i’ the draffilxix while I fed, 

I Cried amen to my creed’s one article— 

“Get pleasure, ’sai[)e |min,—give your pre¬ 
ference 

“To the immediate gcxxl, for time is brief, 

“ And death ends gcxxi and ill and everything! 
“ What’s got is gained, what’s gained soon is 
gained twice, m 

“ And,—inasmuch as faith gains most,—-feign 
toh!” 

So did we brother-like {mss word aliout: 

—You, now, — like hltaxly drunkards but 
half-drunk, 

Who fool men yet perceive men find them 
fools,— 7T» 

Vexed that a titter gains the gravest mouth,— 
O’ the sudden you must needs re-introduce 
Solemnity, iftiaight solaer undue mirth 
By a blow dealt me your boon companion 
here m 

Who, uring Ibe old licence, dreamed of harm 
No more than snow in harvest t yet it foils ! 
You dteck the merriment eftectuMly 
By pifoMng)^ur abrupt machine T the nddsi, 
Mining me Home’s example: Wood foe wine) 
The genetttl good needs that you chop and 
^ 'idumge I' . .ffo 

I inay dislike the hocus-pociis,»---Home* 


Gxjtm 


nr 


nt !a^ter*i<wifig people, w<m*t they stare 
t—^whileseriousmUtres sermonize 
** The magistrate, he beareth not the sword 
In vain; who sins may taste its edge, we 
see!” m 

Why my sin, drunkards? Where have I abused 
Liberty, scandalized you all so much ? 

Who called me, who crooked finger till I came, 
Fool that I was, to join companionship ? 

I knew my own mind, meant to live my life, 
Elude your envy, or else make a stand, m 
Take iny own part and sell you my life dear. 
But it was “ Fie 1 No prejudice in the world 
** To the proper manly instinct! Cast your 
lot 

Into our lap, one genius ruled our births, 
“We’ll compass joy liy concert ; take with 
us 8fU 

“ The regular irregular w’ay i’ the wood ; 
“You’ll miss no game through riding breast 
by breast, 

“In this preserve, the Church’s park and pale, 
“Rather than outside where the world lies 
waste! ” m 

Come, if you said not that, did you say this ? 
Ciive plain and terrible warning, “ Live, enjoy? 
“ Such life begins in death and ends m hell! 
“ Dare you bid us ^issist your sins, us priests 
“Who hurry sin and sinners from the 
earlii? wo 

“No such delight for us, why then for you? 
“Leave earth, seek heaven or find its 
opposite I ” 

Had you so warned me, not in lying words 
But veritable deeds with tongues of flame, 
That had been Mr, that might have struck 
a man, sio 

Silenced the squabble between soul and sense, 
Compelled him to make mind up, take one 
course 

Or the other, peradventure!—wrong or right, 
Fooliidt or wise, you would have been at least 
Sincere, no question, — forced me choose, 
indulge 

Or else renounce my instincts, still play wolf 
Or find my way submissive to your fold, 

Be red<ro$sed on my fleece, one sheep the 

mofe^ 


But you as good as bade me wear sheep’s 
wool 

Over wolfs skin, suck blood and hide the 
noise ass 

By mimicry of something like a bleat,— 
Whence it comes that because, despite my 
care, 

Because I smack my tongue too loud for once, 
Drop lja.iing, here’s the village up in arms 1 
Have at the wolfs throat, you who liate the 
breed \ m 

Oh, were it only open yet to choose— 

One little time more—^whether Fd be free 
Your foe, or sulisidized your friend forsooth I 
Should not you get a growl through the 
white fangs 

In answer to your lieckoning ! Cardinal, 
Abate, managers o’ the multitude, m 

Fd turn your gloved hands to account, be 
sure 1 

You should manipulate tlie coarse rough 
mob: 

’Tis you Fd deal directly with, not them,— 
Using your fears: w hy touch the thing myself 
When I could see you hunt, and then cry 
“ Shares! set 

“ Quarter tlie carcase or we quarrel; come, 

“ I Icre’s the world reiidy to see justice done! ” 
Oh, it had l>ecn a desperate game, but game 
Wherein the winner’s chance were worth the 
pains I m 

We’d try conclusions!—at the worst, what 
worse 

Than this Mannaia-machine, each minute’s 
talk 

Helps push an inch the nearer me ? Fool, 
fool I 

You understand me and forgive, sweet Sirs? 
I blame you, tear my hair and tell my 
woe— 8S« 

All’s but a flourish, figure of rhetoric t 
One must try each expedient to save life. 
One makes fools look fooltsher My-foM 
By putting in thehr |:daoe men wise like you, 
To take the Ml force of an argument 8»» 

Would buffet their stolidity in vafru 
If you shoidfl foet aggriei^ by the mere wind 
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O' the blow that tneaiis to mtss you and maul 
them, 

Hiat's my success! Is it not folly, now, 

To say with folk, A plausible defence— 
We see through notwithstanding, and re¬ 
ject?” 861 

Reject the plausible they do, these fools, 
Who never even make pretence to show 
One point beyond its j^ausibility 
In iavour of the best Wief they hold I m 
Saint Somebody-or-other rais^ the dead : ” 
IHd he? How do you come to know as 
much? 

** Know it, what need? ITie story’s plausible. 
Avouched for by a martyrologist, 

And why should good men sup on cheese 
and leeks 8^ 

^‘On such a saint’s day, if there were no 
saint?” 

I praise the wisdom of these fools, and straight 
Teh them my story—“ plaudble, but felse ! ” 
False, to be sure ! What else can story be 
That runs—a young wife tired of an old 
spouse, 875 

Found a priest whom she fled away with,— 
both 

Took their foil pleasure in the two-days’ 
flight, 

Whidi a grey-headed greyer-hearted pair, 
(Whose best boast was, their life had been 
a lie) 

Helped for the love they bore all liars. Oh, 
Here incredulity begins I Indeed ? asi 
Allow then, were no one point strictly true, 
There’s that i’ the tale mi^t seem like truth 
at least 

To the unlucky husband,—jaundiced patch— 
Jealousy maddens people, why not him? aw 
Say, he was maddened, so forgivable! 
Humanity pleads that though tlie wife were 
true. 

The piicst true, ami the pair of liars true, 
They seem fidse to ime man in the 
wmld! 

4 thotiMA gnats make u 
44^ 4f stimulants to wrath m 
at last 


Not i^plkable to the single parts, 

And so draws down a general revenge, m 
Excessive if you take crime, fault by fimlt. 
Jealousy! I have known a score of plays, 
Were listened to and laughed at in my time 
As like the everyday-hfe on all sides, 89» 
Wherein the husband, mad as a March hare, 
Suspected all the world contrived his sliame. 
What did the wife? The wife kissed both 
eyes blind, 

Explained away ambiguous circumstance, 
And while she held him captive by the hand, 
Crowned his head,—^you know what’s the 
mockery,— m 

By half her body behind the curtain. That’s 
Nature now ! That’s the subject of a piece 
I saw in Vallombrosa Convent, made 
Expressly to teach men what mairiage was ! 
But say “Just so did I misapprehend, »i« 
“ Imagine she deceived me to my feice,” 

And that’s pretence tt>o easily seen through! 
All those eyes of all husbands in all plays, 

At stare like one expanded {>eacock-tail, 

Are laughed at for pretending to be keen 
While horn-blind; but the moment I step 
forth— »m 

Oh, I must needs o* the sudden prove a lynx 
I And look the heart, that stone-wall, through 
and through! 

Such an eye, God’s may be,—not yours nor 
mine. 

Yes, presently . . . what hour is fleeting 
now? m 

When you cut earth away from under me, 

I shall be left alone with, pushed lieneath 
Some such an apparitional dread orb 
A® the eye of (iod, since such an eye there 
glares; 

I flmey it go fllling up the void m 

Above my mote-self it devours, or what 
Proves—wrath, immensity wreaks on nothing¬ 
ness. 

Just how I felt once, couching through the 

dark, 

Hard by Viltiano i young I was, and gsyi 
And waniing to trap fleld&urest fiisl » 
Bpaxk m 
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Tipped a benti m a mere dew^globale might 
Any stiff grass*stalk on the meadow,—this 
Grew fiercer, flamed out fiiU, and proved the 
sun. 

What do I want with proverbs, precepts 
here ? »4 

Away with man ! What shall I say to (iod ? 
This, if I find the tongue and keep the mind— 
Thou wij)e out the l)eing of me, and 
smear 

“This soul from ofl Thy white of things, I 
blot! 

“lam one huge and sheer mistake,—whose 
feuk ? 

“ Not mine at least, who did not make my¬ 
self ! m 

Someone declares my wife excused me so ! 
Perhaps she knew what argument to use. 
Grind your teeth, Cardinal; Abate, writhe ! 
^Imt else am I to cry out in ray rage, 

Unable to repent one jxirticlc m 

(P the past? Oh, how I wish some cold 
wise man 

Would dig l)eneath the surface which you 
scrape, 

Heal with the depths, prtmounce on my desert 
Groundeilly ! I want simple sober sense, 
That asks, lieforr it finishes with a dog, ww 
Who taught the dog that trick you hang him 
for? 

You lM>th persist to call that act a crime. 
Which sense would call . . . yes, I maintain 
it, Sirs, . . . 

A blunder I At the worst, I sto<Kl in doulx 
On ^«s-road, UmA one path of many paths: 
It leads to the rctl thing, we all see now, m 
But nolxxiy saw at first: one primrose-patch 
In bank, one singitig-bird in bu.sh, the less, 
Had warned me from such wayfere : let me 
prove t see 

Put me Imck to the cross-rtwi, start afresh! 
Advijie me w-hen I take the first false step! 
Give me my wife: how should I use my wife, 
I^ve her or hate her? Prompt my action 
now ! 

There she is, there she stands alive and pole, 
The thirteen-years’-old child, with milk for 
blood, 


Pompilia Compafiai, as at first, 

Which first is only four Inief years ago I 
1 stand too in the little ground-floor room 
O* the father’s house at Via Vittoria : see 1 
Her so-called mother,—one arm round the 
waist wo 

O’ the child to keep her from the toys, let fell 
At wonder I can live yet look so grim,— 
Ushers her in, with deprecating wave 
Of the other,—and she fronts me loose at last. 
Held only by the mother’s finger-tip, m 
Struck dumb,—for she was white enough 
lx!fore \— 

She eyes me with those brightened bolls of 
black, 

As heifer—the old simile comes pat— 

Eyes tremblingly the altar and the priest. 

The amazed look, all one insuppressive 
prayer,— m 

Might she but breathe, set free as heretofiwe. 
Have this cup leave her lips unblistered, l)ear 
Any cross anywhither anyhow, 

So but alone, so but apart from me I 
You are touched ? So am I, quite otherwise. 
If’tis with pity. I resent my wrong, m 
Iking a man : I only show man's soul 
Through man’s flesh: she sees mine, it strikes 
her thus! 

Is that attractive ? To a youth perhaps— 
CMf-crealure, one-port boy to three-parts girl, 

I To whom it is a flattering novelty wi 

I That he, men use to motion from their path, 
Can thus impose, thus terrify in turn 
A chit whose terror shall be changed apace 
To bliss unbearable when grace and glow, 
Prowess and pride descend the throne and 
touch SM 

Esther in all that pretty tremble, cured 
By the dove o* the sceptre ! But myself am 
old, 

O’ the wane at least, in all things: what do 
you say 

To her who frankly thus confirms my doubt? 
I am post the prime, I scare the woman- 
world, mi 

Donc-with that way: you Hke this piece of 
news? 

A little saucy rose-bud minx cun strike 
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into flie breast of doughty ku^ 
Thoii^h ’twere French Louis,—soul I under' 
^and,— 1005 

Sajdng, by gesture of repugnance, just 
** Sire^ you are regal, puissant and so forth, 
*< But—^young you have been, are not, nor 
will be!” 

In vain the mother nods, winks, bustles up, 
** Count, girls inclme to mature worth like 
you t 1010 

As for Fompiha, what’s flesh, fish, or fowl 
** To one who apprehends no difference, 

“ And would accept you even were you old 
you are . . • youi^sh by her fiither’s 
side? 

‘*Trim but your beard a little, thin your 

1>U^ 1018 

** Of eyebrow; and for presence, portliness, 
** And decent gravity, you beat a boy ! ” 
Deceive yourself one minute, if you may, 

In presence of the child that so loves age. 
Whose neck writhes, cords itself against your 
kiss, 1020 

Whose hand you wring stark, ng^d with 
despair 1 

Well, I resent this; I am young in soul, 

Nor old in body,—thews and sinews here,— 
Though the vile surface be not smooth as 
once,— 

Far beyond that first wheelwork which went 
wrong 

Through the untempered iron ere ’twas proof: 
I am the wrought man worth ten times the 
crude, 

Would woman see w'hat this declines to see, 


To make the devil bread from out my grist, 
Leaps out a spark of mirth, a hellii^ 
toy ? 1040 

Take notice we are lovers in a church, 
Waitmg the sacrament to make us one 
And happy I Just as bid, she bears herself. 
Comes and kneels, nses, speaks, is silent,^— 
goes: 1044 

So have I brought my horse, byword and blow, 
Tostand stock-still and front the fire he dreads. 
How can I other than remember this, 

Resent the very obedience? Gam thereby? 
Yes, I do gain my end and have my will,— 
Thanks to whom ? When the mother speaks 
the word, xoso 

She obeys it—even to enduring me I 
There had been compensation in revolt— 
Revolt’s to quell: but martyrdom rehearsed, 
But predetermined saintship for the sake 
O’ the mother?—“Go!” thought I, “we 
meet again ! ” loss 

Pass the next weeks of dumb contented death, 
She lives,—wakes up, installed in house and 
home, 

Is mine, mine all day-long, all night-long 
mine. 

Good folk begin at me with open mouth 
“ Now, at least, reconcile the child to life I 
“ Study and make her love . . . tliat is, en¬ 
dure 1081 

“ The . , . hem 1 the , , . all of you though 
somewhat old, 

“Till it amount to something, in her eye, 

“ As good as love, better a thousand times,— 
“ Since nature helps the woman in *such 


Beclipes to say “I see,”—the officious word 
That makes the thing, pricks on the soul to 

shoot 1030 

Nw fifsp into the half-used cinder, flesh I 
ti^tefore *tk she begins with wronging me, 
cannot but begin with hating her. 

follows s there she stands again! 
4o I laugh Why, in the very 

WS9 

0 ^ Jaws hf 4eat¥s gigantic skull, do I 

^ sport of my own' 


strait, 1083 

“Makes passiveness her pleasure: fiiiling 
which, 

^^What if you give up boy-and-girl-fools’* 
play 

“And go on to wise fnendship all at once? 

“ Those boys and girls kiss themselves cold* 
you know, 

**Toy themselves tired and slink made full 
soon 

**To Irienddbip, as they name satiety 5 

^^Tbither go you and wait ihdt coming 1"^ 
nmk$, 
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Considerate advisers,—but, feir play! 

Had you and I, friends, started fair at first, 
We, keeping fair, might reach it, neck by 
neck, 1070 

This blessed goal, whenever fate so please: 
But why am I to miss the daisied mile 
The course begins with, why obtain the 
dust 

Of the end precisely at the starting-point ? 
Why quaff life’s cup blown fiee of all the 
beads, loso 

The bright red froth wherein our beard should 
steep 

Before our mouth essay the black o’ the wine? 
Foolish, the love-fit ? Let me prove it such 
Like you, before like you I puff things clear! 
*‘The best’s to come, no rapture but con¬ 
tent ! 1085 

‘^Not love’s first glory but a sober glow, 

** Not a spontaneous outburst in pure boon, ! 
“So much as, gained by patience, care and 
toil, 

“ Proper appreciation and esteem I ” 

Go preach tliat to your nephews, not to me 
Who, tired i’ the midway of my life, would 
stop 1001 

And take my first refreshment, pluck a rose: j 
What’s this coarse woolly hip, v, orn smooth | 
of leafi I 

You counsel I go plant in garden-plot, | 
Water with tears, manure with sweat and 

blood, 1095 

In confidence the seed shall germinate 
And, for its very best, some far-off day, 

Grow big, and blow me out a dog-rose bell? 
Why must your nephews begin breathing spice 
0* the hundred-petalled Provence prodigy? 
Nay, more and worse,—would such my root 
bear rose— iioi | 

Provt really flower and favourite, not the kind 
Tbai*$ qiteen, but those three leaves that 
make one cup 

And hold the hedge-bird’s brcakfiist,—then 
indeed 

The |Mrkc though poor would pay the care 
tdl 1 

Expect we Nature tlmt makes least as most, 
l&itnllous in ButtMsbud, 


Bit through and burned black by the tempter’s 
tooth, 

This bloom whose best grace was the slug 
outside 

And the wasp inside its bosom,—call you 
“rose”? mo 

Claim no immunity from a weed’s fate 
For the horrible present 1 What you call my 
wife 

I call a nullity in female shape, 

Vapid disgust, soon to be pungent plague, 
When mixed with, made confusion and a 
curse 1115 

By two abominable nondescripts, 

That father and that mother : think you see 
The dreadful bronze our boast, we Aretines, 
The Etruscan monster, the three-headed thing, 
BcUcrophon’s foe ! How name you the whole 
beast ? 1190 

You chcK)se to name the body from one head, 
That of the simple kid which droops the eye. 
Hangs the neck and dies tenderly enough: 

I rather see the gnesly lion l>elch 
Flame out* i’ the midst, the serpent writhe 
her rings, lias 

Grafted into the common stock for tail, 

And name the brute, Chimsera which I slew ! 
flow was there ever more to be—(concede 
My wife’s insipid harmless nullity)— 
Dissociation from that pair of plagues— iiao 
That mother with her cunning and her cant— 
The eyes with first their twinkle of conceit, 
Then, dropped to earth in mock-demureness, 

—now, 

The smile self-satisfied from ear to ear, 

Now, the prim pursed-up mouth’s protruded 
lips, im 

With deferential duck, slow swing of head, 

I Tempting the sudden fist of man too much,— 
That owl-like screw of lid and rock of ruff 1 
As for the father,—Cardinal, you know, im 
The kind of idiot I—such are rife in Rome, 
But they wear velvet commonly; good fools. 
At the end of life, to furnish forth young folk 
Who grin and bear with imbecility: 

Since the stalled ass, the joker, sheds from jaw 
Com, in the joke, for those who kugh or 
Siam* ^ 
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But what say we to the same solemn lieast 
Wagging his ears and wishful of our pat, 
When turned, with holes in hide and bones 
laid bare, 

To forage for himself i’ the waste o’ the world, 
Sir Dignity i’ the dumps? Pat him? We 
drub 1150 

Self-knowledge, rather, into frowzy pate, 
Teach Pietro to get trappings or go hang ! 
Fancy this quondam oracle in vogue 
At Via Vittoria, this personified 
Authority when time was,—Pantaloon 1155 

Flaunting his tom-fool tawdry just the same 
As if Ash-Wednesday were mid-Camival! 
That’s the extreme and unforgivable 
Of sins, as I account such. Have you stooped 
For your own ends to bestially yourself iioo 
By ftattery of a fellow of this stamp ? 

The ends obtained or else shown out of reach, 
He goes on, takes the flattery for pure truth,— 
“ You love, and honour me, of course : what 
next?” U64 

What, but the trifle of the stabbing, friend ?— 
Which taught you how one worships when 
the shrine 

Has lost the relic that we bent before. 

Angry! And how could I be otherwise ? 
’Tis plain ; this pair of old pretentious fools 
Meant to fool me; it happens, I fooled them. 
Why could not these who sought to buy and sell 
Me,—when they. found themselves were 
bought and sold, ntH 

Makeup their mind to the proved rule of right. 
Be chattel and not chapman any more ? 
Miscalculation has its consequence ; im 

But when the shepherd crooks a sheep-like 
thing 

And meaning to get wool, dislodges fleece 
And finds the veritable wolf beneath, 

(How that staunch image serves at every turn!) 
Does he, by way of being politic, iwo 

the first whisker grimly visible? 

Or lathar grow in a trice all gratitude, 
jtoteet iMs sort-of-what-one-might-name 
she^p 

bi4 otbar eurJy-eoated kind, 

if so it deign, 

mm 


Ay, thus, with chattering teeth and knocking 
knees, 

Would wisdom treat the adventure! these, 
forsooth, 

Tried whisker-plucking, and so found what 
trap iiso 

The whisker kept perdue, two rows of teeth— 
Sharp, as too late the prying fingers felt. 
What would you have ? The fools transgress, 
the fools 

Forthwith receive appropriate punishment: 
They first insult me, I return the blow, 
There follows noise enough: four hubbub 
months, iiS3 

Now hue and cry, now whimpering and 
wail— 

A perfect goose-yard cackle of complaint 
Because I do not gild the geese their oats,— 
I have enough of noise, ope wicket wide, 
Sweep out the couple to go whine elsewhere, 
Frightened a little, hurt in no respect, n»i 
And am just taking thought to breathe again. 
Taste the sweet sudden silence all about. 
When, there they raise it, the old noise I know, 
At Rome i’ the distance! “What, begun 

once more ? laoe 

“ Whine on, wail ever, *tis the loser’s right! ” 
But eh, what sort of voice grows on the wind ? 
Triumph it sounds and no complaint at ail I 
And triumph it is. My boost was premature: 
The creatures, I turned forth, clapped wing 

^ and crew im 

Fighting-cock-feishion,—they had filched a 
pearl 

From dung-heap, and might boast with cause 
enough ! 

I was defirauded of all bargained for; 

You know, the Pope knows, not a soul but 
knows 1314 

My dowry was derision, my gain—muck, 

My wife, (the Church declared my fles^ and 
blood) 

The nameless bastard of a common whor^ t 
My old name turned henceforth to • . . shall 
I say 

that received the ordure in bis fiwe?” 
Atidtbey wlm pkimed this wrong, 

thiswtongy M 
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An4 then revealed this wrong to the wide 
world, 

Rounded myself in the ears with my own 
wrong,— 

Why, these were (note hell’s lucky malice, 
now!) 

These were just they who, they alone, could 
act 

And publish and proclaim their infamy, 1225 
Secure that men would in a breath believe 
Compassionate and pardon them,—for why ? 
They plainly were too stupid to invent, 

Too simple to distinguish wrong from right,— 
Inconscious agents they, the silly-sooth, laao 
Of heaven’s retributive justice on the strong 
Proud cunning violent oppressor—me ! 
Follow them to their fate and help your 
best, 

You Rome, Arezzo, foes called friends of me, 
They gave the good long laugh to, at my 

cost ! 1236 

Defray your share o’ the cost, since you par¬ 
took 

The entertainment! Do! —assured the while, 
That not one slab, I dealt to right and left, 
But went the deeper for a fancy—this— 

That each might do me two-fold service, 
find 1340 

A friend’s face at the bottom of each wound, 
And scratch its smirk a little ! 

Panciatichi! 

There’s a report at Florence,—is it true?— 
That when your relative the Cardinal im 

Built, only the other day, that barrack-bulk, 
The palace in Via Larga, someone picked 
From out the street a saucy quip enough 
That fell there from its day’s flight through 
the town, 

About the fiat front and the windows wide 
And bulging heap of cornice,—hitched the 
joke 1381 

Into a sonnet, signed his name thereto, 

And forthwith pinned on post the pleasantry: 
For which he’s at the galleys, rowing now 
Up to his waist in water,—just because 1353 
JPimiaiic and tj^mphatic rhymed so pat 1 
I hdpe, Sir, those who pass^ this joke bn me 
Weare not unduly punished ? What say you, 




Prince of the Church, my patron? Nay, 
indeed, i 2 se 

I shall not dare insult your wits so much 
As think this problem difficult to solve. 

This Pietro and Violante then, I say, 

These two ambiguous insects, changing name 
And nature with the season’s warmth or 
chill,— 

Now, grovelled, grubbing toiling moiling 
ants, 1265 

A very synonym of thrift and peace,— 

Anon, with lusty June to prick their heart, 
Soared i’ the air, winged flies for more offence, 
Circled me, buzzed me deaf and stung me 
blind, 

And stunk me dead with fetor in the frice 
Until I stopped the nuisance: there’s my 
crime! 1271 

Pity I did not suffer them subside 
Into some further shape and final fonn 
Of execrable life ? My masters, no I 
I, by one blow, wisely cut short at once 1275 
Them and their transformations of disgust, 

In the snug little Villa out of hand. 

‘‘Grant me confession, give bare time for 
that! ”— 

Shouted the sinner till his mouth was stopped. 
His life confessed!—that was enough for 
me, 1280 

Who came to see that he did penance. ’S 
death 1 

Here’s a coil raised, a pother and for what? 
Because strength, being provoked by weak¬ 
ness, fought 

And conauered,—the world never heard the 
like f 1884 

Pah, how I spend my breath on them, as if 
’Twas their fete troubled me, too hard to range 
Among the right and fit and proper things t 

Ay, but Pompilia,— I await your word,— 
She, unimpeached of crime, unimplicate , 

In folly, one of alien blood to these is&o 
I punish, why extend my claim, exact 
Her portion of the penalty ? Yes, friends, 

I go too fest: the orator’s at feuit: 

Yes, ere 1 lay her, with your leave, by them 
As she was laid at San Lorens late, 

J 
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1to stop bsbCicA lead you by degrees, 
Ee<50imtmg at each step some firesh oflence, 
Up to the red bed,—^never fear, I will! ms 
Gaze at her, where I place her, to begin, 
Conlbund me with her gentleness and worth I 
The horrible pair have fled and left her now, 
She has her husband for her sole concern ; 
His wife, the woman fashioned for his help, 
Flesh of his flesh, bone of his bone, the bride 
To groom as is the Church and Spouse to 
Christ: laos 

There she stands in his presence: ‘*Thy 
desire 

Shall be to the husband, o’er thee shall he 
rule! ” 

Pompilia, who declare that you love God, 
** You know w’ho said that: then, desire my 
love, 

** Yield me contentment and be ruled aright!” 
She sits np, she lies down, she comes and 
goes, nil 

Kneels at the couch-side, overleans the sill 
O’ the window, cold and pale and mute as 
stone. 

Strong as stone also. “Well, are they not 
fled? 

“ Am I not left, am I not one for all ? mo 
“ Speak a word, drop a tear, detach a glance, 
** Bless me or curse me of your own accord 1 
** Is it the ceiling only wants your soul, 

worth your eyes?” And then the eyes 
descend, 

And do look at me. Is it at the meal ? isiMi 
“ Speak 1 ” she obeys, “ Be silent ! ” she obeys, j 
Counting the minutes till I cry “ Depart,” 

As brood-Hrd when you saunter pastlicr eggs. 
Departs she ? just the same through door and 
wall 

I see the same stone strength of white 
despair. 1326 

And all this will be never otherwise ! 

Beftire, the parents’ presence lent her life; 
flbe could play off her sex’s armoury, 
iptreat, reproach, be female to my male, 

41 ishrieking doubles of the hare, 

to the Commissary, bid mi 
hold my hands and stop my 


And yield Mx sport so: but the tactics change, 
The hare stands stock-still to enrage the 
hound 1 

Since that day when she learned she was no 
child 188^ 

Of those she thought her parents,—that their 
trick 

Had tricked me whom she thought sole 
tnekster late,— 

Why, I suppose she said within herself 
“Then, no more struggle for my parents’ 
sake ! 

“ And, for my own sake, why needs struggle 
be ? ” 1S40 

But is there no third party to the pact ? 

What of her husband’s relish or dislike 
For this new game of giving up the game, 
This worst offence of not offending more ? 

I’ll not believe but instinct wrought in this, 
Set her on to conceive and execute i»M 

The preferable plague: how sure they prolie— 
These jades, the sensitivest soft of man I 
The long black hair was wound now in a wisp, 
Crowned sorrow belter than the wild web 
late: isoo 

No more soiled dress, ’tis trimness triumphs 

now, 

For how should malice go with negligence ? 
The frayed silk looked the fresher for her 
spite I 

There was an end to springing out of bed, 
Praying me, with ftice buried on my feet, 

^Be hindered of my pastime,—so an end im 
To my rejoinder, “ What, on the ground at 
last? 

“Vanquished in fight, a supplicant for life? 
“What if I raise you? ’Ware the casting 
down 

“ When next you fight me 1 ” Then, she lay 
there, mine; tm 

Now, mine she is if I please wring her 
neck,— 

A moment of disquiet, working eyes, 
Protruding tongue, a longsigh, thennomorc,— 
As if one kHled the horse one could not ride I 
Had I enjoined “Cut off the hairwhy* 
«nap m 

Ute sdssoia, and at mce a yard or so 
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Ha4 fluttered m bkck serpents to the floor: 
But till I did enjoin it, how she combs, 
Uncurls and draws out to the complete length, 
Plaits, places the insulting rope on head 1370 
To be an eyesore past dishevelment! 

Is all done ? Then sit still again and stare ! 

I advise—^no one think to bear that look 
Of steady wrong, endured as steadily 
—Through what sustainment of deluding 
hope ? 1376 

Who is the friend i’ the background that notes 
all? 

Who may come presently and close accounts ? 
This self-possession to the uttermost, 

How does it differ in aught, save degree, 
From the terrible patience of God ? isao 
All which just means, 
“ She tlid not love you ! ” Again the word 
is launched 

And the fact fronts me ! What, you try the 
wards 

With the true key and the dead lock flics ope ? 
No, it sticks fast and leaves you fumbling 

still ! 1386 

You have some fifty servants, Cardinal,— 
Which of them loves you ? Which sulx>rdinale 
But makes parade of such officiousncss 
That,—if there’s no love prompts it,—love, 
the sham, i38» 

Does twice the service done by love, the true ? 
God bless us liars, where’s one touch of truth 
In what we tell the world, or world tells us, 
Of how we love each other ? All the same, 
We calculate on word and deed, nor err,— 
Bid such a man do such a loving act, im 

Sure of effect and negligent of cause, 

Just as we bid a horse, with cluck of tongue, 
Stretch his legs arch-wise, crouch his saddled 

back 1898 

To foot*reach of the stirrup—all for love, 
And some for memory of the smart of switch 
On the inside of the foreleg—what care we ? 
Yet where’s the bond obliges horse to man 
Like that which binds kst wife to husband ? 
God 

Laid down the law: gave man the brawny arm 
And ball of fist—woman the beardless cheek 
And proper place to suffer in the side: i406 




Since it is he can strike, let her obey I 
Can she feel no love ? Let her show the more, 
Sham the worse, damn herself praiseworthily! 
Who’s that soprano, Rome went mad about 
I^t week while I lay rotting in my straw ? 
The very jailer gossiped in his praise— 1419 

How,—dressed up like Armida, though aman; 
And painted to look pretty, though a fright,— 
I le still made love so that the ladies swooned. 
Being an eunuch. “Ah, Rinaldo mine 1 i4i« 
“ But to breathe by thee while Jove slays us 
both!” 

All the poor bloodless creature never felt, 
StydOf ;y, squeak and squall—for what? 

Two gold zecchmes^ the evening. Here’s 
my slave, 1430 

Whose body and soul depend upon my nod, 
Can’t falter out the first note in the scale 
Por her life ! Why blame me if I take the 
life ? 

All women cannot give men love, forsooth ! 
No, nor all pullets lay the henwife eggs— 
Whereat she bids them remedy the ftiult, was 
Brood on a chalk-ball: soon the nest is 
stocked— 

Otherwise, to the plucking and the spit! 

This wife of mine was of another mood— 
Would not begin the lie that ends with 
truth, 1430 

Nor feign the love that brings real love about: 
Wherefore I judged, sentenced and punished 
her. 

But why particularize, defend the deed ? 

Say that I hated her for no one cause i4S4 
Beyond my pleasure so to do,—what then ? 
Just on as much incitement acts the world, 
All of you I Look and hke ! You fiivour 
one, 

Browbeat another, leave alone a third,— 
Why should you master natural caprice ? 
Pure nature ! Try : plant elm by ash in file; 
Both unexceptionable trees enough, im 
They ought to overlean each other, pair 
At top, and arch across the avenue 
The whole path to the pleasaunce; do they 
so— 

1 ZeccAm^s: a gold coin worth about ten 
shillings. 
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Or loatlie, lie off abhorrent each from each? 
lay the fahlt elsewhere: since we must have 

hmltS, 1416 

Mine shall have been,—seeing there’s ill in 
the end 

Come of my course,—that I fere somehow 
worse 

For the way I took; my feult . , . as God’s 
my judge, i44» 

I see not where my feult lies, that’s the truth! 
I ought • . . oh, ought in my own interest 
Have let the whole adventure go untried, 
This chance by marriage: or else, trying it. 
Ought to have turned it to account, some one 
O’ the hundred otherwises ? Ay, my friend, 
Easy to say, easy to do: step right i466 
Now you’ve stepped left and stumbled on the 
thing, 

—The red thing! Doubt I any more than you 
That practice makes man perfect ? Give again 
The chance,—same marrk^e and no other 
wife, 1460 

Be sure I’ll edify you ! That’s because 
I’m practised, grown lit guide for Guido’s 
self. 

You proffered guidance,—I know, none so 
well,— 

You laid down law and rolled decorum 

out, 1461 

From pulpit-corner on the gospel-side,— 
Wanted to make your great experience mine, 
Save me the personal search and |>ams so^ 
thanks 1 

Take your word on lifers use ? When I take 

.. 

The muzaled ox that treadeth out the com, 
Gone blind in padding round and round one 
path,— 1470 

As to the taste of green grass in the field ! 
What do you know the world that’s trodden 
ftat 

And salted sterile with your daily dung, 
X^eavened into a lump of losdhsomeness? 
Take your opinion of the modes of life, 147® 
The aims of hfei life’s triumph or defeat, 
How to feel, how to scheme, and how to do 
Qt fea^ undone ? You preached long 


On high-days, ‘‘Take our doctrine uprni 
trust! 

“Into the mill-house with you 1 Grind our 
corn, 1480 

“Relish our chaff, and let the green grass 
grow I ” 

I tried chaff, found I famished on such fare, 
So made this mad nish at the mill-house-door, 
Buried my head up to the ears in dew, 
Browsed on the best; for which you brain 
me, Sirs I 1488 

Be it so. I conceived of life that way, 

And still declare—life, without absolute use 
Of the actual sweet therein, is death, not life. 
Give me,—pay down,—not promise, which 
is air,— i489 

Something that’s out of life and better still. 
Make sure reward, make certain punishment, 
Entice me, scare me,—I’ll forgo this life ; 
Otherwise, no!~the less that words, mere 
wind, 

Would cheat me of some minutes while they 
plague, 

Baulk fulness of revenge here,—blame your¬ 
selves 14IM5 

For this eruption of the pent-up soul 
You prisoned first and played with after¬ 
ward 1 

“ Deny myself” meant simply pleasure you, 
The sacred and superior, save the mark ! 
You,—whose stupidity and insolence I80d 
I must defer to, soothe at every turn,— 
Whose swine-like snuffling greed and grunt¬ 
ing lust 

I had to wink at or help gratify,— 

While the same passions,—dared they perk 
in me. 

Me, the immeasurably marked, by God, luas 
Master of the whole world of such as you,— 
I, boast such passions? ’Twas “Supi^ess 
them straight I 

“Or stay, we’ll pick and choose before destroy. 
“ Here’s wrath in you, a serviceable sword,— 
“ Beat it into a ploughshare I Wliat’s this 
long 18 U> 

Lance-Hke ambition? Forge a pruning- 
hook, 

I May be of service when our vines grow tall f 
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*‘But — sword use swordwise, spear thrust 
out as spear ? 

** Anathema I Suppression is the word ! ” 

My nature, when the outrage was too gross, 
Widened itself an outlet over-wide 1516 
By way of answer, sought its own relief 
With more of £re and brimstone than you 
wished. 

All your own doing: preachers, blame your¬ 
selves I 

Tis I preach while the hour-glass runs and 
runs! 1520 

God keep me patient! All I say just means— 
My wife proved, whether by her fault or 
mine,— 

That’s immaterial,—a true stumbling-block 
I’ the way of me her husband. I but plied 
The hatchet yourselves use to clear a path. 
Was politic, played the game you warrant j 
wins, 1626 I 

Plucked at law’s robe a-rustle through the 
courts, 

Bowed down to kiss divinity’s buckled shoe 
Cushioned i’ the church : efforts all wide the 
aim! 

Procedures to no purpose! Then flashed 
truth. 1530 

The letter kills, the spirit keeps alive 
In law and gospel: there be nods and winks 
Instruct a wise man to assist himself 
In certain matters, nor seek aid at all. 

“Ask money of me,”—quoth the clownish 

saw,— 1636 

“ And take my purse ! But,—speaking with 
respect,— 

“Need you a solace for the troubled nose? 

“ Let everybody wipe his own himself!” 

Sirs, tell me free and fair ! Had things gone 

well 1539 

At the wayside inn: had I surprised asleep 
The runaways, as was so proliable, 

And pinned them each to other partridge- 
wise, 

Through back and breast to breast and back, 
fhen Imde 1543 

Bystanders witness if the spit, my sword, 
Were loaded with unlawfril game for once-— 


Would you have interposed to damp the glow 
Applauding me on every husband’s cheek ? 
Would you have checked the cry “A judg¬ 
ment, see! 

“ A warning, note ! Be henceforth chaste, 
ye wives, 

“Nor stray beyond your proper precinct, 
priests! ” 1560 

If you had, then your house against itself 
Divides, nor stands your kingdom any more. 
Oh why, why was it not ordained just so? 
Why fell not things out so nor otherwise ? 
Ask that particular devil whose task it is 
To trip the all-but-at perfection,—slur 1866 

The line of the painter just where paint 
leaves off 

And life begins,—put ice into the ode 
O’ the poet while he cries “Next stanza— 
fire ! ” 

Inscribe all human effort with one word, iseo 
Artistry’s haunting curse, the Incomplete ! 

: Being incomplete, my act escaped success. 

I Easy to blame now ! Every fool can swear 
i To hole in net that held and slipped the 

fish. 1364 

But, treat my act with fair unjaundiced eye, 
What was there wanting to a masterpiece 
Except the luck that lies beyond a man ? 

I My way with the woman, now proved grossly 
wrong, 

Just missed of being gravely grandly right 
And making mouths laugh on the other 
side. 1670 

Do, for the poor obstnicted artist’s sake, 

Go with him over that spoiled work once 
more! 

Take only its first flower, the ended act 
Now in the dusty pod, dry and defunct! 

I march to the Villa, and my men with me, 
That evening, and we reach the door and 
stand. 1676 

I say ... no, it shoots through me light¬ 
ning-like 

While I pause, breathe, my hand upon the 
latch, 

“Let me forebode! Thus fiwr, too much 
success: 

“ I want the natural Mure—^find it where ? 
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** Wbich tliread will have to break and leave 

a loop 1581 

P the meshy combination, my brain’s loom 

’^Qve this long while, and now next minute 
tests? 

“ Of three that are to catch, two should go 
free, 

One must: all three surprised,—impossible! 

Beside, I seek three and may chance on 
six,— 1686 

**This neighbour, t’other gossip,—the babe’s 
birth 

“ Brings such to fireside, and folks give them 
wine,— 

’Tis late: but when I break in presently 
“ One will be found outlingering the rest leso 

For promise of a posset,—one whose shout 
** Would raise the dead down in the cata¬ 
combs, 

*‘Much more the city-watch that goes its 
round. 

When did I ever turn adroitly up 
** To sun some brick embedded in the soil, 

“ And with one blow crush all three scorpions 
there ? im 

** Or Pietro or Violante shambles off— 

It cannot be but I surprise my wife— 

If only she is stopped and stamped on, good! 
**That shall sufEce: more is improbable. 
“Now I may knock 1” And this once for 
my sake leoi 

The impossible was effected: I called kiagj^ 
Queen and knave in a sequence, and cards 
came, 

All three, three only! So, I had my way, 
IHd my deed: so, unbrokenly lay bare im 
Each t^nia ^ that had sucked me dry of juice, 
At last outride me, not an inch of ring 

now to writhe about and root itself I 
V the heart all powerless for revenge I Hence¬ 
forth 

I tmght thrive: these were drawn and dead j 
and damned* i6io 

Qh CS^dinal, the deep long sigh you heave 
, tfee load’s off you, ringing as it runs 
JMlIhe dmm the serpent^stair to hell 1 

4 atapo^worm. 


No doubt the fine delirium flustered me, ism 
T urned my brain with the influx of success 
As if the sole need now were to wave wand 
And find doors fly wide,—v/ish and have my 
I will,— 

The rest o’ the scheme would care for itself: 
escape 

Easy enough were that, and jxx)r beside I 
It all but proved so,—ought to quite have 
proved, leao 

Since, half the chances had sufficed, set free 
Anyone, with his senses at command. 

From thrice the danger of my flight. But, 
drunk, 

Redundantly triumphant,—some reverse tm 
Was sure to follow ! There’s no other way 
Accounts for such prompt perfect failure then 
And there on the instant. Any day o’ the 
week, 

A ducat slid discreetly into palm 
O’ the mute post-master, while you whisper 
him— 

How you the Count and certain four your 
knaves, isso 

Have just been mauling who was malapert. 
Suspect the kindred may prove troublesome, 
Therefore, want horses in a hurry,—that 
And nothing more secures you any day i<04 
The pick o’ the stable 1 Yet I try the trick, 
Double the bribe, call myself Duke for Count, 
And say the dead man only was a Jew, 

And for my pains find I am dealing just 
With the one scrupulous fellow in all Rome— 
Just this immaculate official stares, IM) 
Sees I want hat on head and sword in slieath, 
Am splashed with other sort of wet than wine, 
Shrugs shoulder, puts my hand by, gold and 
all, 

Stands on the strictness of the rule o’ the roadl 
“Where’s the Permission?” Where’s the 
wretched rag im 

With the due seal and sign of Rome’s Police, 
To be had for asking, half-an-hour ago? 

“ Gone ? Get another, or no horses hence i ^ 
He dares not stop me, we five glare too grim, 
But hinders,—hacks and hamstrii^ sure 
enough, 

Gives me some twenty miles of mky road 
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More to march in the middle of that night j 
Whereofthe rough beginning taxed the strength | 
the youngsters, much more mine, both soul | 
and desh, khm 

Who had to think as well as act: dead-beat, 
We gave in ere wc reached the boundary 
And safe spot out of this irrational Rome,— 
Where, on dismounting from our steeds next 
day, 

We had snapped our fingers at you, safe and 
sound, 

Tuscans once more in blessed Tuscany, im 
Where la^^s make wise allowance, understand 
Civilized life and do its champions right! 
Witness the sentence of the Rota there, 
Arezzo uttered, the Granduke confirmed, 

One week before I acted on its hint,— im 
Giving friend Guillichini, for his love, 

The galleys, and my wife your saint, Romeos 
saint,— 

Rome manufiicturcs saints enough to know,— 
Seclusion at the Stinebe for her life. 

All this, that all but was, might all have been, 
Yet was not! baulked by just a scrupulous 
knave i«7i 

Whose palm was horn through handling 
horses' hoofs 

And could not close upon my proffered gold ! 
What say you to the spite of fortune ? Well, 
The worst’s in store: thus hindered, haled 
this way isrs 

To Rome again by hangdogs, whom find I 
Here, still to fight With, but my pale fiml 
wife? 

—Riddled with wounds by one not like to 
waste 

The blows he dealt,—^knowing anatomy,— 

(I think I told you) bound to pick and choose 
The vital parts ! ’Twas learning all in vain ! 
She too must shimmer through the gloom o’ 
the grave, im 

Come and confront me—not at judgment-seat 
Where I could twist her soul, as erst her flesh, 
And turn her truth into a lie,—but there, 

O’ the death-bed, with God’s hand between 
Its both, 1886 

Striking me dumb, and helping her to speak, 
Tell her own story her own way, and turn 
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My plausibility to nothingness I im 

Four whole days did Pompilia keep alive, 
With the best surgery of Rome agape 
At the miracle,—this cut, the other slash, 
And yet the life refusing to dislodge, 

Four whole extravagant impossible days, 

Till she had time to finish and persuade i«05 
Every man, every woman, every child 
In Rome, of what she would: the selfsame 
she 

Who, but a year ago, had wrung her hands. 
Reddened her eyes and beat her breasts, re* 
hearsed 

The whole game at Arezzo, nor availed im 
Thereby to move one heart or raise one 
hand ! 

When destiny intends you cards like these, 
What good of skill and preconcerted play ? 
Had she been found dead, as I left her dead, 
I should have told a tale brooked no reply; 
You scarcely will suppose me found at feult 
With that advantage I “ What brings me to 
Rome ? iw 

Necessity to claim and take my wife: 

“ Better, to claim and take my new-bom 
babe,— 

“ Strong in paternity a fortnight old, mo 

** Wlien 'lis at strongest: warily I work, 

“ Knowing the machinations of my foe ; 

** I have companionship and use the night: 

** I seek my wife and child,—I find—no child 
** But wife, in the embraces of that priest 
Who caused her to elope from me. These 
two, tm 

** Backed by the pander-pair who watch the 
while, 

** Spring on me like so many tiger-cats, 
“Glad of the chance to end the intruder. 

“ What should I do but stand on my defence, 
“ Strike right, strike left, strike thick and 
threefold, slay, im 

“ Not all—because the coward priest escapes. 

I “ Last, I escape, in fear of evil tongues, 

“ And having had my taste of Roman law.’* 
What’s disputable, refutable here?— im 
Save by just this one ghost-thing half on earth, 

I Half out of it,—as if she held God’s hand 



THE RIHG AKB THE BOOK 




^ leant back and looked her last at 
me| m 

Forgiving me (here monks begin to weep) 
Oh, from h«r very soul, commending mine 
To heavenly mercies which are infinite,— 
While fixing fast my head beneath your knife! 
*Tis fate not fortune. All is of a piece! 
When was it chance informed me of my 
youths ? 17S4 

My rustic four o’ the family, soft swains. 
What sweet surprise had they in store for me, 
Those of my very household,—what did Law 
Twist with her rack-and-cord-contrivance late 
From out their bones and marrow? What 
but this— 1789 

Had no one of these several stumbling-blocks 
Stopped me, they yet were cherishing a scheme. 
All of their honest country hmnespun wit, 

To quietly next day at crow of cock 
Cut my own throat too, for their own behoof, 
Seeing I had forgot to clear accounts i74» 
O* the instant, nowise slackened speed for 
that,— 

And somehow never might find memory, 
Once safe hack in Arezro, where things change. 
And a court-lord needs mind no country lout. 
Well, bdng the arch-offender, I die last,— 
May, ere my head falls, have my eyesight free, 
Nor miss litem dangling high on either hand, 
like scarecrows in a hemp-field, for their 
pains 1 17^ 

And then my Trial,—^^tis my Trial that bites 
like A corrosive, so the car^ are packed, 
Dice loaded, and my life-stake tricked away ! 
Look at my lawyers, lacked they grace of law, 
Latin or lo^c? Were not they fools to the 

h^ht, 1758 

Fools to the depth, fools to die level between, 
O’ the fooli^ness set to decide the case? 
They feign, they flatter; nowise does it skill, 
Everything goes against me ; deal each judge 
fUsdole of flatteiy and feigning,—why, im 
He turns and tries and snuffs and savours it, 
^ some old fly the sugar-grain, your gift} 
Bheneyes your thumb and fii|ger, brushes clean 
tW d <M of him, and whisks away, 

Fjpighl 


And finally, after this long-diuwn range tm 
Of ato>nt and failure, frilure and affront,^ 
This path, ’twixt crosses leading to a skull, 
Paced by me barefoot, bloodied by my palms 
From the entry to the end,-—there’s light at 
length, 

A cranny of escape; appeal may be 3774 
To the old man, to the lather, to the Pope, 
For a little life—from one whose life is spent, 
A little pity—from pity’s source and seat, 

A little indulgence to rank, privilege, 

From one who is the thing personified, 177» 

Hank, privilege, indulgence, grown beyond 
Earth’s bearing, even, ask Jansenius ^ else I 
Still the same answer, still no other tune 
From the cicala perched at the tree-top 
Than crickets noisy round the root s ’tis 
‘‘Die!” 

Bids Law—“ Be damned 1” adds Gospel,— 
nay, j785 

No word so frank,—’tis rather, “ Save your¬ 
self!” 

The Pope subjoins—“Confess and be ab¬ 
solved ! 

“ So shall my credit countervail your shame, 
“ And the world sec I have not lost the knack 
“ Of trying all the spirits; yours, my son, 

“ Wants but a fiery washing to emerge im 
“ In clarity! Come, cleanse you, ease the ache 
I “ Of these old bones, refresh our bowels, boy!” 
j Do I mistake your mission from the Pope ? 
Then, bear his Holiness the mind of me 1 im 
I do gel strength from being thrust to wall. 
Successively wrenched from pillar and firom 
post 

By this tenacious hate of fortune, hate 
I Of all things in, under, and above earth. i7W 
Warfare, begun this mean unmanly mode, 
Does best to end so,—ogives earth spectacle 
Of a brave fighter who succumbs to odds 
That turn defeat to victory. Stab, I fold 
My mantle round me 1 Rome approves my act: 
Applau4s the blow which costs me life but 
keeps wm 

* Jansenius: Cornelius Jansenius ( 1585 - 
1638 ), from whom the Jansenists took thmt 
name; author of the work called AugusHrmSi 
condemned by several popes in succession* 
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My honour spotless; Kome would prsise no 
more 

Had I fallen, say, some fifteen years ago, 
Helping Vienna ^ when our Aretines 
Flocked to Duke Charles and fought Turk 
Musta^ ,* 

Nor would you two be trembling o’er my 
corpse iftio 

With all this exquisite solicitude. 

Why is it that I make such suit to live ? 

The popular sympathy that’s round me now 
Would break like bubble that o’er-domes a fly; 
Solid enough while he lies quiet there, isis 
But let him want the air and ply the wing, 
Why, it breaks and bespatters him, what else? 
Cardinal, if the Pope had pardoned me, 

And I walked out of prison through the crowd, 
It would not be your arm I should dare 
prc£»! im 

Then, if I got safe to my place again, 

How sad and 5 Mipless were the years to come ! 
I go my old ways and find things grown grey; 
You priests leer at me, old friends look askance, 
The mob’s in love, I’ll wager, to a man, 

With my poor young good Ixiauteous mur« 
deretl wife: 1836 

For hearts miuire instruction how to l)eat, 
And eyes, on warrant of the story, wax 
Wanton at ptirtraiture in white and black 
Of dead Pompilia gracing ballad-sheet, isso 

Which eyes, lived she unmurdered and unsung, 
Would never turn though she paced street as 
bare 

As the mad penitent ladies do in France. 

My brothers quietly would edge me out 
Of use and management of things called 
mine; ie 3 « 

Do I command ? “ You stretched command I 
before! ” 

Showanger? “Anger little helped you once!” 
Advise ? * ‘ How managed you affairs of old ? ” 
My very mother, all the while they gird, 

1 Helping Vienna: Vienna was besieged in 
1683 by the Turks under Mahomet IV,, and re¬ 
lieved by John Sobieski. Kara Mustafa was 
the Turkish grand-vizier and general. Duke 
Charles of L^orrainc commanded part of the 
reHeving forces. 


Turns eye pp, gives confirmatory groan f m9 
For unsuccess, explain it how you will. 
Disqualifies you, makes you doubt yourself, 

—Much more, is found decisive by your 
friends. 

Beside, am I not fifty years of age ? 

What new leap would a life take, checked 
like mine iMS 

1 ’ the spring at outset ? Where’s my second 
chance ? 

Ay, but the Ixilie ... I had forgot my son, 

I My heir I Now for a burst of gratitude I 
I There’s some appropriate service to intone, 
Some gaudeamus and thanksgiving-psalm ! 
Old, I renew my youth in him, and poor laaa 
Possess a treasure,—is not that the f^rase ? 
Only I must wait patient twenty years— 
Nourishing all the while, as fether ryi* ^ 

The excrescence with my daily blolift: wSS^ 
Does it respond to hope, such sacrifice,— 
Grow’s the wen plump while I myself grow 
lean ? im 

Why, here’s my son and heir in evident'e, 
Who stronger, wiser, handsomer than I 
By fifty years, relieves me of each load,'— 
Tames my hot horse, carnes my heavy gun, 
Courts my coy mistress,—has his apt advice 
On house-economy, expenditure, i8«s 

And what not. All which good gifts and 

great growth 

liccause of my decline, he brings to bear 
On Guido, but half apprehensive how isos 

He cumbers earth, crosses the brisk youi^ 
Count, 

Who civilly would thrust him from the scene. 
Contrariwise, does tlie blood-oflfering feil ? 
There’s an ineptitude, one blank the more im 
Added to earth in semblance of my child ? 
Then, this has been a costly piece of work, 
My life exchanged for his \—why he, not I, 
Enjoy the world, if no more grace accrue ? 
Dwarf me, what giant have you made of him ? 

I do not dread the disobedient son i 18 S« 

I know how to suppress rebellion there, 

Being not quite the fool my father was. 

But grant the medium measure of a man, 

The usual compromise 'twixt iboi and sage, 

— You know—the tolerably-obstinate, im 





butyouixiay tri^« 1 boast mysejlf) Etruscan, Ajretine, 

IPbte true scm-serimt that, w One sprung,—your frigid Virgifs fieriest 

work, son, in ray vineyard I” makes word,*— 

reply ism From launs and nymphs, trunks and the heart 

I go. Sir I ”—Why, what profit in your son of oak, 
beyond the drudges you might subsidize, WiU>,—for a visible divinity,— 

Have the same work from, at a paul the head ? The portent of a Jove vEgiochus isss 

Look at those four young precious olive-plants I^escried ^mid clouds, lightning and thunder, 
Reared at Vittiano,—not on flesh and blood, couched 


These twenty years, but black bread and sour 
wine! i8j» 

I bade them put forth tender branch, hook, 
hold. 

Add hurt three enemjis I had in Rome: 
They did my best a/ unreluctantly, 

At promise of a <^ilar, as a son isb4 

Adjured by mu>liping memories of the past. 
No, nothing rt^pays youth expended so— 

young still: grant but 

*eave y 


To live life out, to the last Fd live 
And die concedii^ age no right of youth! 

It is ihe will runs the renewing nerve mm 
T^h flaccid flesh that hunts before the 
/ tunc. 

/jf herefore no sort of use for son have I— 
^Sick, not of life’s feast but of steps to climb 
To tljc house where life prepares her feast,— 
of means is»o4 


To the end i for make the end attainable 


the means,—my relish were lib 


yours. 

A man may have an appetite enough 
For a whole dish of rob^ ready cooked, 
And yet lack courage to has sleet, pad snow, 
And snare sullctently for supper. im 


Thus 

Ttie timers arrived when, ancient Roman -like, 
I am bound to on my own sword: why 
not ^ 

$^*^Tnscsan«Iike, mme andailt, better still ? 

hear truth can do no harm nor good ? 
I I tunrcT was at any timj? mit 

< you, nidtimme ^1 the world, 

timee to .noRsaue now I 


On topmost crag of your Capitoline : 

’Tis in the Seventh /Eneid,—what, the 
Eighth ? 

Right,—thanks. Abate,—though the Chris¬ 
tian’s dumb, 

The Latinist’s vivacious in you yet I im 
I know my grandsire had our tapestry 
Marked with the motto, ’neath a certain shield. 
Whereto his grandson presently will give gules 
To vary azure. First we fight for ^ths. 

But get to shake hands at the last of all j im 
Mine’s your faith too,—in Jove it?giochus! 
Nor do Greek gods, that serve as supplement, 
Jar with the simpler scheme, if understood. 
We want such intermediary race 
To make communication possible; IMO 
The real thing were loo lofty, we too low, 
Midway hang these: we feel their use so plain 
In linking height to depth, that we doff hat 
And put no question nor pry narrowly 
Into tlie nature hid behind the names. imb 
grudge no rite the feincy may demand; 
^ut never, more than needs, invent, refine, 
Improve upon requirement, idly wise 
Beyond the letter, teaching go^ their trade, 
Which is to teacli us: we’ll obey when 
taught iSBO 

Why should we do our duty past the need? 
Whim the sky darkens, Jove is wroth,—say 
prayer! 

When the sun shines and Jove is g}iid,^--siiif 
psalm! 

I VirgiVsJkrksi word: MfuidVlll* 3x4, 
3 * 5 -^ 

** Hafito uemora indigenm Ftuni Nympbmque 
tenebout, 

Gensque rinitn mmris et dtiro robm nata^f’ 
The reference which fohowi is to It 3SS^M3 
of ths-^iaine 


ovmo 




But wherefore pass prescription and devise 
Blood-offering for sweat-service, lend the 
rod 1953 

A pungency through pickle of our own? 
Learned Abate,—no one teaches you 
What Venus means and who^s Apillo here ! 

I spore you, Cardinal,—but, though you 
wince, 

You know me, I know you, and l)Oth know 
that I I960 

So, if Ap<^>llo bids us fast, we fast, 

But where d^>es Venus order \\e stop sense 
When Master Pietro^ rhymes a pleasantry? 
Give alms prescrila'd on Friday: but, hold 
hand 

Because your ftie lies prostrate,—where’s the 

word 1966 

Explicit in the Uiok <lel»ai-s revenge? 

The rationale i»f your scheme i'* just 
“Pay toll here, there pursue your pleasure 
free!” 

So do you turn to use the medium-powers. 
Mars and Minerva, Bacchus and the,rest, 
And so are saveti pnipitiating — whom ? im 
What aW-gfKid, all-wise and all-potent Jove 
Vexed by tlie very sins in man, himself 
Made life’s necessity when man he made ? 
Irrational bunglers ! So, the living truth 
Revealed to strike Pan dead,* ducks low at 
last, 1 W 6 

Prays leave to hokl its own and live good 
days 

Provided it go masque grotesquely, called 
Christian not Pagan. Oh, you purged the 
sky 

Of all gods save the One, the great and 
good, iwo 

Clapped hands and triumphed 1 But the 
clmnge came fa&t ; 

The inexorable need in man for life— 

(Life, you may mulct and minish to a grain 
Out of the lump, so that the grain hut live) 
l-aughed at your substituting death fer life, 

* Pkhv: Hetm Aretino. See note 
on X. 654* 

* Mealed U strihi Pan dmd: an allusion 
lo the legond that, at the hour of the Cruci¬ 
fixion. certain Greek sailors heard a voice pro- 
clainifiig “ Pan is dead.** 
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And hade you do your worst; which worst 
was clone wm 

In just that age styled primitive and pure 
When Saint this, Saint that, dutifully starved. 
Froze, fought with beasts, was b^ten and 
abused 

And finally ridded of his flesh by fire, isw 
He kepi life-long unspotted from the world ! 
Next age, how goes the game, what mortal 
gives 

His life and emulates Saint that, Saint this? 
Men mutter, make excuse or mutiny, 
fn fine are minded all to leave the new, 1995 
Stick to the old,—enjoy old lil>erty, 

No prejudice in enjoyment, if you please, 

To the new profession : sin o’ the sly, hence¬ 
forth ! 

The law stands though the letter kills : what 
then ? 

The spirit saves as unmistakeably. aooo 

Omniscience sees, OmnijX)tcnce could stop, 
Omnil)enevolence pardons : it must be, 
Frowui law its fiercest, there’s a wdnk some¬ 
where i 

Such was the lc:)gic in this head of mine: 

I, like the rest, wrote “ poison ” on my bread, 
But broke and ate:—said Those that use 
the sword me 

“Shall perish by the same;” then stabbed 
my foe. 

I starul on solid earth, not empty air i 
Dislodge me, let your Pope’s crook hale me 
hence ! 

Not he, nor you I And I so pity both, wifl 
I’ll make the true charge you want wit to 
make: 

“ Count Guido, who reveal our m)^tery, 

“ And trace all issues to the love of life : 

“ We having life to love and guard, Hke you, 
“ Why did you put its upon self-defence ? 
“You well knew What prompt pass-word 
would appease me 

“The sentry’s ire when folk infiringed his 
bounds, 

“ And ycl kept mouth shut: do you wonder 
then 

“ If, in mere decency, he shot you dead ? 
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He miatt have people play such pripiJcs as 
yours sMp 

Beneath his nose at noonday: you disdained 
** To g^ve him an excuse before the world 
By cr>^ing ‘ I break rule to save our camp! * 
Under the old rule, such offence were 
death; mi 

** And you had heard the Pontifex pronounce 
‘ Since you slay foe and violate the form, 

** ^ Slaying turns murder, which were sacrifice 
*'*Had you, while, say, law-suiting foe to 
death, 

‘ But raised an altar to the Unknown GckI 
Or else tlie Genius of the Vatican/ 20.10 


The strong become a wolf for evermore t 
Change that Fompilia to a puny stream 
Fit to reflect the daisies on its bank J i»»& 
Let me turn wolf, be whole, and sate, for 
once,— 

Wallow in what is now a wolfishness 
Coerced too much by the humanity 
That’s half of me as u ell ! Grow out of man, 
Glut the wolf-nature,—w^hat remains but 
grow awo 

Into the man again, t»e man indeed 
And all man ? I>o I rmg the changes right ? 
Deformed, iransformetl, reformed, informed, 
confonnwl! 


**Why then this pother?—ail because the 
Pope, 

“ Doing his duty, cried ‘ A foreigner, 

‘ You scandalize the natives: here at Rome 
“ ‘ Kemano mviiur more: ^ wise men, here, 
** ‘ Put the Church forward and eflace tliem- 

SelvCS. 2038 

** * The fit defence had been,—you stam{x^d 
on wheat, 

^ * Intending all the time to trample tares,— 
** * Were lain extirpate, then, the heretic, 

** * You now And, m your haste was slain a 
fools »m 

** ‘ Nor Pietro, nor Violante, nor your wife 
‘ Meant to breed up your babe a Molinist! 
* Whence you are’ duly contrite. Not one 
word 

•* * Of ail this wisdom did you urge; which 

Blip 

** * Death must atone for/ ” som 

So, let death atone I 

So ends faistake, so end miitakers I—end 
Perhaps to recommence,—-how should I 

know? m*r 

Only, be sure, no punishment, no pain 
Oiildlith, lueposterous, imposmble, 

But some such foie m Ovid could foresee,— 
let the weak soul end 
In water, s$d Lyemn tn iupmif hut 


* ** one does as Rome 

‘ 1 ? * * • tymm in 

“ed ' 


The honest instinct, pent and crossed through 
life, 

Let surge by death into a visible flow 
Of rapture: as the strangled thread of flame 
Painfully winds, annoying and annoyed, 
Mal%nant and maligned, thro’ stone and ore, 
Till earth exclude the stranger: vented 
once, 

It finds full play, is recognized a-top mu 
Some mountain as no such abnormd birth, 
Fire for the mooint, not streamlet for the vale! 
Ay, of the water was that wife of mine— 

Be it for good, be it for ill, no run m* 
O’ the red thread through that insignificance! 
Again, how she is at me with those eyes I 
Away with the empty stare I Be holy still, 
And stupid ever I Occupy your patch 
Of private snow that’s somewhere in what 
world 

May now be growing icy round your head, 
And aguish at your fo^-piint,—fireeae not 
me, awa 

Dare follow not another step I take, 

Not with so much as those detested eyes. 

No, though they follow but to pray me pause 
On the incline, earth’s edge that’s neat to 
hell 1 UM* 

None of your abnegation of revenge! 

Fly at me frank, while I tear again 1 
There’s God, go tell Him, testify your worst I 
Not she I There was no tou^ in bar 
hatet 

And it would prove hor hell, If I rea^lld 
snbie S in 
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To know 1 sttfTered, would still sadden ker^ 
Do what the angels might to make amends ! 
Therefore there^s either no such place as hell, 
Or thence shall I be thrust forth, for her 
sake, 3004 

And thereby undergo three hells, not one— 

I who, with outlet for escaj>e to heaven, 
Would tarry if such flight allowed niy foe 
To raise his head, relieved of that 11^1 foot 
Had pinned him to the fiery {Xivemenl else ’ 
So am I made, *‘who did uol make 
my sell: ikk) 

(How dared she rol) iny own hp of the 
won! ?) 

Ileware me in wbit other world may l>e ! 
I*ompiHit, wlu) have brtiughl me to thisjxiss ! 
All I know here, will I »iay there, and go 
Beyond the saying with the deed. Some 
use 21(15 

Tliere cannot but l>e for a inot.Ki like mine, 
implacable, persistent in revenge. 

She maundered “ All is over and at end: 

“ I go my own road, go you where Ciod will! 
“ Forgive you ? 1 forget you \ ” There’s the 
saint mo 

That takes your taste, you other kind of 
men ! 

How you had loved her I Guido wanted 
skill 

To value such a woman at her worth ! 
Brof^ly the instructed crilicire 
“Wwit’s here, you simpleton have tossed 
to take S1I9 

“Its chance i’the gutter? This a daub, 
indeed? 

“ Why, 'tis a Rafael that you kicked to rags ! ” 
Perhaps so s some prefer the pure design; 
Give me my gorge of colour, glut of gold 
In a glory round the Virgin made for me ! 
Titkn*s the man, not Monk Angelico siii 
Who traces you some timid chalky ghost 
That turns the church into a charnel: ay, 
Just such a penal might depict my wife ! 
Shcj^oince she, also, would not change 
herself,— 

Why could not come in some heart- 
shaped cloud, 

HaiiiS)owed about with lidtes, royalty 


Rimming her round, as round the tintless 
lawn 

Ciuardingly runs the selvage cloth of gold ? 
f w'ould have left the faint fine gauze un¬ 
touched, 21 S 0 

Needle-worked over with its Hly and rose, 

Let her bleach unmolested in the midst, 

Chill llial selected solitary spot 
Of quietude she pleased to think w’as life. 
Purity, jxdlor grace the lawn no doubt aaas 
When theie’s the costly bordurc to unthread 
yVnd make again an ingot: hut what’s grace 
When you want meat and drink and clothes 
and fire ? 

A tale conies to my mind that’s apposite— 
Possibly true, probably false, a truth 2i4» 
Such as all truths we live by. Cardinal! 

’Tis s.nil, a certain ancestor of mine 
Followed—whoever was the jxitcntatc, 

To Paymrnne, and in some battle, broke 
Through more than due allow'ance of the 
foe, 2145 

And, risking much hLs own life, saved the 
lonl's. 

Battered and bniised, the Emperor scrambles 
up, 

Rubs his eyes and looks round and sees my 
sire, 

Picks a furze-sprig from out his hauberk-joint, 
(Token how near the ground went majesty) 
And says “Take this, and if thou get safe 
home, swi 

“Plant the same in thy garden-ground to 
grow: 

“ Run thence an hour in a straight line, and 
stop; 

“ Describe a circle round (for central point) 

“ The furze aforesaid, reaching every way 
“The length of that hour’s run: I give it 
thee,— mss 

“ The central point, to build a castle there, 

“ The space circumjacent, for fit demesne, 

“ The whole to be thy children’s heritage,— 
“ Whom, for thy sake, bid thou wear furze 
on cap 1 ” SMS 

Those are my arms: we turned the furze a 
tree 

Toshow And the greyhound tied thereto, 
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I thought you had a <sonsdc»co. Cafdmal, 
Vou know I am wronged i—^wronged, say, 
and wronged, maintain. saw 

Was this strict inquisition made for blood 
When first you showed us scarlet on your l>ack, 
Called to the College ? Your straightforward 
way 

To your legitimate end,---I think it passed 
Over a scantling of heads brained, hearts 
broke, 

Lives trtxiden into dust 1 How otherwise ? 
Such was the way o’ the world, and s<5 you 
walked. smi 

Does memory haunt your pillow ? Not a whit. 
God wills you never jwice your garden-path, 
One appetizing hour ere dinner-time, 

But your intrusion there treads out of life 
A universe of hiippy innocent things: vm 

Feel you ren>orse about that damsel-fly 
Which buzzed so near your mouth and flapped 
your face ? 

Vou blotted it from l)cing at a blow': 

It was a fly, you were a man, and more, 2250 
Ix)rd of created things, so took your course. | 
Manliness, mind,— these arc things fit to save, 1 
Fit to brush fly from : why, liecause I take I 
My course, must needs Uie Pope kill me ?— 
kill you 1 93^1 

Y<m i for this instrument, he throws away, 

Is strong to serve a master, and were yoms 
To have and hold and get much good from 
out I 

Tire Pope who dtwms me needs must die 
next year; 

rU tell you how the chances are supposed 
For his »uccess<>r : first the Chamlierlain, 

Old San Cesario,---<x>lloredo, next,— aaei 
Then, one, two, three, four, I refuse to name; 
After these, comes Altieri; then come you— 
Seventh on the list you come, unless . . . 

ha, ha, sm 

How can a dead hand give a friend a lift ? 
Are you the person to despise the help 
O* the bead ^mll drop in pannier presently ? 
So a chDd sassaws on or kicks away 
The fulcrum-stone that’s all the sage requires 
To fit ht$ lever to and move the world. tJTo 
Cardinal, I adjure you in God’s name. 


Save my life, fall at the Pope’s feet, set forth 
Things your own fosbion, not in wmrds like 
these 

Made for a sense like yours who aj^ehend I 
Translate into the Court-conventional 827 s 
“ Count Gukk> must not die, is innocent! 
*‘Fair, be assured 1 But what an he were 
foul, 

“ Blood-drenched and murder-crusted head 
to foot ? 

“ Spore one whose death insults the Emperor, 
**Nay, outrages the Louis you so love I 
*nie has friends who will avenge him; 
enemies aasi 

Who will hate God now with impunity, 

“ Missing the old coercive : would you send 
“ A soul straight to perdition, dying fiwk 
“An atheist?” Go and say this, for God’s 
sake! aao 

—Why, you don’t think I hope you’ll say 
one word ? 

Neither shall I persuade you from your stand 
Nor you persuade me fri>m my station: take 
Your crucifix away, I tell you twice 1 

C‘k)me, I am tired of silence ! Pause enough ! 
Vou have prayed: I have gone inside my 

soul 33B1 

And shut its d(X>r behind me : ’tis your torch 
Makes the place dark: the darkness let alone 
Grow.s tolerable twilight: one may grope 
And get to guess at length and breadth and 
depth. sm 

What is this fiict I feci persuaded of-— 

This something like a fi,>othold in the sea. 
Although Saint Peter’s bark scuds, billow- 
borne, 

I .eaves me to founder where it flung me first ? 
Spite of your splashing, I am high and dry 1 
God takes his own part in each thing He 

made; w 

Made for a reason. He conserves his work. 
Gives each its proper instinct of defencCp 
My lamblike w'ifo could neither bark nor bite,, 
She bleated, bleated, till for pty pme ^ 

The village roused up, ran with pole and 
prong 

To the rescue, and behedd the wolfs at bay I 
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Put itidt a foil at back» the sparkle’s bom t 
From oat myself how the strange colours 
come I sBJse 

Is there a new rule in another world ? 

Be sure I shall resign myself: as here 
I recognized no law I could not see, 

There, what I sec, I shall acknowledge 
too; jfflso 

On earth I never took the Pope for God, 

In heaven I shall scarce take fiod for the 
Pope. 

Unmanned, remanned! I hold it probable— 
With something changeless at the heart of me 
To know me by, some nucleus that’s my¬ 
self: 2885 

Accretions did it wrong? Away with them— 
You soon shall see the use of fire I 

Till v%hen, 

All that was, is; and must forever lie. 

Nor is it in me to unhate my hales,— mo | 
I use up my last strength to strike once more 
Old Pietro in the wine hoiisc-gossip-face, 

To trample underfoot the whine and wile 
Of licast Vi<;lantc,—and 1 grow one gorge 
To loathingly reject Pumpdia’s piile mo 
Poison my hasty hunger took for food. 

A strong tree wants no wreaths al>out its 
trunk, 

No cloying cups, no sickly sweet of scent, 

But sustenance at root, a bucketful. 

How else lived that Athenian ^ who died so. 
Drinking hot bull’s blood, fit for men like 
me ? Sill 

I lived and died a man, and take man’s 
chance. 

Honest and bold i right will b>e done to such. 

Who are these you have let descend my stair? 
Ha, their accurseil psalm I lights at the 
sill ! sii5 

Is it **Open” they dare bid you ? Treachery! 
Sirs, have I spoken one word all this while 
Out of the world of words I had to say ? 

' TM Thomistodes, who was 

mid to have killed himself by drinking Mis 
blood, which the andents bdieved to be a 
poisoti, 


Not one word f All was folly—I laughed 
and mocked t sus 

Sirs, my first true word, all truth and no lie. 
Is—save me notwithstanding ! Lafe is all 1 
I was just stark mad,—let the madman live 
Pressed by as many chains as you please pile 1 
Don’t open * Hold me from them I I am 
yours, 

I am the Granduke’s—no, I am the Pope’s I 
Abate, — Cardinal, — Christ, — Maria, — 
God, ... 2428 

Pompilia, will you let them murder me ? 
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Here w^erc the end, had anything an end : 
Thus, lit and launched, up and up roared and 
Wiared 

A rocket, till the key o’ the vault was reached, 
.Vnd wide heaven held, a breathless minute- 
space, 

In linlUant usurjxiturc: thus caught spark, s 
Kushctl to the height, and hung at full of 
fame 

Over men’s upturned laces, ghastly thence, 
Our glanng Guido: now decline must be. 

In ns explosion, you have seen his act, 

By my power—may-be, judged it by your 
own,— 10 

Or composite as good orbs prove, or crammed 
With worse Ingredients than the Wormwood 
Star.* 

The act, over and ended, foils and fodes: 
Wliat was once seen, grows what is noW 
descrilied, 

Then talked of, told about, a tinge the less 
In every fresh transmission; till it melts, 
Trickles in silent orange or ivan grey 
Across our memory, dies and leaves all 
dark, 

And presently we find the stars again, 
i Follow the main streaks, meditate the mode 
! Of brightness, how it hastes to blend with 
black I SI 

• Tlk Wmmtmod 5for.* Rev. viil it. 
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Ate thal Febrmy Twenty*Two, 
pbuce cmr salvation) Sixteon^Kinety-Eight, 
Of fll reports that were, or may have been, 
those the day hilled or let live, » 
Four I count only. Take the first that comes. 
A letter fiom a stranger, ixtan of rank, 
Venetian visitor at Rome,—who knows, 

On what pretence of busy idleness ? 

Thus he bcjgins on evening of that day. so 


** Here are we at our end of Carnival; 

•* Prodigious gaiety and monstrous mirth, 

** And constant shift of entertaining show: 

** With influx, from each quarter of the globe. 
** Of strangers nowise wishful to be last ss 
“ r the struggle for a good place presently 
When that befells fitte cannot long defer. 
‘*The old Pope totters on the verge o’ the 
grave; 

** You see, Malpichi understood far more 
Than Tom how to treat the ailments: age, 
**No question, renders these inveterate. « 
** Cardinal Spada, actual Minister, 

“ Is possible Pope; I wager on his head, 

** Since those four entertainments of his niece 
** Which set all Rome a-stare: Pope pro¬ 
bably— « 

** Though CoUoredo has his backers too, 

** And ^n Cesario makes one doubt at times: 
Altieri will be Chamberlain at most. ^ 

A week the suit was warm like May, 
And the old man took daily exercise m 
** Alqitg te riyjer-si^c f he lov^^ to see 

Ct|Stqm-bo#e fie built tipon the bank, 
** For, Naples bom, his tastes are maritime; 
** But he had to keep in-doors 

** pf |]^ outrageous raiit that fell. «$ 

** Oa such <%y» the go^ s<^uJ hm toting-fits, 
** Or Kes in ^upor, scarcely makes believe 
mining l^ness, fumbles at his beads. 
** They the trust that keeps his heart alive 

m Jastii^ till December next, so 
Jubilee a second tiipei 
twice in oie ragn# ope the Holy Doors. 
%% the somebody responsible 

of Ptece has writ 


** Fresh orders: F^lanwihbecondeumed;* 
** The Cardinal makes a wry face enough, m 
“ Having a love for the delinquent; sbib 
“ He’s the ambassador, must press the point. 
“ Have you a wager too, dependent here ? 

** Now, from such matters to divert awhile, 
“Hear of to-day’s event which exowns the 
week, n 

** Casts all the other wagers into sliade. 

“ Tell Dandolo I owe him fifty drops 
‘*Of heart’s blood in the shape of gold 
recchincs! n 

‘ * The Pope has done his worst; I have to pay 
“ For the execution of the Count, by Jove ! 
“Two days since, I reported liim as safe, 

“ Re-echoing the conviction of all Rome; 
“Who could suspect its one deaf ear—the 
Pope’s ? 

“ But prejudices grow insuperable, m 

“And that old enmity to Austria, that 
“ Passion for France and France’s pageant- 
king 

“ (Of which, why pause to multiply thue proofs 
“ Now scandalously rife in Europe’s mouth?) 
“ These fairly got the l)elter in our man so 

“ Of justice, prudence, and rr/r/i* r/r 
“ And he persisted in the butchery. 

“Also, ’Us said that in his latest walk 
“To that D(^na-by-lhc-Bank he built, 
^“Thc crowd,—^he suffers question, unre- 
buked,— m 

“Asked, ‘ Wlicthcr murder was a privilege 
“ * Only reserved for nobles like the Count?’ 
“ And he was ever mindful of the mob. 

“ Martinez, the Caesarian Minister, 

“ —Who used his best endeavours to spare 
blood, 

“And strongly pleaded for the life *of one,* 
“Urged he, *J may have dined at table 
with! ’— 

“ IJc will not soon forgpt the Pope’s nebufif, 

“ —Feels ^be slight sensibly, I promise you! 
“ And but fcfT the dissuasion of two leycs loo 

1 ntU k f0ndemm^: F^nefpp’s Ex- 

pUcxnm M4x$m0s ^ Saints was con¬ 
demned by P^ope Innocent in 1699 % Its 
wdvocacy of Quietiim. 
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“ That poake with him Saul weather or fine 
«Jay, 

He had abstained, nor ^ced the spectacle: 
‘‘ As it was, bs^rjejy would he condescend 
“Look forth from ti^e fakhetto'^ yhere he 
sat m 

“ Under the Pincian : we shall hear of this. 

“ The substituting, too^ the People’s Square 
“For the out-o’-the-w^y quarter by the 
Bridge, 

“ Was meant as a conciliatory sop 
“To the mob^ it gave one holiday the more. 
“ But the P>ench Embassy might unfurl 
flag,— no 

“ Still the good luck of France to fling a foe! 
“Cardinal Bouillon triumphs properly. 

** PakAgUi were erected in the Place, 

“And houses, at the edge of the Three 
Streets, 

“ Let their front windows at six dollars each: 

Anguisciola, that jxitron of the arts, iw 
“ Hired one ; our Envoy Contarini loo. 

“Now for the thing ; no sooner the decree 
“Gone forth, -'tLs four-and-twenty hours 

“Than AcciaiuoH and Panciatichi, m 

“ Old friends* indeed compatriots of the man, 
“ Ikiing pitched on as the couple proj>erest 
“ To intimate the sentence yesternight, 

“ Were cl<'»seted ere cock-crow with the Count. 
** They both report their efforts to dis[x>se 
“ The unhappy noblepian for ending well, 

“ Despite the natural sense of injury, la?; 
“Were crowned at last with a complete 
success. 

“ And when the Company of Death arrived 
“At twenty-hours,—the way they reckon 
here,— m 

“We say, at sunset, after dinner-time,— 

“ The Count was led down, hoisted up on car, 
** Last of the fiye, os heinousest, you know: 
“Yet they allowed one whole car to each man. 

“ His intrepidity, nay, nonchalance, m 
“ As up he stood and down he sat himself, 

“ Struck admiration intq those who saw. 

^ PakJk// 0 : stage or scaffold. 


s^t 


“ Then the procession started, took the way 
“ From the New Prisons by the Pilgrim’s 
Street, is» 

I “ The street of the Goyemo, Pa^uin’s Street, 

I “ (Where was stuck up, ’mi4 other epigrams, 
“A quatrain . . . but of all that, presently!) 
“The Place Navona, the Pantheon’s Place, 
“ Place of the Column, last the Corso’s length, 
“And so debouched thence at Mannaia’s 
foot 14S 

“ r the Place o’ the People. As is evident, 
“ (Despite the malice,—plainly meant, I fear, 
i “ By this abnipt change of locality,— 

“ The Square’s no such bad place to head and 
hang) 

“ We had the titilJation as we sat m 

“ Assembled, (quality in conclave, ha ?) 

“ Of, minute after minute, some report 
“ I low the blow show was winding on its way. 
“ Now’ did a car nm over, kill a man, m 
“Just opposite a p^rk-shop numbered Twelve: 
‘ * And l)itter were the outcries of the mob 
“ Against the Pope : for, but that he forbids 
“Tihe Dittery, why, Twelve w^ere Tern 
Qualern ! 

“ Now did a l)eggar by Saint Agnes, lame 
“ From his >oulh up, recover use of 1^, m 
“ Through pniycr of Guido as he glanced that 
way: 

“So that the crowd near crammed Jiis hat 
with coin. 

“Thus was kept up excitement to the last, 

“—Not an abrupt out-bolting, as of yore, 
“From Castle, over Bridge and on to 
block, m 

“ And so all ended ere you well could wink I 

“ To mount the scaffold-steps, Guido was last 
“ Here also, as atrociousest in crime. 

“ We hardly noticed how the peasants died, 
“They dangled somehow soon to right and 
left, m 

“ And we remained all ears and eyes, could 
give 

“Ourselves to Guido undi\ddedly, 

“As he harangued the multitude beneath* 

“ He Ixsgged forgiveness on the part of God, 
“ And ftur construction of his act from men. 
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he eetreatcd for his soul, \n j 
S^ggestiiJg that we ^ould forthwith repeat 
: A Ar-tfr and an Jm, with the hymn 
::'^*^'Slihe^A£^na Cish\ for Ms sake. 

** Which said, he tinned to the confessor, 
crossed iso 

** And reconciled himself, with decency, 

** Oft glancing at Saint Mary’s opposite, 
‘•Where they possess, and flowed in shrine 
to-day, 

bles^ UmHiims of our Lord, 

•'• {A relic ’tis believed no other church im 
** In Rome can boast of>—then rose up, as 
brisk 

“ Knelt down again, bent head,adapted neck, 
“And, with the name of Jesus on his Ups, 

“ Received the fetal blow. laa 

“ The headsman showed 
“ The head to the populace. Must I avouch 
“ We strangers own to disappointment here? 

Report pronounced him fully six feet high, 
** Youngish, considering his fifty years, 

** And, if not handsome, dignified at least, im 
“ Indeed, it was no face to please a wife ! 
“His friends say, this was caused by the 
costume: 

He wore the dress he did the murder in, 

“ That is, a Just-a^nfs of russet serge, 

“ Black camisole, coarse cloak of baracan 
“ (So they style here the garb of goat’s-hair 
doth) 

“White hat and cotton cap beneath, poor 
Count, 

** Preservative against the evening dews 
“ I>urii^ the journey from Aresso. Well, m 
*‘So d]^ the man, and so his end was peace; 
“Whence many a moral were to meditate. 
♦*Si)ada,-«y'OU may bet Bandolo,—is Pope! 
“|fow hr the quatrain! ** 


Ho, friend, this will do t 
aputtered into sparks. What streak 

' si^ 

Arcan^ll, 

I male yon math', ; 


The virtuous sire, the valiant for the truth. 
Acquaints his correspondent,—Florentine, 
By name Cencini, advocate as well, ti« 
^im and brother-in-the-devil to match,-— 
A friend of Franceschini, anyhow, 

And knit up with the bowels of the case,— 
Acquaints him, (in this pajier that I touch) 
IIow their joint effort to obtain reprieve m 
For Guido had so nearly nicked the nine 
And ninety and one over,—folk would say 
At Tarocs,—or succeeded,—in our phrase. 
To this Cencini’s care I owe the Book, m 
The yellow thing I take and toss once more,— 
flow will it be, my four-years’-intimate. 
When thou and I part company anon ?— 
’Twas he, the “whole position of the case,” 
Pleading and summary, were put before; m 
Discreetly in my Book he bound them all. 
Adding some three epistles to the point. 

Here is the first of these, part fresh as penned, 
The sand, that dried the ink, not rubbed 
away, 

Though {)cnned the day whereof it tells the 
deed: m 

Part—extant just as plainly, you know where, 
Whence came the other stuff, went, you know 
how, 

To make the Ring that’s all but round and 
done. 

“ I.ate they arrived, too late, egregious Sir, 
Those same justificative points you urge 
“Might benefit His Blessed Memory su 

“ Count Guido Franceschini now with God: 
“ Since the Court,—to state things succinctly, 
—styled 

“ The Congregation of the Governor, 

“ Having resolved on Tuesday last our cause 
“ I’ the guilty sense, with death for punish* 
ment, m 

“ Spite of ail pleas by me deducible 
“ In fevour of said Blessed Memory,— 

“ I, with expenditure of pains enough, m 

“Obtained a respite, leave to claim and prove 
“ Exemption frean the laiV*« award,—alleged 
“Th«f power and privilege o* the Clerical: 

To whitjh rfSswt a courier was dOi^tchedf 
tVBul ere'an ai^wer from -Ajmeo came« 
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** Tht Holiness of owr Lord the Pope (pre¬ 
pare t) m 

Jn%mg it inexpedient to postpone 
** The execution of such sentence passed, 

“ Saw fit, by his particular chcirograph, 

“ To derogate, dispense with privilege, 

** And wink at any hurt accruing thence 200 
To Mather Church through damage of her 
son: 

Also, to overimss and set aside 
** That other plea on score of tender age, 

“ Pul forth by me to do Pasquini good, 

“ One of the four in trouble with our friend. 

“ So that all five, to-day, have suffered death 
** With no distinction save in dying,—he, 207 
** Decollate by mere due of privilege, 

“The rest hanged decently and in order. 
Thus 

“ Came the Count to his end of gallant man, 
“ Defimct in faith and excmplarity : m 

“ Nor shall the shield of his great House h»se 
shine 

^‘Thereby, nor its blue Iwnner blush to red. 
“This, too, should yield sustainment to <mr 
hearts— 

“He had commiseration and resjxjrt rs 
“ In his decease from universal Koine, 
Quantum esi hominum venustiomm} 

“ The nice and cultivated everywhere: 
“Though, In respect of me his advocate, 

“ Needs must I groan o’er my debility, sso 
“ Attribute the untoward event o’ the strife 
“To nothing Imt my own crass ignorance 
“ Which failed to set the valid reasons forth, 
** Find fit excuse: such is the fate of war! 

“ May Crod compensate us the direful blow 
“ By future blessings on his family, ass 
“ Wiereof I lowly l>eg the next commands; 
«—Whereto, as humbly, I confirm my¬ 
self . . 

And so forth,—follow name and place and 
date. 

On next leaf-* m 

“ Ifactims stinumbm / 

•‘There, old fox, show the clients t’other side 

* Qmntum Ac.: “ nil the world of culil- 
mted men,”—from Catullus, 3 , a. 


“ And keep this comer sacred, I beseech I 
“ You and your pleas and proofe were what 
folk call aof 

“ Pisan assistance, aid that comes too late, 

“ Saves a man dead as nail in post of door. 

“ Had I but time and space for narrative ! 

“ What was the good of twenty Clericates 
“When Somelxxly’s thick headpiece once 
was Ixrnt 

“On seeing Guido’s drop into the bag? soo 
“ Howthese old men like giving youth a push! 
“ So much the better: next push goes to him, 
“ And a new Pope begins the century. 

“ Much good I get by my superb defence I 
“ But argument is solid and subsists, s» 
“While obstinacy and ineptitude 
“ Accompany the owner to his tomb— 

“ What do I care how soon ? Beside, folksee! 
“ Rome will have relished heartily the show, 
“ Yet understood the motives, never fear, »io 
“ W'hicli caused the indecent change o’ the 
People’s Place 

“To the Ptvple’s Playground,—stigmatize 
the siMte 

“ Which in a trice precipitated things ! 

“ As oft the moribund w^ill give a kick 
“ To show they are not absolutely dead, m 
“ So feebleness i’ the socket shoots its last, 

“ A spirt of >doIence for energy ! 

“ But thou, Cencini, brother of my breast, 

“ O fox whose home is ’mid the tender grape, 
“\Miose couch in Tuscany by Themis* 
throne, m 

“Subject to no such . . . best I shut my 
mouth 

“ Or only open it again to say, 

“This pother and confusion fairly laid, 

“ My hands are empty and my satchel lank. 
“Now then for both the Matrimonial Cause 
“ And the Case of Gomez I Serve them hot 
and hot I sas 

“ diffmtmm in crasthmm ! ® 

“ The impatient estafotte cracks whip out¬ 
side: 

3 &C, t “the rest let us postpone 

till to-motirow/* 
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** Stilt, the earth shoal4 swallow him 

who awears 

**And me who make the mischleti ip mmt 
slip— m 

My lx)y, your godson, fat-chaps Hyacinth, 
** Enjoyed the sight while Papa plodded 
here. 

** I promised him, the rogue, a month ago, 

** The day his birthday was, of all the days, 

** That if I failed to save Count Guido’s head, 
**Cinuccio should at least go see it chopped 
** From trunk—* So, latinize your thanks ! ’ 
quoth I. 3S7 

*That I prefer, Aac ma/tm/ raps me out 
The rogue: you notice the subjunctive ? | 
Ah! j 

** Accordingly he sat there, lx>ld in box, m 
** Proud as the Pope behind the peacock-fens: 
** Whereon a certain lady-patroness 
For whom I manage things (my boy in 
front, 

Her Marquis sat the third in evidence ; 
**Boys have no eyes nor ears save for the 
show) JMfi 

’“This time, Cindno,’ was her sportive 
w-ord, 

^‘When whiz and thump went axe and 
mowed lay man, 

** And folk could fell to the suspended chat, 

* This tjme, you see, Bottini rules the roast, 

* Nor cart Papa with all his eloquence m 

* Be reckoned on to help as heretofore t ’ 

** Whereat Cinone pouts; then, sparkishly— 

‘ Papa knew better than aggrieve his Pope, 
** ‘ And baulk him of his grudge against our 
Count, 

** * Else he'd have argued-ofif Bottini’s' . * . 

what? m 

*“His nos«!/-^€ well parried of 

the hoy | 

** He's 3i<mg rince ont of Caesnif (night years 

m ^ 

*^And as for tripping m Eiitro|nus * # . 
well, 

peash# tl|e more that we strain every nerve 
do hhn jasticc, mould a model-mouth, 
for neat age; an 
^ pieces, work thtbiilUi 


* And want both Gomez and the marriage* 

case, 

* Success with which shall plaster aught of 

pale 

‘ Tliat’s broken in me by Bottini’s flail, m 
‘ And bruise his own, lielike, that Wag5 and 
brags. 

^Adverii supflico humihtcr 
‘ Quod^ don't tire fungus see, the fop divine 
‘ That one hand drives two horses, left and 
right ? m 

‘ With this rein did I rescue from the ditch 
‘The fortune of our Franceschini, keep 
‘ Unsplashed the credit of a noble House, 

‘ And set the fashionable cause at Rome 
‘ A-prancing till bystanders shouted * 'ware!' 
‘ The other rein's judicious management m& 

‘ Suffered old Somelxdy to keep the pace, 

‘ Hobblingly play the roadster: who but he 
‘ Had his opinion, was not led by the nose 
‘ In leash of quibbles strung to look like law ! 
‘You’ll s(K>n see, — when I go to pay 
devoir m 

‘ And compliment him on confuting me,— 

‘ If, by a l)ack-swing of the pendulum, 

‘ Grace l)e not, thick and tlireefold, conse¬ 
quent, 

‘ * I must decide as I see proper, Hon ! 

‘ ‘ I'm Pope, I have my inward lights for 
guide. m 

“Had learning been the matter in dispute, 

‘ ‘ Could eloquence avail to gainsay feet, 

‘' Yours were the victory, l>e comforted ! ’ 

‘ Cinuzzo will be gainer by it all. 

‘ Quick then with Gomez, hot and hot next 


Follows, a letter, takes the other side. 

Tail blue-eyed Fisc whose bead is caj^xxl 
with chmd. 

Doctor Bottini,—to no matter who, 

Writes on the Monday two days afterward. 
Now shall the honest championship of right, 
Crowned with success, enjoy at last, un* 
blamed, m 

Moderate triumph I Now shall eloquence 

I Admfii, ; “I humbly that if may 
Iw noticed.*' 




THE BOOK AlO> THE RING 


aeSs 


Toured forth In ^ded floods for drtue’s 
sake, 

(The print is sorrowfully dyked and dammed, 
But shows where fain the unbridled force 
would flow, 400 

Finding a channel)—now shall this refresh 
The thirsty donor with a drop or two ! 

Here has l>een truth at issue w-ith a lie : 

Ixt who gained truth the <iay have handsome 
pride 

In his own piowess ! Kh I Whal ails the 
man ? 405 

“ Well, it is over, ends as I foresaw : 

** l^asily proved, Ponipilia's inn<x;ence ! 

** Catch them entrusting (iuido’s gmlt to me 
‘*Who had, as usual, the plain truth to 
plead. 409 

I always knew^ the clearness of the stream 
** Would show the fish so thoioughly, dnkl 
might prong 

“The clumsy monster: wnth no mud to 
splash, 

“Small credit to lynx-eye and lightning- 
s[>ear ! 

“ This Guido,—(much spi^rt he contrived to 
make, 4u 

“Who at first twist, preamble of the cord, 
“Turned white, told all, like the jxjltnxm 
he was t)— 

“ Finished, as you ex{>ect, a pwaitent, 

“ Fully confessed his crime, and made amends, 
“ And, edifying Rome last Saturday, 

“ Died like a saint, |XX)r devil! ThaPs the 
man m 

** The gods still give to my antagonist: 

** Imagine hoW Arcangeli claps wing 
“And crows! ‘Such formidable focts to 
lace, 

“ * So naked to attack, my client here, *h 
‘And jfet I kept a month the Fisc at bay, 
“ * And in the end had foiled him of the prixe 
‘ By this arch-stroke, lhi.s plea of privilege, 
“ * But that the Pope must gratify his whim, 
“ ‘ Put in his Word, poor old hum,—let it 
pass!*^ 

is the cue to which all Rome 
i{Kmds* 4*0 


“What with the pkin truth given me to 
uphold, 

“ And, should I let truth slip, the Pope at 
hand 

“ To pick up, steady her on legs again, 

“ My office turns a pleasantry indeed ! 

“ Not that the burly lx)aster did one jot 4S9 
“ O’ the little was to do—young Spreti’s work I 
“ But for him,—mannikin and dandiprat, 

“ Mere candle-end and inch of cleverness 
“ Stuck on Arcangeli’s save-all,—but for him 
“ The spruce young Spreti, what*is l>ad were 
worse! 440 

“I kK>kcd that Rome should have the natural 
gird 

“ At advocate with case that proves itself; 

“ I knew Arcangeli would grin and hrag : 

“ But what say you to one imjxjrtinencc 
‘ ‘ Might move a stone ? That monk, you are 

to know , 446 

“ That Ixirefoot Augustinian whose report 
“O’ the dying wnanan’s words did detriment 
“To my. t>cst points it took the freshness 
from, 

“—That meddler preached to purpose yester- 
cLiy 

“ At San Lorenzo as a winding-up 450 

“ O’ the show which proved a treasure to the 
church. 

“Out comes his sermon smoking from the 
press: 

“Its text—^Let God be true, and every 
man 

“ ‘ A liar ’—and its application, this 
“The longest-winded of the paragraphs, 46# 

“ I straight unstitch, tear out and treat y^u 

With: 

“Tis piping hot and posts through Rome 
to-day. 

“ Remember it, as I engage to do ! 


“ But if you rather be disposed to see 
“ In tlie result of the long trial here,— m 

“ This dealing doom to guilt and doling praise 
“To innoccncy,—any proof that tnith 
“ May look hi vindication from the world. 
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♦*KI«KiiTWittyoiiliftwiiiisre^ I My. 

^*<jod, mho seems acquiescent in the main 
**With those who add ‘So will he ever 
sleep’— m 

Mutters thexr foolishness from time to time, 
“Puts forth Ills right-hand recogmzably; 

** Even as, to fools who deem He needs must 
right 

“Wrong on the instant, as if earth uere 
heaven, 470 

‘*He wakes remonstrance—* Fasi»i%e, l 4 >id, 
how long ? ’ 

“ Because Pompilia’s purity prevails, 
“Conclude you, all truth tnumphs m theend? 
** So might those old inhabitants of the ark. 
Witnessing haply Iheir dove^s safe return, 
“Pronounce there was no danger, all the 
while m 

“ O’ the deluge, to the creature’s counterpsirts, 
“Aught that beat wmg 1 ’ the norld, was 
white or s^>ft,— 

“ And that the lark, the thrush, the culver' 
too, 

** Might equally have traversed air, found 
earth, 48a 

“And brought back olive-branch in un¬ 
harmed bill. 

“Methinks I hear the Patnarch’s warmng 
voice— 

* Though this one breast, by miracle, return, 
«Ko wave rolls by, in aU the waste, but 
bears 

** ‘Within it some dead dove^hke thing as 
dear, 4s& 

“ ‘ Beauty made blank and hannlessness de¬ 
stroyed I* 

“ How many chaste and noble sister-hunes 
“ Wanted the extricating hand, so he 
“ Strangled^ for one Pomptha proud above 
“The welter, plucked from the world’s 
calumny, m 

** Slupsdityi^rimplicity,—who cares ? 

^‘Ibnnansl An elder race possessed your land 
1 ^, and a folse foith Ittigeied still, 
fdmdes 4p| iheugh the mortiing-star be 


“ Doubtless some pagan of the twilight-day 
“ Has often pointed to a cavern-mouth m 
“ Obnoxious to beholders, hard by Rome, 

“ And said,—nor he a bad man, no, nor fool, 
‘ * Only a m vn born bimd like all his mates,-— 
“ ‘ Here skulk m safety, lurk, defying law, soo 
“ ‘ The devotees to execrable creed, 

“ ‘ Adonng-—with what culture . * . Jove, 
avert 

“‘Thy \engeance from us worshippers 01 
ihee ^ . 

rites obscene — their idol-god, an 
Ass ’ ’ 

“ So went the word forth,so acceptance found, 
“ So century re-echoed century, m 

“ Cursed the accursed,—and so, from sire to 
son, 

“ You Romans cried ‘ The offscourings of 
our race 

I “ ‘ Corrupt wilhm the depths there, fitlyfiends 
I “ * Perform a temple service o’er the dead : 
“‘Child, gather garment round thee, pass 
nor pr) ’ ’ m 

“Thus groaned your generations; uU the 
tune 

“Grew ripe, and lightning had revealed, 
liehke,— 

“ Thro’ crevice peepecl into by curious fear,— 
“ Some object even fear could recognize m 
“P the place of spectres ; on the illumined 
wall. 

To-wit, some nook, tradition talks about, 

“ Harrow and short, a corpse’s length, no 
more; 

“ And by it, in the due receptacle, 

“ The httle rude brown lamp of earthenware, 
“ The cruse, was mouit for flowers but now 
held blood, m 

“The rough-scratched palm-branch, and the 
legend left 

“ /hf Chris$&* Hien the mystery lay clear s 
“ The abhorred one was a martyr all the time, 
“Heaven’s saint whereof earth was not 
worthy. What? tan 

“ Do you continue in the old belief? 
“Whm blackness bides unbroke, musi 
devils brood? 

“ b li so cerhdn tiot anollmr odt 
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** 0* the myriad that make up the catacomb 
** Contains some saint a second flash would 
show ? m 

“ Will you ascend into the light of day 
** And, having recognized a martyr’s shrine, 
** Co join the votaries that gai>e around 
*‘Each vulgar god that awes the market¬ 
place ? 

“Arc these the objects of your praising? 

See! sss 

‘*ln the outstretcherl right hand of A|xdlo, 
there, 

** Lies screened a scorpion : housed amid the 
fidds 

Of Juno’s mantle lurks a centipede ’ 

** Each statue of a g^>d were fither styled 
Demon and devil. Glorify no tirass 540 
** That shines like burnished gold in ntxinday 

glare» 

** For ibols ! lie otherwise instruct<‘d, >ou ’ 
“And preferably |x>nder, ere yc judge, 

“ ICttch incident of this strange human pla) 

“ l*rivily acted on a theatre ms 

That seemed secure from every gaze but 
God’s,— 

“Till, of a sudden, earthquake laid wall hvw 
“ And let the world jierceive w ild work inside 
“And how, in petrifaction ofsurpnse, 

** The actors stood,—raised arm and planted 
foot,— »w 

“ Mouth as it made, eye as it evidenced, 

“ Despairing shriek, triumphant hate, — 
transfixed, 

“ Both he who takes and she who yields the 
life* 

As ye become spectators of this scene, m 
** Watch obscuration of a pearl-pure feme 
“ By vapoury films, enwoven circumstance, 

««w*A soul made weak by its pathetic want 
** Of just the first apprenticeship to sin 
“ Which thenceforth makes the sinning soul 
secure 

^*From all foes save itself, souls’ truUest 

MO 

“Since egg turned snake needs fear no mi- 
pentiy,-^ 

“As ye behold this web of ckaimstancc 


“ Deepen the more for every thrill and throe, 
“ Convulsive efibrt to disperse the films 
“ And disenmesh the feme o’ the martyr,— 
mark sss 

“ How all those means, the unfriended one 
pursues, 

“To keep the treasure trusted to her breast, 
“ Each struggle in the flight from death to 
hfe, 

“ How all, by procuration of the powers 
“Of darkness, are transformed,—no single 
ray, m 

“ Sliot forth to show' and save the inmost star, 
“iiul, passed as through bell’s prism, pro- 
cewhng black 

“To the world that hates w-hite: as ye 
watch, I say, 

“Till dusk and such defacement grow eclipse 
“ B) , mar\ellous perversity of man 1— m 
“ The inadequacy and inaptitude 
“ Of that self-same machine, that very law 
“ Man vaunts, deviscnl 10 dissqratc the gloom, 
“ Rescue the drowning orb from calumny, 

“ — Hear law, appointed to defend the 
just, MO 

“ Submit, for Ixist defence, that wickedness 
“ Was bred of flesh and innate with the bone 
“ Bomc by Pompilia’s spirit for a space, 

“ And no mere chance fault, passionate and 
bnef; m 

“ Finally, when ye find,—after this touch 
“ Of man’s protection which intends to mar 
“ The last pin-point of light and damn the 
disc,— 

“One wave of the hand of God amid the 
worlds 

“ Bid vapour vanish, darkness flee away, m 
“ And let the vexed star culminate in peace 
“ Approachable no more by earthly mist— 

“ What I call God's hand,—^you, perhaps,— 
mere chance 

“Of the true instinct of an old good man 
“Who happens to hate darkness and love 
light,-— m 

“ In whom too was the eye that saw, not dim, 
“ The natural force to do the thing he saw, 

“ Nowise abated,—both by miracle,*-- 
“ Ail this wdil peered,—I demand assent 
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To liie ainocktbo of my text m 

In fiice of otie pioof more that * God is true 
* And every man a Bar *—that who trusts 
“^To human testimony for a kct 
** Gets this sole kct—himself is proved a fool; 
** Man’s speech being felse, if but by conse¬ 
quence 

** That only strength is true: while man is 
weak, fm 

** And, since truth seems reserved for heaven 
not earth, 

** Plagued here by earth’s prerogat!\ e of lies, 
Should learn to love and long for w'hat, one 
day, 

“ Approved by life’s probation, he may speak* 

“For rae, the w’eary and worn, who haply 
prompt m 

** To mirth or pity, as I move the mood,— 

** A firiar who glides unnotice<i to the grave, 
** With these bare iJiet, coarse robe and rope- 
girt waist,— 

have long since renounced your world, 
ye kntfw; m 

** Yet what forbids I weigh the prize forgone, 

* * The worldly worth ? I dare, as I were dead, 
** Disinterestedly judge tliis and that 
“ Good ye account good : but God tries the 
h^ari- 

** Still, if you question me of my content 
** At having put each hhman plMsure by, m 
** I at thef tirgehey of truth: 

this wririd si^eths, I 4ure* ndl say 1 know 
'***-*Apait hrom Christ’s assurance v<rhich 
dCcidcSSh-*- 

** Whether I have not kiled to taste much joy. 
‘*For many a dtnfbt will hem pefturb my 
choice— m 

** Many a dreath of Hie spent otherwise— 

** How human love, in varied shapes, might 
work 

AS or as rapture, or as grace: 

conversancy wilh the hooks that 

help,—how, to giiw good and 

iS«^ goto, uieS bring 


“ Goodness to breathe and live, nor* bom i* 
the brain, 

** Die there,—howthese and many antsther gift 
Of life are precious though abjured by me. 
**But, for one prize, best meed of mightiest 
man, m 

Arch-object of ambition,—earthly praise, 

“ Repute o’ the world, the flourish of loud 
trump, 

“The softer st>cial fluting,—Oh, for these, 

“—No, my friends! Fame,—that bubble 
uhich, world wide 

“ Each blows and bids his neighbour lend a 
breath, q40 

“ That so he haply may liehold thereon 
“Onemore enlarged distortedftilsefool’s-face, 
“ Until some glassy nothing growm as big 
“Send by a touch the imperishable to 
suds,— m 

“ No, in renouncing fame, my loss was light, 
“ Ciioosing obscurity, my cliance was W’dl! ” 


Didst ever touch such am{.)oIlosity 
As the monk’s own Imbble, let alone its spile? 
WhaUs his speech for, but just the kmc he 
flouts ? m 

How he dares reprehend both high and low, 
Nor stoops to turn the sentence “ God is true 
“ And every man a liar—save the Pope 
^ f lapptly reigning—my respects to hhn 1 ” 
And so round off the period. Molinism 
Simple and pure! To what pitch get we 
next? m 

I find that, for first pleasant consequence, 
Gomez, who had intended to appeal 
From the absurd decision of the Court, 
Declines, though plain enough hk privilege, 
To call on help from lawyers any more— 
Kesolvdi eartlf s liars may possess the #orld 
Till God have had sufliciency of both > m 
So may I whistle fi>r my job and ke t 

But, for this virulent and mHd monk,*- 
If law be an inadequate machine, m 

And advocacy, ffoth and impotence, 

We iduriiioaii see, my blatant brother! That’s 
Exaolty lite I !mpe to ilm# ^ 
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For, by a vcritabl* piece of luck, Aik! that the tongue should prove a two-edged 


The providence, you monks round period 
with, m 

AU may be gloriously retrieved. Perpend ! 
That Monastery of the Convertites 
Whereto the Court consigned l*ompilia first, 
—Observe, if convertitc, why, sinner then, 

Or what’s the pertinency of award ? — ers 

And whither she was late returned to die, 

—Still in their jurisdiction, mark again ! — 
That thrifty Sisterhood, for perquisite, 

Claims every piece whereof may die possessed 
Each sinner in the circuit of its walls. em 

Now, this Pompilia seeing that, by death 
O* the couple, all their wealth devolved on her, 
Straight utilised the respite ere decease, 

By regular conveyance of the gtxxls 
She thought her own, to will and to de¬ 
vise,— m 

Gave all to friends, Tighelti and the like, 

In trust for him she held her son and heir, 
Gaetano,—trust which ends with uifkncy : 

So willing and devising, since assured 
The justice of the Court would presently m 
Con^m her in her rights and exculpate. 
Re-integrate and rehabilitate— 

Place her as, through my pleading, now she 
stands. 

But here’s the capital mistake : tlic Court 
Found Guido guilty,—but pronounced no 
word m 

About the innocency of liis wife : 

I grounded cliarge on broader base, I hope ! 
No nmlter whether wile be true or lalse. 

The huslmnd must not push aside the law, 
And punish of a sudden: that’s the point; 
Gather from out my speech the contrary ! 

It follows that Pompilia, unrelieved w 

By formal sentence fK>m imputed fault, 
Remaiiis unfit to have and to dispose 
Of property which law provides shall lapse. 
Wherefore the Monastery claims its due: 
And whose, pray, whose the offtce, but the 
Fisc’s? m 

Who but I Institute procedure next 
%)sinst the person of dishonest life, 

Fotnpilia whom last week I sainted so ? 

I it is teach the monk what scripture means, 

iU 


sword, 

No axe sharp one side, blunt the other 
way. 

Like what amused the town at Guido’s cost I 
Astraa redux ! I’ve a second chance n# 
Before the self-same Court o’ the Governor 
Wlio soon shall see volte-face and chop, 
cliange sides. 

Accordingly, I charge you on your life, 

Send me with all despatch the judgment late 
O’ the Florence Kt»ta Court, confirmative 
O’ the prior judgment at Arezzo, clenched 
Again by ihe Granducal signature, 723 

Wherein Pompilia is convicted, doomed, 

And only destined to escape through flight 
The proper punishment. Send methepiece,— 
ril work it! And this foul-mouthed friar 

sliall find Tx 

I lis Noah’s-dove that brought the olive back 
'I'lirn into quite the other soiity scout, 

The raven, Ncxih first put forth the ark, 
Which never came lack but ate carcasses! 

No adequate machinery in law ? 7Si 

No power of life and death i* the learned 

tongue ? 

Melliinks I am already at my speech, 

Startle the world with “Thou, Pompilia, 

tllUS? 784 

“ How is the fine gold of the Temple dim! ” 
And Si.* forth. But the courier bids me close, 
And clip away one joke llmt runs through 
Rome, 

Side by side with the sermon which I send. 
How like the heartlessness of the old hunks 
Arcangeli! Ills Count is hardly add, 74 © 
The client whom his blunders sacrificed, 
When somebody must needs describe the 
scene— 

How the procession ended at the church 
That boasts the famous relic:* quoth our 
brute, 

* Tkifam^s rtiu ; sec hue 184 . UmMUcm 
also means an omamcnml knob at the end of 
the stick round which books, in Greek and 
Roman times, used to be rolled; hence the 
phrase ad umHUcum farmnirt (Martial, iv, 
89 ) meant “ to rnemh the end of a book^ 

T 
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** Why, that’s just Martkl’s i^rase for * mak« 
an end *— 745 

Ad umkiiictim sic pervenium est! ” 

The callous dog,—let who will cut off head, 
He cuts a joke and cares no more than so! 

I think my speech sliall modify his mirth. 

** How is the fine gold dim I ”—but send the 
piece 1 7fl6 


Alack, Bottini, what is my next word 
But death to all that hope ? The Instrument 
Is plain before me, print that ends my Book 
With the definitive verdict of the Court, 
Dated September, six months afterward, 7 m 
(S uch trouble and so long the old Pope gave!) 
‘‘In restitution of the perfect feme 
“Of dead Pompilia, quondam Guido’s wife, 
“ And warrant to her representative 
“ Domenico Tighetti, barred hereby, 760 
“ While doing duty in his guardianship, 

“ From all molesting, all disquietude, 

“ Each perturbation and vexation brought 
“ Or threatened to be brought against the heir 
“ By the Most Venerable Convent called 7 C 6 
“ S^nt Mary Magdalen o’ the Convertites 
“P the Corse.” 

Justice done a second time I 
Well judged, Marc Antony, Locum-tenem 
O* the Governor, a Venturini too! 770 

For which I save thy name,*—last of the list! 

m 

Next year but one, completing his nine years 
Of rule in Rome, died Innocent my Pope 
—By some account, on his accession-day. 

If he thought doubt would do the next 
good, 776 

’Tis pity he died unapprised what birth 
His reign may boast of^ be remembered by— 
Terrible Pope, too, of a kind,—^Voltaire. 

And so a% end of all f the story. Strain 
Never so much my eyes, I miss the mark 
If lived or died that Gaetano, child 78 i 
(W Guido and Pmnptlia: only find, 
|l|imediately upon his fether’s death, 
in the annals of the town— 

That sister of our Guido, moved 
The Monrof Ateteo and their head 


Its Gonfalonier to give loyally 
A public attestation of the right 
O’ the Franceschini to all reverence— 
Apparently because of the incident m 

O’ the murder,—there’s no mention made o* 
the crime, 

But what else could have caused such urgency 
To cure the mob, just then, of greediness 
For scandal, love of lying vanity, 

And appetite to swallow crude reports m 
That bring annoyance to their betters?— 
bone 

Which, here, was promptly met by antidote* 
I like and shall translate the eloquence 
Of nearly the worst Latin ever writ: 799 

“ Since antique time whereof the memory 
Holds the beginning, to this present hour, 
“The Franceschini ever shone, and shine 
“ Still i’ the primary rank, supreme amid 
“ The lustres of Arezzo, proud to own 
“ In this great family, the flag-l)earer, aw 
“Guide of her steps and guardian against 
foe,— 

“ As in the first beginning, so to*day! ” 
There, would you disbelieve the annalist, 

Gk> rather by the babble of a bard ? m 

1 thought, Arezzo, thou hadst fitter souls, 
Petrarch,*—nay, Buonarroti at a pinch, 

To do thee credit as vexillifer 
Was it mere mirth the Patavinian * meant, 
Making thee out, in his veracious page, 
Founded by Janus of the Double Face ? me 

Well, proving of such perfect parentage, 

Our Gaetano, bom of love and hate, 

Did the l)abe live or die ? I fein would find! 
What were his fencies if he grew a man ? 
Was he proud,—a true scion of the stock 
Wbich bore the blswon, shall make bright 
my page— 8 »i 

Shield, Azure, on a Triple Mountain, Or, 

A Palm-tree, Proper, whereunto is tied 
A Greyhound, Rampant, striving in the slips ? 

* Petrarch was bom in the town of Arezzo, 
and Buooarroti (Michri Angelo) in the territoryi 
though not in the town itself. 

s Vexillifer: standard-bearer, 

* The Palaidnian: Livy. 
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Or did he love his mother, the base-born, 
And fight i’ the ranks, unnoticed by the 
world ? 826 

Such, then, the final state o’ the story. So 
Did the Star Wormwood in a blanng fall 
Frighten awhile the waters and he lost. 

So did this old woe fade from memory : sso 
Till after, in the fulness of the days, 

I needs must find an emljer yet unquenched. 
And, breathing, blow the spark to flame. 
It lives, 

If precious be the soul of man to man. as 4 

So, British Public, who may like me yet, 
(Marry and amen ’) learn one lesson hence 
Gf many which whatever lives should teach : 
This lesson, that our human speech is naught, 
Our human testimony false, our fame 
And human estimation words and wind. 840 
Wliy take the artistic way to prove so much? 
Because, it is the glory and good of Art, 

That Art remains the one way possible 
Of speaking truth, to mouths like mine at 
least. 

How look a brother in the face and say m 
** Thy right is wrong, eyes hast thou yet art 
blind, 

“Thine ears are stuffed and stopped, despite 
their length: 

‘ And, oh, the foolishness thou countest 
faith!” 

Say this as siWerly as tongue can troll— 

The anger of the man may be endured, 

The shrug, the disappointed eyes of him 


Are not so bad to bear—but here’s the plague 
That all this tiouble comes of telling truth, 
Which truth, by when it reaches him, looks 
false, 

Seems to be just the thing it would supplant, 
j Nor recognizaVjle by whom it left: 886 

I While falsehood would have done the work 
of truth. 

But Art, —wherein man nowisespeaks to men, 
Only to mankind,—Art may tell a truth 
Obliquely, do the thing shall breed the 
thought, 860 

Nor wrong the thought, missing the mediate 
word. 

So may you paintyour picture, twice show truth, 
Beyond mere imagery on the wall,— 

So, note by note, bring music from your 

mind, 86« 

1 Deeper than ever e’en Beethoven dived,— 
So write a book shall mean beyond the facts, 

I Suflice the eye and save the soul Ixjside, 

And save the soul! If this intent save mine,— 
If the rough ore l>e rounded to a ring, 860 

Render all duty which good ring should do, 
And, failing grace, succeed in guardianship,— 
Might mine but lie outside thine, Lyric Love, 
Thy rare gold ring of verse (the poet ^ praised) 
Linking our England to his Italy ! 

* The poet: Tommaseo, who wrote the in¬ 
scription on the tablet placed on the walls of 
Casa Guidi by the municipality of Florence to 
the memory of Mrs. Browning “ Qui scrisse 
e mon E. B. Brow ning, che . . . fece del suo 
I verso aureo anello fra Italia e Inghilterra.’* 
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PRINCE HOHENSTIEL- 
SCHWANGAU, 

SAVIOUR OF SOCIETY. 

^>W€6iras, /LVplufP t* AXXcai^ Tdptov 
dyiXat . • . 

rh \QUr 0 iop rM* irKrfP rdXas vdvoVf 
• . • Biaju.a BpiyKtoaai kakols* 

I slew the Hydra, and from labour pass'd 
To labour—tribes of labours • Till, at last, 
Attempting one more labour, m a tnce, 
Alack, with ills I crowned the edtjice. 

You have seen better days, dear ? So have 

I— 

And worse too, for they brought no such 
bud>mouth ^ 

As yours to lisp You wish you knew me r* 
Well. 

Wise men, ’tis said, have sometimes wished 
tht same, 

And wished and had their trouble for their 
pains. 

Suppose my OBdipus should lurk at last 
Under a pork-}»e hat and crinoline, 

And, lat«^h, pounce on Sphynx in Leicester 
Sqm^? 

Or what if Sphynx In wise old age, 

OfaWn sick of snapping foolish people’s 
hends, 

jlsid Jenlotts for her riddle’s proper rede,— 
lliat the good trick whkh served the 

it, tm de« ooe day 


With friend Home’s' stilts and tongs and 
medium-ware,— 

What if the once redoubted Sphynx, I say, 
(Because night draws on, and the sands 
increase, 

And desert-whispers grow a prophecy) 

Tell all to Connth of her own accord, 

Bright Corinth, not dull Thebes, for Lais’ 
sake, 

Who finds me hardly grey, and likes my nose, 
And thinks a man of sixty at the prime ? 
Good! It shall be! Revealment of myself! 
But listen, for we must co-operate ; 

I don’t drink tea : permit me the cigar ! 

First, how to make the matter plain, of 
course— 

What was the law by which I lived. Lei’s 
see: 

Ay, we must take one instant of my life 
Spent sitting by your side in this neat room : 
Watch well the way I use it, and don’t laugh ! 
Here’s paper on the table, pen and ink 2 
Give me the soiled bit—not the pretty rose ! 
See 1 having sat an hour, I’m rested now, 
Therefore want work: and spy no better 
work 

For eye and hand and mind that guides them 
both, 

Duriiig this instant, than to draw my pen 
From blot One—thus--up, up to blot Two— 
thus— 

1 The notorious spiritualist and impostor. 
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Wjbich I at last reach, thus, and here’s my 
line 

Five inches long and tolerably straight; 
Better to draw than lea\e undrawn, I think, 
Fitter to do than let alone, I hold, 

Though Ixjtter, fitter, by but one degree 
Therefore it was that, rather than sit still 
Simply, my right-hand drew it while my left 
Pulled smooth and pinched the moustache to 
a |K>mt 

Now I permit )our plump lips to unpurse 
“ So far, one possibly may unde 1 stand 
“Without lecoursc to witchcraft!” Tiue, 
my dear 

Thus folks begin with Euclid,—finish, how ? 
Trying to square the circle ’—at any rate, 
Solving abstiuser problems than this first 
“ IIow find the nearest way ’twixt p<jint and 
I)omt ” 

Deal but with moral mathematics so— 

Master one merest moment’s work of mine, 
Even this prac tising with pen and ink,— 
Demonstrate why 1 rather plied the quill 
Than left the space a blank,—you gam a 
fact, 

And God knows what a fact’s worth ’ So 
proceed 

By inference from just this moral fact 
-I don’t &iy, to that plaguy quadrature 
“What the whole man meant, whom jou 
wish you knew,” 

But* what meant certain things he did of old. 
Which puzzk‘d Europe,—why, you’ll find 
them plain, 

This way, not otherwise : I guarantee, 
Understand one, you comprehend the rest. 
Rays from all round converge to any point • 
Study the point then ere you track the rays ’ 
The size o’ the circle’s nothing ; sulxiividc 
Earth, and earth’s smallest gram of mustard- 
seed, 

Vou count as many |)arts, small matching 
large, 

If you can use the mind’s eye: otherwise, 
Material optics, being gross at best, 

Prefer the large and leave our mind the 
imall—* 


And pray how many folk have minds can 
see ? 

Certainly you—and somebody in Thrace 
Whose name escapes me at the moment. 
You— 

Lend me your mind then ’ Analyse with me 
This instance of the line ’twixt blot and blot 
I rather chose to draw than leave a blank, 
Things else toeing equal. You are taught 
thereby 

That ’lis my nature, when I am at ease, 
Rather than idle out my life t(X) long, 

To want to do a thing—to put a thought, 
Whether a great thought or a little one, 

Into an act, as nearly as may be. 

Make what is absolutely new—I can’t, 

Mar what is made already well enough— 

I w on t ; but turn to best account the thing 
That’s half-made—that I can. Two blots, 
you saw 

I knew how to extend into a line 
Symmetric on the sheet they blurred before— 
Such little act sufficed, this time, such 
thought. 

Now, we’ll extend ra)s, widen out the verge, 
Descnlie a larger circle ; leave this hist 
Clod of an instance we liegan with, nse 
To the complete world many clods effect. 
Only continue patient while I throw, 
Delver-Uke, spadeful after spadeful up. 

Just as tniths come, the subsoil of me, 
mould 

Whenc e spnng my moods. your object,— 
just to find, 

Alike from handlift and from barrow load, 
What salts and silts may constitute the earth— 
If It l>e proper stuff to blow man glass, 

Or bake him potter)^, bear him oaks or wheat— 
What’s born of me, m brief; which found, 
all’s known. 

If It were genius did the digging-job, 

Logic would speedily sift its product smooth 
And leave the crude truths bare for poetry; 
But I’m no poet, and am stiff i’ the back. 
What one spread lads to bring, another may. 
In goes the shovel and out comes scoop—as 
here 1 
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I live to please myself* I recc^nisc 
Power passing mine, immeasurable, God— 
Above me, whom He made, os heaven beyond 
Earth—to use figures which assist our sense. 
I know that He is there as I am here, 

By the same proof, which seems no proof at 

all, 

It so exceeds fiimiLiar forms of proof. 

Why ‘ ‘ there,” not ‘ ‘ here ” ? Because, when 
I say “there,” 

I treat the feeling with distincter shape 
That space exists between us : I,—not He,— 
Live, think, do hiunan work here—no 
machine, 

His will moves, but a being by myself. 

His, and not He who made me for a w^ork, 
Watches my working, judges its effect, 

But does not interpose. He did so once, 
And fM'obably will again some lime—not now, 
Life being the minute of mankind, not God\, 
In a certain sense, like time before and time 
After man’s earthly life, so far as man 
Needs apprehend the matter. Am I clear ? 
Suppose I bid a courier take to-night 
( , • . Once for all, let me talk as if I smoked 
Yet in the Residenz, a personage : 

I must still represent the thing I was, 
Galvanically make dead muscle play. 

Or how shall I illustrate muscle’s use ?) 

I could then, last July, bid courier take 
Message for me, post-haste, a thousand miles. 
I Md him, since I have the right to bid, 

And, my part done so far, his part begins; 
He starts with due equipment, will and power, 
Means he may use, misuse, not use at all. 

At his discretion, at his peril too. 

I leave him to himself: but, journey done, 

I count the minutes, call for the result 
In quickness and the courier quality, 

Weigh its worth, and then punish or reward 
According to proved service ; not before. 
Meantime, he sleeps through noontide, rides 
rill dawx^ 

Bricks to the straight road, tries the crooked 
path, 

Mamres md manages resource, trusts, 
^bts 

M^mm by the wayride, does his best 


At his discretion, lags or launches forth, 

(He knows and I know) at his peril too. 

You see ? Exactly thus men stand to God : 

I with my courier, God with me. Just so 
I have His bidding to perform ; but mind 
And body, all of me, though made and meant 
For that sole service, must consult, concert 
With my own self and nobtxly beside, 

How to effect the same : Gcxl helps not else. 
’Tis I who, with my stock of craft and strength, 
Choose the directer cut across the hedge, 

Or keep the ftX)t -track that respects a crop. 
Lie down and rest, rise up and run,—live 
spare, 

Feed free,—all that’s my business: but, arrive, 
Deliver message, bring the answer back, 

And make my bow, I must: then God will 
speak, 

Praise me or haply blame as service proves. 
To other men, to each and everyone, 
Another law I what likelier? God, perchance, 
Grants each new man, by some as new a 
mode, 

Intercommunication with Himself, 

Wreaking on finiteness infinitude ; 

By such a series of effects, gives each 
Last His own imprint: old yet ever new 
The process : ’tis the way of I>ity. 

How' it succeeds, He knows ; I only know 
That varied modes of creatureship abound, 
Implying just as varied intercourse 
For each with the creator of them all. 

%ach has his own mind and no other’s 
mode. 

What mode may yours be? I shall sym¬ 
pathize ! V 

No doubt, you, good young lady that you are, 
Despite a natural naughtiness or two, 

Tiurn eyes up like a Pradier Magdalen ^ 

And see an outspread providential Imnd 
Above the owl’s-wing aigrette—guard and 
guide— 

Visibly o’er your path, about your bed, 
Through all your practisings with I^ondon- 
town. 

It points, you go; it stays fixed, and you stop; 

1 In the Louvre. Pradier was a famous 
sculptor* His statue of Rousseau is at Geneva. 
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You quicken its procedure by a word 
Spoken> a thought in silence, prayer and 
praise. 

Well, I believe that such a hand may stcx>p, 
And such appeab to it may stave off harm, 
Pacify the grim guardian of this Square, 

And stand you in good stead on quarter-day: 
Quite possible in your case ; not in mine. 

Ah, but I choose to make the difference, 
Find the emancipation?” No, I hope ! 

If I deceive myself, take noon for night, 
Please to become determinedly blind 
To the true ordinance of human life, 

Through mere presumption—that is my affair, 
And truly a grave one ; but as grave I think 
Your affair, yours, the specially observed,— 
Each fevoured person that perceives his path 
Pointed him, inch by inch, and looks above 
For guidance, through the mazes of this world, 
In what we call its meanest life-career 
—Not how to manage Europe projierly. 

But how keep open shop, and yet pay rent, 
Rear household, and make both ends meet, 
the same. 

I say, such man is no less tasked than I 
To duly take the path appointed him 
By whatsoever sign he recognize. 

Our insincerity on both our heads ! 

No matter wiiat the object of a life, 

Small work or large,—the making thrive a 
shop, 

Ur seeing that an empire take no harm,— 
There are known fruits to judge obedience by. 
You’ve read a ton’s weight, now, of news¬ 
paper— 

Lives of me, gabble about the kind of prince— 
You know my work i’ the rough ; I ask you, 
then, 

I>o I appear subordinated less 
To hand-impulsion, one prime push for all, 
Than little lives of men, the multitude 
That cried out, every quarter of an hour, 

For fresh instructions, did or did not work, 
\nd praised in the odd minutes ? 

Eh, my dear ? 

Such is the reason why I acquiesced 
In doing what seemed best for me to do, 


2^5 

So as to please myself on the great scale, 
Having regard to immortality 
No less than life—did that which head and 
heart 

Prescribed my hand, in measure with its 
means 

Of doing—used my special stock of power— 
Not from the aforesaid head and heart alone, 
But every sort of helpful circumstance. 

Some problematic and some nondescript; 

All related by the single care 
I* the last resort—that I made thoroughly 
serve 

The when and how, toiled where was need, 
reposed 

As resolutely at the proper point, 

Braved sorrow, courted joy, to just one end ; 
Namely, that just the creature I was bound 
To be, I should become, nor th^^art at all 
God’s purpose in creation. I conceive 
No other duty possible to man,— 

Highest mind, lowest mind, no other law 
By which to judge life failure or success : 
What folk call being saved or cast away. 

Such was my rule of life : I worked my best 
Subject to ultimate judgment, God’s not man’s. 
Well then, this settled,—take your tea, I beg. 
And meditate the fact, ’twixt sip and sip,— 
This settled—why I pleased myself, you saw, 
By turning blot and blot into a line, 

O’ the little scale,—we’ll try now (as your 
tongue 

Tries the concluding sugar-drop) what’s meant 
To please me most o* the great scale. Why, 
just now, 

With nothing else to do within my reach, 
Did I prefer making two blots one line 
To making yet another separate 
Third blot, and leaving those I found unlinked ? 
It meant, I like to use the thing I find, 
Rather than strive at unfbund novelty x 
I make the best of the old, nor try for new* 
Such will to act, such choice of action’s way, 
Constitute—-when at work on the great scale. 
Driven to their farthest natural consequence 
By all the help from all the means—my own 
Particular frumlty of serving God, 
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Inssdticl Ibr ptlttidg power to exercise 
0poa some wish and want o’ the time, I prove 
Possdbie to mankind as best I may. 

Hiis constitutes my mission, — grant the 
phrase,— 

Namely, to rule men—men within my reach. 
To order, influence and dispose them so 
As render solid and stabihfy 
Mankmd in particles, the light and loose, 
For their gowi and my pleasure m the act. 
Such good accomplished proves twice good 
to me—■ 

Good for its own sake, as the just and nght, 
And, in the effecting also, gtxxl again 
To me Its agent, tasked as suits my taste. 

Is this much easy to be understood 

At first glance ? Now begin the steady gaze ’ 

My rank—(if I must tell you simple truth— 
Telling were else not worth the whiflf o* tlie 
weed 

f lose for the tale’s sake)—dear, my rank 
the world 

Is hard to know and name precisely : err 
I may, but scarcely over-estimate 
My style and title. Do I class with men 
Most useful to their fellows ? Possibly,— 
Therefore, in some sort, best ; but, greatest 
mind 

And rarest nature ? Evidently no. 

A consen’ator, call me, if you please, ^ 
Not a creator nor destroyer: one 
Who keeps the world safe. I profess to trace 
The broken circle of society, 

Dim actual order, I can redescribe 
Hot only where some segment silver-true 
Stays clear, but where the breaks of black 
commence 

Baffling you all who want the eye to probe— 
As 1 make out yon {u-oblematic thin 
White paring of your thumb-nail outside there, 
Above the ptaster-monarch on his steed— 
Sue on inch, name an ell, and prophesy 
0 tim test that ought to follow, the round 

th the night of thing®: that round, 


For the month’s purpose,—that sodety, 
Render efliaent for the age’s need: 
Preserving you m either case the old, 

Nor aiming at a new and greater thing, 

A sun for moon, a future to be made 
By first abolishing the present law i 
No such proud task for me by any means ! 
History shows you men whose master-touch 
Not so much modifies as makes anew : 

Minds that transmute nor need restore at all. 
A breath of God made manifest m flesh 
Subjects the world to change, firom tunc to 
lime, 

Alters the whole conditions of our race 
Abruptly, not by unperceived degrees 
Nor play of elements already there, 

But quite new leaven, leavening the lump. 
And hker, so, the natural process. See ! 
Where w inter reigned for ages—by a turn 
I’ the time, some star-change, (ask geologists) 
The ice-tracts split, clash, splinter and dis¬ 
perse, 

And there’s an end of immobility, 

Silence, and all that tinted pageant, base 
To pinnacle, one flush from foiryland 
Dead-asleep and deserted somewhere,-— 
see ’— 

As a fresh sun, wave, spring and joy outburst. 
Or else the earth it is, time starts from trance, 
Her mountains tremble into fire, her plains 
Heave blinded by confusion ; what result ? 
^New teeming growth, surprises of strange life 
Impossible before, a world broke up 
And re-made, order gained by law destroyed. 
Not otherwise, in our society 
Follow like portents, all as absolute 
R^enerations: they have birth at rare 
Uncertain imexpecled intervals 
O’ the world, % ministry impossible 
Before and offer fulness of the days j 
Some dervish desert-spectre, swordsman, 
saint, 

Law-giver, lyrist,—oh, we know the names I 
Quite other these than L Our time requires 
No sudh strange potentate,—who else would 
dawn,— 

No fresh force till the old have spent itselfi 
Such Seem® the natuml mconomy. 
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To shoot a beain into the dark, assists: I 

To make that beam do fliller service, spread 
And utilize such bounty to the height, 

That assists also,—and Uiat work is mine. 

I recognize, contemplate, and approve 
The general compact of society, 

Not simply as I see effected good. 

But good i* the germ, each chance that*s 
possible 

F the plan traced so far : all results, in short. 
For better or worse of the operation due 
To those exceptional natures, unlike mine, 
Who, helping, thwarting, conscious, unaware, 
Did somehow manage to so far descrit>e 
This diagram left ready to my hand, 

Waiting my turn of trial. I see success, 

See ^lure, see what makes or mars through¬ 
out. 

How shall I else but help complete this plan 
Of which I kmiw the purpose and approve, 
By letting stay therein what seems to stand. 
And adding good thereto of easier reach 
To-day than yesterday ? 

So much, no more ! 
Whereon, ** No more than that?”—inquire 
aggrieved 

Half of my critics : ** nothing new at all ? 

The old plan saved, instead of a siK>nged slate 
And fresh-drawn figure?”—while, “ So much 
as that ? ” 

Object their fellows of the other faith : 

** Leave uneffaceci the crazy labyrinth 
Of alteration and amendment, lines 
Which every dabster felt in duty bound 
To signalize his power of pen and ink 
By adding to a plan once plain enough ? 

Why keep each fool’s licqucathment, scratch 
and l)lur 

Which overscrawl and underscore the piece— 
Nay, strengthen them by touclics ofyour own? ” 

Well, that’s my mission, so I serve the world, 
Figure as man o’ the moment,—in defeult 
Of somebody inspired to strike such change 
Into society—from round to square, 

The ellipsis to the rhomboid, how you please, 
Assuits the ftiste and slmpe o’ the world he finds. 


But this I can,—and nobody my peer,— 

Do the best with the least change possible : \ 
Carry the incompleteness on, a stage, ] 

Make what was crooked straight, and rough¬ 
ness smooth, 

^nd weakness strong : wherein if I succeed, 
*It will not prove the worst achievement, sure. 
In the eyes at least of one man, one I look 
Nowise to catch in critic com|)any : 

To-wit, the man inspired, the genius’ self 
Destined to come and change things 
thoroughly. 

He, at least, finds his business simplified, 
Distinguishes the done from undone, reads 
Plainly what meant and did not mean this time 
We live in, and I work on, and transmit 
To such successor : he will operate 
On good hard substance, not mere shade and 
shine. 

Let all my critics, lx)rn to idleness 
And impotency, get their good, and have 
Their hooting at the giver : I am deaf— 

Who find great good in this society. 

Great ^gain, the purchase of great labour. 
Touch 

The work I may and must, but—reverent 
In every fell o’ the finger-tip, no doubt. 
Perhaps 1 find all good there's warrant for 
r the world as yet: nay, to the end of time,— 
Since evil never means part company 
With mankind, only shift side and change 
shape. 

I find advance i’ the main, and notably 
The Present an improvement on the Past, 
And promise for the Future—which shall 
prove 

Only the Present with its rough made smooth, 
Its indistinctness emphasized; I hope 
No better, nothing newer for mankind, 

But something equably smoothed everywhere, 

; Good, reconciled with hardly-quite-as-good, 

I Instead of good and bad each jostling each. 

, “And that’s all?” Ay, and quite enough 
for me ! 

j We have toiled so long to gain what gain. I find 
I r the Present,—let ns l^pkrVe^Wl toil 
So long before we gain—if gain God grant-^^ 

I A Future with ohe touch of difference 
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F the hemrt of things, and not their outside 
fece,— 

Let us not risk the whiff of my cigar 
For Fourier, Comte, and all that ends in 
smoke 1 

This I see clearest probably of men 
With power to act and influence, now alive : 
Juster than they to the true state of things; 

In consequence, more tolerant that, side 
By side, shall co-exist and thrive alike 
In the age, the various sorts of happiness 
Moral, mark 1—not material—moods o’ the 
mind 

Suited to man and man his opposite : 

Say, minor modes of movement — hence to 
there. 

Or thence to here, or simply round alK>ut— 
So long as each toe spares its neighbour’s 
kibe, 

Nor spoils the major march and main advance. 
The love of peace, care for the family, 
Contentment with what’s bad but might be 
worse— 

Good movements these ! and good, too, dis¬ 
content, 

Solongasthat spursgood, which might be best. 
Into becoming better, anyhow j 
Good—pride of country, putting hearth and 
home 

F the back-ground, out of undue prominence : 
Good—^yearning after change, .strife, victory,! 
And triumph. Each shall have its orbit 
marked. 

But no more,—^none impede the other’s path 
In this wide world,—though each and all alike, 
Save for me, ftun would spread itself through 
space 

And leave its fellow not an inch of way. 

I rule and regulate the course, excite, 
Restrain: because the whole machine should 
march 

Inipelled those diversely-moving parts, 
Bach blind to aught beside its little bent. 
iChR of lim iumings round and round inside, 
Stiaightftuward world-advance, X 

supposes God wants too 


And gets through just their hindrance and my 
help. 

I think that to have held the balance straight 
For twenty years, say, weighing claim and 
claim, 

And giving each its due, no less no more. 
This was good service to humanity, 

Right usage of ray power in head and heart. 
And reasonable piety beside. 

Keep those three points in mind while judging 
me 1 

You stand, perhaps, for some one man, not 
men,— 

Represent this or the other interest. 

Nor mind the general wclfiire,—^so, impugn 
My practice and dispute my value : why? 
You man of ftdth, I did not tread the world 
Into a paste, and thereof make a smooth 
Uniform mound whereon to plant your flag, 
The lily-white, above the blood and brains ! 
Nor yet did I, you man of faithlessness, 

So roll things to the level which you love, 
That you could stand at ease there and survey 
The universal Nothing undisgraced 
By pert obtrusion of some old church-spire 
F the distance! Neither friend would I 
content, 

Nor, as the world were simply meant for him, 
Thrust out his fellow and mend God’s mistake. 
Why, you two fools,—my dear friends all the 
same,— 

lls it some change o’ the world and nothing 
else 

Contents you? Should whatever was, not 
be? 

How thanklessly you view things 1 There’s 
the root 

Of the evil, source of the entire mistake : 
You see no worth i’ the world, nature and life, 
Unless we change what is to what may be, 
Which means,-^may be, i’ the Ijrain of one 
of you J 

'* Reject what is?”—all capabilities— 

Nay, you may style them chances if you 
choose— 

All chances, then, of happiness that tie 
Open to anybody that is born, 

Tumbles into this life and out again,— 
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All that may happen, good and evil too, 

I’ the space between, to each adventurer 
Upon this ’sixty, Anno Domini; 

A life to live—and such a life ! a world 
To learn, one’s lifetime in,—and such a world! 
How did the foolish ever pass for wise 
By calling life a burden, man a fly 
Or worm or what’s most insignificant ? 

“ O littleness of man ! ” deplores the bard; 
And then, for fear the Powers should punish 
him, 

“ () grandeur of the visible universe 
Our human littleness contrasts withal! 

0 sun, O moon, ye mountains and thou sea. 
Thou emblem of immensity, thou this, 

That, and the other,—what impertinence 
In man ti> cal and drink and walk about 
And have his little notions of his own. 

The while some wave sheds foam ujxm the 
shore ! ” 

First of all, ’tis a lie some three-times thick : 
The Ixird,—this sort of speech being poetry,— 
The bard puls mankind well outside himself 
And then begins instructing them: “This way 
I and my friend the sea conceive of you ! 
What would you give to think such thoughts 
as ours 

Of you and the sea together?” l>own they go 
On the humbled knees ol them; at oncetliey 
draw 

Distinction, recognize no mate of theirs 
In one, despite his mock humility, 

So plain a match for what he plays with. 
Next, 

The turn of the great ocean-playfellow, 

When the Ijard, leaving Bond Street very far 
From ear-shot, carc‘S not to ventriloquize, 

But tells the sea its home-truths; “You, ray 
match ? 

You, all this terror and immensity 
And what not? Shall I tell you what you are? 
Just fit to hitch into a stanza, so 
Wake up and set in motion who’s asleep 
O* the other side of you in England, else 
Unaware, as folk pace their Bond Street now, 
Somebody here despises them so much ! 
Between us, —they are the ultimate! to them 
And their perception go these lordly thoughts; 


Since what were ocean—mane and tail, to 
boot— 

Mused I not here, how make thoughts think¬ 
able? 

Start forth my stanza and astound the world! 
Back, billows, to your insignificance ! 

Deep, you are df.ne with ! ” 

Learn, my gifted friend, 
There are two things i’ the world, still wiser 
folk 

Accept—intelligence and sympathy. 

You pant aliout unutterable power 
r the ocean, all you feel but cannot speak ? 
W^hy, that’s the plainest speech about it all 
You did not feel what was not to be felt. 
Well, then, all else but what man feels is 
nought— 

The wash o’ the liquor that o’erbrims the cup 
Called man, and runs to waste adown his side, 
Perhaps to feed a cataract,—who cares? 
ril tell you : all the more I know mankind, 
The more I thank God, like my grandmother, 
For making me a little lower than 
The angels, honour - clothed and glory- 
crowned : 

This is the honour,—that no thing I know, 
Feel or conceive, but I can make my own 
Somehow, by use of hand or head or heart: 
This is the glory,—that in all conceived, 

Or felt or known, I recognize a mind 
Not mine but like mine,—for the double joy,— 
Making all things for me and me for Him. 
There’s folly for you at this time of day I 
So think it! and enjoy your ignorance 
Of what—no matter for the -worthy’s name— 
Wisdom set working in a noble heart, 

When he, who was earth’s best geometer 
Up to that time of day, consigned his life 
With its results into one matchless book, 

The triumph of the human mind so fiir, 

All in geometry man yet could do: 

And then wrote on the dedication-page 
In place of name the universe applauds, 

“ But, God, what a geometer art Thou 
I suppose Heaven is, through Eternity, 

The ec|ualizingy ever and anon, 

In momentary rapture, great with small, 
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with intelligency, Ood 

With inim,—the thunder glow from pole to 
pole 

Abohshing, a bhsbful moment space. 

Great cloud ahke and small cloud, m one fire — 
As sure, to ebb as sure s^ain to flow 
When the new receptivity deserves 
The new completion There’s the Heaven 
for me. 

And I say, therefore, to live out one’s life 
T the world here, with the chance,—whether 
by pam 

Or pleasure be the process, long or short 
The time, august or mean the circumstance 
To human eye,—of learning how set foot 
Deadedly on some one path to Hea\en, 
Touch segment in the circle whence all lines 
Lead to the centre equally, red lines 
Or black lines, so they but produce them 
selves— 

This, I do say,—and here my sermon ends 
This makes it worth our while to tenderly 
Handle a state of things which mend we might, 
Mar we may, but which meanwhile helpsso far 
Therefore my end is—save society ’ 


** And that’s all ? twangs the never-feiling 
taunt 

O’ the foe—“ No novelty, creativeness, 

Mark of the master that renews the age ? ” 

*• Nay, all that ?” rather will demur my judge 
I look to hear some day, nor friend nor foe-^ 
^*I>id you attain, then, to perceive that God 
Knew what He undertook when He made 
things?” 

Ay: that my task was to co-operate 
toher dian play the nval, chop and change 
The order whence comes all thegood we know, 
With this,—good’s last expression to our 


sense,*- 

Thict there’s a further good conceivable 
Bey«md the utmost earth can realise: 

therefore, that to change the agency, 
The whereby good is brought about— 
to make go<4 do good as tnl does— 
if a chemist, wanting white, 
Afl ^^Wing Mack Ingredients Iwed the dye, 


Correct the evil, mitigate your best. 

Blend mild with harsh, and soften black to 
gray 

If gray may follow with no detriment 
To the eventual perfect punly ’ 

But as for hazarding the mam result 
By hoping to anticipate one half 
In the intermediate process,—no, my friends^ 
This bad world, I experience and approve ; 
\our good world,—^^lth no pity, courage, 
hope, 

hear, sorrow, joy,—devotedness, in short. 
Which I account the ultimate of nmn, 

Of which there’s not one day nor hour but 
brings, 

In flower or fruit, some sample of success, 
Out of this same s<:x:iety I save— 

None of it for me I 1 hat I might have none, 
I rapped your tampering knuckles twenty years. 
Such was the task imposed me, such my end 

Now for the means thereto Ah, confidence— 
Keep we together or part company ? 

This IS the entical minute ’ “ Such my end?” 
Certainly , how could it Ik otherwise ? 

Can there be question which was the right 
task— 

To save or to destroy society ? 

Why, even prove that, by some miracle, 
Destruction were the proper work to choose. 
And that a torch liest remedies what’s wrong 
the temple, whence the long procession 
w'ound 

Of powers and beauties, earth’s achievements 
all, 

The human strength that strove and over 
threw,— 

The human love that, weak itself, crowned 
strength,— 

The instinct crying *'God is whence I 
came! 

The reason laying down the law ** And such 
His will i* the world must be ’ ”-*the leap 
and shout 

Of genius ** For I hold His very thoughts, 
The meaning of the mind of Him ! ’’—nay, 
more, 

The mgenulties^ eadi active friroe 
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Tliat turaing in a circle on itself 
Xx>oks neither up nor down but keeps the spot, 
Mere creature-like, and, for religion, works, 
Works only and works ever, makes and shapes 
And changes, still wrings more of good from 
less, 

Still stamps some bad out, where was worst 
before, 

So leaves the handiwork, the act and deed, 
Were it but house and land and wealth, to show 
Here was a creature perfect in the kind— I 

Whether as l)ee, beaver, or behemoth, 

What’s the importance ? he has done his work | 
For work’s sake, worked well, earned a 
creature’s praise j— 

I say, concede that same fane, whence deploys 
Age after age, all this humanity, 

Diverse but ever dear, out of the dark 
Behind the altar into the broad day 
By the portal—enter, and, concede there mocks 
Each lover of free motion and much space 
A perplexed length of apse and aisle and 
nave,— 

Pillared roof and carved screen, and what 
care I ?— 

Which irk the movement and impede the 
march,— 

Nay, possibly, bring flat upon his nose 
At some odd hreak-neck angle, by some freak 
Of old-world artistry, that personage 
Who, could he but have kept his skirts fiom 
grief 

And catching at the hooks and crooks about, 
Had stepped out on the daylight of our time 
Plainly the man of the age,—still, still, I bar 
Excessive conflagration in the case. 

“Shake the flame freely !” shout the multi¬ 
tude : 

The architect approves I stuck my torch 
Inside a good stout lantern, hung its light 
Above the hooks and crooks, and ended so. 
To save society was well: the means 
Whereby to save it,—-there begins the doubt 
Permitted you, imperative on me; 

Were mine the best means? Did I work aright 
With powers appointed me?—since powers 
denied 

Concern me nothing. 


\Well, my work reviewed 
Fairly, leaves more hfope than discouragement. 
First, there’s the de^ done: what I found, 
I leave,— ( 

What tottered, I keptft^ stable : if it stand 
One month, without siltstainmont, still thank 
me X 

The twenty years’ sustainer 1 observe, 

Sustaining is no brilliant self-displays 
Like knocking down or even setting up^ 
Much bustle these necessitate ; and still \ 
To vulgar eye, the mightier of the myth 
Is Hercules, who substitutes his own 
For Atlas’ shoulder and supports the globe 
A whole day,—^not the passive and obscure 
Atlas who bore, ere Hercules w'as bom, 

And is to go on bearing that same load 
When Hercules turns ash on CEta’s top. 

’Tis the transition-stage, the tug and strain. 
That strike men: standing still Is stupid-like. 
My pressure was too constant on the whole 
For any part’s eniption into space 
Mid sparkles, crackling, and much praise of 
me. 

I saw that, in the ordinary life, 

Many of the little make a mass of men 
Important beyond greatness here and there ; 
As certainly as, in life exceptional, 

When old things terminate and new com¬ 
mence, 

A solitary great man’s worth the world. 

Ciod takes the business into His own hands 
At such time : who creates the novel flower 
Contrives to guard and give it breathing-room: 
I merely tend the corn-field, care for crop, 
And weed no acre thin to let emerge 
What prodigy may stifle there perchance, 

—No, though my eye have noted where he 
lurks. 

Oh those mute myriads that spoke loud tome— 
The eyes that craved to see the light, the 
mouths 

That sought the daily bread and nothing more. 
The hands that supplicated exercise, 

Men that had wives, and women that had 
babes. 

And all these making suit to only liv^e ! 

Was I to tom aside frx>m husbandry, 



PI^INCE HOHENSTIEL-SCHWANGAU 


As soiA^^ofly s%sfvest hi the corn, my care, 
kiulttire, irear some rose 
Proved aiid rec perfect lej^and bloom 
Fatdttj'uud the furrows!, up was pleased to 
^rout ^ 

JJome man, cause, system, special interest 
1 ought to study, stop the world meanwhile ? 
“But I am,^tii'oerty, Philanthropy, 
Enli^l^enment, or Patriotism, the power 
Wh&ireby you are to stand or fall! ” cries each: 
** ^inc and mine only be the flag you flaunt!” 


Apd, when I venture to object “ Meantime, 
•^^What of yon myriads with no flag at all— 

My crop which, who flaunts flag must tread 
across ? ” 

“Now, this it is to have a puny mind !” 
Admire my mental prodigies : “ down— 
down— 

Ever at home o* the level and the low, 

There bides he brooding 1 Couldhe lookabove, 
With less of the owl and more of the eagle eye, 
He’d see there’s no way helps the little cause 
Like the attainment of the great. Dare first 
The chief emprize; dispel yon cloud between 
The sun and us; nor fear that, though our 
heads 

Find earlier warmth and comfort from his ray, 
What lies about our feet, the multitude, 

Will fidl of benefection presently. 

Come now, let each of us awhile cry truce 
To special interests, make common cause 
Against the adversary—or perchance ^ 

Mere dullard to his own plain interest! 
WMcb of us will you choose ?—since needs 
must be 

Some one o’ the warring causes you incline 
To hold, i’ the main, has rig^t and should 
prevail: 

Why not adopt and give it prevalence ? 
Cbcmse strict Faith or lax Incredulity,— 
iCing, Caste and Cultus—or the Rights of Man, 
Sovereignty of each Proudhon^ o’er himself, 
And ell tha^ follows in just ccmsequence ! 

Co free the stranger from a foreign yoke ; 

Cr concentrate energy at home; 
Sneoe^ !*“^hen he deserves, the stranger 

mn. 
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Comply with the Great Nation’s impulse, print 
By force of arms,—since reason pleads in vain, 
And, mid the sweet compulsion, pity weeps,— 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau on the universe ! 
Snub the Great Nation, cure the impulsive 
itch 

With smartest fillip on a restless nose 
Was ever launched by thumb and finger! Bid 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau first repeal the lax 
On pig-tails and pomatum, and then mind 
Aljstruser matters for next century ! 

Is your choice made ? Why then, act up to 
choice ! 

Leave the illogical touch now here now there 
r the way of work, the tantalizing help 
First to this, then the other opposite : 

The blowing hot and cold, sham policy, 

Sure agvie of the mind and nothing mt)re, 
Disease of the perception or the will, 

That fain w'ould hide in a fine name t Your 
choice, 

Speak it out and condemn yourself thereby J” 

Well, I^icester-square is not the Residenz: 
Instead of shrugging shoulder, turning friend 
The deaf ear, with a wink to the police— 
ni answer—V)y a question, wisdom’s mode. 
How many years, o’ the average, do men 
Live in this world ? Some score, say com- 
putists. 

Quintuple me that term and give mankind 
The likely hundred, and with all my heart 
I’ll take your task upon me, work your way, 
Concentrate energy on some one cause; 
Since, counseller, I also liave my cause, 

My flag, my faith in its effect, my hope 
In its eventual triumph for the good 
O’ the world. And once upon a time, when I 
Was like all you, mere voice and nothing 
more. 

Myself took wings, soared sunward, and 
thence sang 

“Look where I live i’ the loft, come up to me, 
Groundlings, nor grovel longer 1 gain this 
height. 

And prove you breathe here better than 
below! 

Why, what emancipation frr and wide 
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Will follow in a trice ! They too can soar, 
Each tenant of the earth’s circumference 
Claiming to elevate humanity, 

They also must attain such altitude, 

Live in the luminous circle that surrounds 
The planet, not the leaden orb itself. 

Press out, each point, from surface to yon 
verge 

Wliich one has gained and guaranteed your 
realm ! ” 

Ay, still my fragments wander, music-fraught, 
Sighs of the soul, mine once, mine now, and 
mine 

For ever! Crumbled arch, crushed aqueduct, 
Alive with tremors in the shaggy growth 
Of wild-wood, crevice-sown, that triumphs 
there 

Imparting exultation to the hills 1 
Sweep of the swathe when only the winds 
walk 

And wall my words above the grassy sea 
Under the blinding blue that l>asks o’er 
Rome,— 

Hear ye not still—-** Be Italy again ” ? 

And ye, what strikes the panic to your heart ? 
Decrepit council - chambers, — where some 
lamp 

Drives the unbroken black three paces off 
From where the greyl>eards huddle in debate, 
Dim cowls and capes, and midmost glimmers 
one 

Like tarnished gold, and what they say is 
douljt, 

And what they think is fear, and what 
suspends 

The breath in them is not the plaster-patch 
Time disengages from the painted wall 
Where Rafael moulderingly bids adieu, 

Nor tick of the insect turning tapestry 
Which a queen’s finger traced of old, to dust; 
But some word, resonant, redoubtable, 

Of who once felt upon his head a hand 
Whereof the head now apprehends his foot. 

** Light in Rome, Law in Rome, and Liberty 
O* the soul in Rome—the free Church, the 
fitje State I 

Stamp out the nature that’s best typified 
By its embodiment in Peter’s Dome, 
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The scorpion-body with the —- 

Of outstretched nippers, eith^^re’s something 
Agape for the advance of heaa. 

There’s one cause for you! one and^^in me. 
For I am vocal through the universe, 

1 ’ the workshop, manufiictory, exchange 2 
And market-place, sea-port and custom-ho’ 

O’ the frontier: listen if the echoes die— 

“ Unfettered commerce I Power to sple : 

and hear, arm 

And print and read ! The universal vie, 

Its rights for labour ! ” This, with^ged 
beside, nee 

I spoke when I was voice and nothing tretch 
But altogether such an one as you 
My censors. “Voice, and nothing more, 
indeed ! ” 

Re-echoes round me: **that’s ^he censure, 
there’s » ' 

Involved the ruin of you soon oy ate ! 

Voice,—when its promise l)eat the empty air: 
And nothing more,—when solid earth’s your 
stage, 

And we desiderate performance, deed 
For word, the realizing all you dreamed 
In the old days: now, for deed, we find at 
door 

O’ the council-chamber posted, mute as 
mouse, 

Hohenstiel-Schwangau, sentry and safeguard 
O’ the greybeards all a-chuckle, cowl to cape, 
Who challenge Judas,—that’s endearment’s 
style,— 

To stop their mouths or let escape grimace, 
While they keep cursing Italy and him. 

The powder to speak, hear, print and read is 
ours? 

Ay, we learn where and how, when clapped 
inside 

A convict-transport bound for cool Cayenne ! 
The universal vote we ha\"e : its um, 

We also have where votes drop, fingered-o’er 
By the universal Prefect. Say, Trade’s free 
And Toil turned master out o* the slave it 
was: 

What then ? These feed man’s stomach, but 
his soul 

Craves finer fiure, nor lives by bread alone, 
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As sSays Somewhere. Hence 3rou 

stand ( 

Proved and reebrded either felse or weak, 
Fanll^vn j^omiseor performance ; which?” 
^'^ther, I hope. Once pedestalled on earth, 
yp act not sp<mk, I found earth was not air. 
I taw that multitude of mine, and not 
“ & nakedness and nullity of air 
Enli^ly for a voice to float in free. 

Wh^r'yes I saw that craved the light alone, 
“ ^in^ouths that wanted bread and nothing 
Am, ^e, 

-'^What ^nds that supplicated handiwork, 

My ctith the wives, and women with the babes, 
. all these pleading just to live, not die ! 
Did I believe one wliit less in belief. 

Take truth for falsehood, wish the voice revok ed 
That told the truth to heaven for earth to hear ? 
No, this should be, and shall; but when and 


Of shrewder vision in the workman”—judge 1) 
I who trace Providence without a breik 
r the plan of things, drop plumb on this plain 
print 

Of an intention with a view to good, 

That man is made in sympathy with man 
At outset of existence, so to speak ; 

But in dissociation, more and more, 

Man from his fellow, as their lives advance 
In culture ; still humanity, that*s born 
A mass, keeps flying off, fining away 
Ever into a multitude of points, 

And ends in isolation, each from each : 
Peerless above i’ the sky, the pinnacle,— 
Absolute contact, fusion, all lielow 
At the base of l>emg. I low comes this about ? 
This stamp of God characien/ing man 
And nothing else but man in the universe— 
That, while he feels with man (to use man’s 


how? 

At what expense to these w'ho average 
Your twenty years of life, my oomputists ? 

** Not bread alone ” but bread before all else 
For these: the bodily want serve first, said I; 
Hearth-space and the hfe-time help not here, 
Where is the good of body having been ? 

But, helping body, if w^e somewhat baulk 
The soul of finer fare, such food’s to find 
Elsewhere and afterward—^all indicates, 

Even this self-same feet that soul can starve 
Yet body still exist its twenty years: 

While, stint the body, there’s an end at onc^ 
the revel in the fency that Rome’s free, 
And superstition’s fettered, and one prints 
Whate’er one pleases and who pleases reads 
The same, and speaks out and is spoken to. 
And divers hundred thousand fools may vote 
A vote untampered with by one wise man, 
And so elect BaraUias deputy 
In lieu of his concurrent, I who trace 
The purpose written on the fece of things, 
Eoe mf behoof and guidance—(whoso needs 
sil^ sustainment, sees beneath my signs, 
whet I take for writings penmanship, 
g^l^llbhle end flourish with no sense for me 
# imsoin I solemnly go spelling out,— 
tM I there’s certain work of mine to show 
hh which gives warmnty 


I speech) 

I P the httle things of life, its fleshly wants 
Of food and rest and health and happiness, 
Its simplest spint-motions, loves and hates, 
Hopes, fears, soul-cravings on the ignoblest 
scale, 

O’ the fellow-creature,—owns the bond at 
base,— 

He tends to freedom and divergency 
In the upward progress, plays the pinnacle 
When life’s at greatest {grant again the phrase 1 
Because there’s neither great nor small m life). 
|J‘ Consult thou for thy kind that have the eyes 
To see, the mouths to eat, the hands to work, 
Men with the wives, and women with the 
babes!” 

Prompts Nature. ‘ * Care thou for thyself alone 
I’the conduct of the mind God made thee with! 
Think, as if man had never thought before ! 
Act, as if all creation hung attent 
On the acting of such feculty as thine, 

To take prime pattern from thy masterpiece I” 
Nature prompts also; neither law ob^ed 
To the uttermost by any heart and soul 
We know or have in record; both of them 
Acknowledged blindly by whatever man 
Wc ever knew or heaid of in this world. 

“ Will you have why and wherefore, and the 
feet 
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Made plain as pikestaff?” modern Science 
asks. 

That mass man sprung from was a jelly-lump 
Once on a time ; he kept an after course 
Thiough fish and insect, reptile, bird and beast, 
Till he attained to l>e an ape at last 
Or last but one. And if this doctrine shock 
In aught the natural pride ”... Friend, 
Imnish fear, 

The natural humility replies ! 

Do you suppose, even I, poor potentate, 
Hohenstiel-Schwangaii, who once ruled the 
roast,— « 

I was Ixirn able at all {xiints to ply 
My tools ? or did I have to learn my trade, 
Practise as exile ere perform as prince ? 

The world knows something of my ups and 
downs; 

But grant me time, give me the management 
And manufacture of a model me, 

Me fifty-fold, a prince without a flaw,— i 
AVhy, there*s no social grade, the sordidest, | 
My embryo potentate should blink and scape. 
King, all the better he was cobbler once, 

He should know, sitting on the throne, how 
tastes i 

Life to who sweeps the doorway. But life’s 
hard, 

Occasion rare ; you cut probation short, 

And, being half-instructed, on the stage 
You shuffle through your part as best you can, 
And bless your stars, as I do, God takes 
time. 

I like the thought He should have lodged me 
once 

r the hole, the cave, the hut, the tenement, 
The mansion and the palace ; made me learn 
The feel o’ the first, before I found myself 
Loftier i^ the last, not more emancipate ; 
From first to last of lodging, I was I, 

And not at all the place that harboured me. 
Do I refuse to follow farther yet 
F the backwardness, repine if tree and flower, 
Mountain or streamlet were my dwelling-place 
Before I gained enlargement, grew mollusc ? 
As well account that way for many a thrill 
Of kinship, I confess to, with the powers 
Called Nature i animate, inanimate, 
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In parts or in the whole, there’s something 
there 

Man-like that somehow meets the man in me. 
My pulse goes altogether with the heart 
O’ the Persian, that old Xerxes, when he stayed 
I lis march to conquest of the world, a day 
r the desert, for the sake of one superb 
Plane-tree which queened it there in solitude : 
Giving her neck its necklace, and each arm 
Its armlet, suiting soft waist, snowy side. 
With cincture and apparel. Yes, I lodged 
In those successive tenements; perchance 
Taste yet the straitness of them while I stretch 
Limb and enjoy new lilierty the more. 

And some abodes are lost or ruinous ; 

Some, patched-up and picced-out, and so 
transformed 

They still accommodate the traveller 
His day of lifetime. O you count the links, 
Descry no bar of the unbroken man ? 

Yes,—and who welds a lump of ore, suppose 
He likes to make a chain and not a bar, 

And reach by link on link, link small, link 
large, 

Out to the due length—why, there’s fore¬ 
thought still 

Outside o’ the series, forging at one end, 
While at the other there's—no matter what 
The kind of critical intelligence 
Believing that last link had last but one 
For parent, and no link was, first of all, 
Fitted to anvil, hammered into shape. 

Else, I accept the doctrine, and deduce 
This duty, that I recognize mankind, 

In all its height and depth and length and 
breadth. 

Mankind i’ the main have little w'ants, not 
large: 

I, being of wall and power to help, i’ the main, 
Mankind, must help the least wants first. 
My friend, 

That is, my foe, without such power and will. 
May plausibly concentrate all he wields, 

And do his best at helping some large want, 
Exceptionally noble cause, that’s seen 
Subordinate enough from where I stand. 

As he helps, I helped once, when like himself. 
Unable to help better, work more wide; 
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woiiMworlcwithheftrtimdhandle To quite another government, you know. 

JOB only computists confess a feult, Be Kant crowned king the castie in the air i 

And multiply the single score by five, Hans Slouch,—his own, and children’s mouths 

Five only, give man’s life its hundred years. to feed 

Change life, in me shall follow cliange to I’ the hovel on the ground,—wants meat, nor 
matdi ! chews 

Time were then, to work here, there, every- “ The Critique of Pure Reason ” in exchange. 

where, But, now,—suppose I could allow your claims 

By turns and try experiment at ease 1 And quite change life to please you,—^would 

Full time to mend as well as mar : why wait it please ? 

The slow and sober uprise all around Would life comport with change and still be 

O’ the building ? Let us run up, right to roof, life? 

Some sudden marvel, piece of perfectness, Ask, now, a doctor for a remedy: 

And testify what we intend the whole ! There’s his prescription. Bid him ^x^int you 

Is the world losing patience ? “ Wait! ” say out 

we : Which of the five or six ingredients saves 

“ There’s time : no generation needs to die The sick man. “ Such the efficacity? 

Unsolaced; you’ve a century in store ! ” Then why not dare and do things in one dose 

But, no: I sadly let the voices wing Simple and pure, all virtue, no alloy 

Their way i’ the upper v'acancy, nor test Of the idle drop and powder ? ” What’s his 

Truth on this solid as I promised once. word? 

Well, and what is there to be sad about ? The efficacity, neat, were neutmlized: 

The world’s the world, life’s life, and nothing It wants dispersing and retarding,—nay 
else. Is put upon its mettle, plays its part 

*Tis part of life, a property to prize, Precisely through such hindrance everywhere, 

That those o’ the higher sort engaged i’ the Finds some mysterious give and take i’ the 

world, case, 

Should fency they can change its ill to good, Some gain by opposition, he foregoes 
Wrong to right, t^liness to beauty: find Should be unfetter the medicament. 

Enough success in fency turning fact. So with this thought of yours that fain would 

To keep the sanguine kind in countenance work 

And justify the hope that busies them : Free in the world; it wants just what it finds— 

Failure enough,—to who can follow change The ignorance, stupidity, the hate, 

B^nd their vision, see new good prove ill Envy and malice and uncharitableness 
I’the consequence, see blacks and whites of life That bar your passage, break the flow of you 
Shift square indeed, but leave the chequered Down from those happy heights where many 
fiice a cloud 

Unchanged i’ the main,—fellure enough for Combined to give you birth and bid you be 
such, The royalest of rivers: on you glide 

To bid ambition keep the whole from change, Silverly till you reach the summit-edge, 

As their best service. I hope nought beside. Then over, on to all that ignorance, 
my hmve thinkers, whom I recognize, Stupidity, hate, envy, bluffs and blocks, 

illadfy, myself the first, as, in a sense, Posted to feet you into foam and noise. 

cmr world’s worth, flower and fruit What it ? Up you mount in minute mist, 

! And hddge the chasm -that crushed youfr" 

, quietude, 

eomm,cm:'lnsignificaince. ^ A spirit^rainbow, earth bom jewelry 

ppliiim 'in quesdloa,-T-rBo4y :^wsj Outsparkimg the iosi|nd Jrmament 
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Blue above Terni and its orange-trees. 

Po not mistake me ! You, too, have your 
rights 1 

Hans must not burn Kant’s house alxjve his 
head 

Because he cannot understand Kant’s book : 
And still less must I Ians’ pastor burn Kant’s 
self 

Because Kant understands some books too 
well. 

But, justice seen to on this little point, 
Answer me, is it manly, is it sage 
To stop and struggle with arrangements here 
It took so many lives, so much of toil, 

To tinker up into efficiency ? 

Can’t you contrive to operate at once,— 
Since time is short and art is long,—to show 
Your quality i’ the world, whate’er you boast, 
Without this fractious call on folks to crush 
The world together just to set you free, 
Admire the capers you will cut jxirchance, 
Noi mind the mischief to your neighlx)urs ? 

“ Age! 

Age and experience bring discouragement,” 
You taunt me: I maintain the opposite. 

Am I discouraged who,—perceiving health, 
Strength, beauty, as they tempt the eye of soul, 
Are imcombinable uith flesh and blood,— 
Resolve to let my b<xly live its best, 

And leave my soul what belter yet may be 
i)r not l>e, in this life or afterward? 

—In either fortune, wiser than who waits 
Till magic art procure a miracle. 

In virtue of my very confidence 
Mankind ought to outgrow its babyhood, 

I prescribe rocking, deprecate rough hands, 
While thus the cradle holds it past mistake. 
Indeed, my task’s the harder—equable 
Sustainment everywhere, all strain, no push— 
Whereby friends credit me with indolence. 
Apathy, hesitation, ** Stand stock-still 
If able to move briskly ? * All a-strain *— 
So must we compliment your passiveness ? 
Sound asleep, rather I ” 

Just the judgment passed 
Upon a statuei luckless like myself, 
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I saw at Rome once! ’Twas some artist’s 
whim 

To cover all the accessories close 
r the group, and leave you only Laocoon 
With neither sons nor serpents to denote 
The purpose of his gesture. Then a crowd 
Was called to try the question, criticize 
Wherefore such energy of legs and arms, 
Nay, eyeballs, starting from the socket. 
One— 

I give him leave to write my history— 

Only one said “ I think the gesture strives 
Against some ol^stacle we cannot see.” 

All the rest made their minds up. “*Tisa 
yawn 

Of sheer fatigue subsiding to repose : 

The statue’s ‘ Somnolency ’ clear enough ! ” 

There, my arch stranger-friend, my audience 
Ijoth 

And arbitress, you have one half your wish, 
At least: you know the thing I tried to do! 
All, so far, to my praise and glory—all 
Told aji l>efits the self-apologist,— 

Who ever promises a candid sweep 
And clearance of those errors miscalled crimes 
None knows more, none laments so muchas he, 
And ever rises from confession, proved 
A god whose fault was—trying to be man. 
Just so, fair judge,—if I read smile aright— 
I condescend to figure in your eyes 
As biggest heart and best of Europe’s friends, 
And hence my failure. God w ill estimate 
Success one day; and, in the mean time— 
you! 

I dare say there’s some fency of the sort 
Frc4icking round this final puff I send 
To die up yonder in the ceiling-rose,— 

Some consolation-stakes, we losers win ! 

A plague of the return to “ I—I—I 
Did this, meant that, hoped, feared the other 
thing!” 

Autobic^raphy, adieu ! The rest 

Shall make amends, lie pure blame, history 

And falsehood : not the ineffective tnith, 

But Thiers-and*Victor-Hugo exercise. 

Hear what I never was, but might have been 
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F the better world where goes tobecco-smoke! 
Here lie the dozen volumes of my life i 
(Did 1 say “lie”? the juregnant word wUl 
serve). 

Cut on to the concluding chapter, though I 
Because the little hours begin to strike. 
Hurry Thiers-Hugo to tlie labour’s end ! 

Something like this the unwritten chapter 
reads. 

Exemplify the situation thus ! 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau, being, no dispute, 
Absolute mistress, chose the Assembly, first. 
To serve her : chose this man, its President 
Afterward, to serv^e also,—specially 
To see that folk did service one and all. 

And now the proper term of years was out 
When the Head-servant must vacate his 
place, 

And nothing lay so patent to the world 
As that his fellow-serv^ants one and all 
Were—mildly to make mention—knaves or 
fools, 

Each of them with his promise flourished full 
V the fac® of you by word and impudence, 
Or filtered slyly out by nod and wink 
And nudge upon your sympathetic rib— 
That not one minute more did knave or fooL 
Mean to keep fiiith and serve as he had sworn 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau, once her Head away. 
Why should such swear except to get • 
chance, 

’When time should ripen and confusion bloom, 
Of patting Hohensrielers-Schwangauese 
To the true use of human property— 
Kestoring souls and bodies, this to Pope, 

And that to King, tliat other to his planned 
Perfection of a Share-and-share-alike, 

That other still, to Empire absolute 
In shape of the Hcad-scrvanf s very self 
Transformed to Master whole and sole ? each 
scheme 

Discussible^ concede one circumstance— 
TIuM; esfh scheme’s parent Were, beside him- 

Ili^UUUUiiebl^cbwimgaii, not her serving-tnan 
It fib in th^ 


Rather than his way: way superlative, 

Only,—by some infatuation,—^his 
And his and Ins and everyone’s but hers 
Who stuck to just the Assembly and the 
Head. 

I make no doubt the Head, too, had his 
dream 

Of doing sudden duty swift and sure 
On all that heap of untrustworthincss— 
Catching each vaunter of the villany 
He meant to perpetrate when time was ripe, 
Once the Head-ser\'ant fairly out of doors,— 
And, caging here a knave and there a fool, 
Cry “Mistress of your servants, these and me, 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau ! I, their trusty Head, 
Pounce on a pretty scheme concocting here 
That’s stopped, extinguished by my vigilance. 
Your projK'rty is safe again : but mark ! 

Safe in these hands, not yours, who lavish 
trust 

Too lightly. Leave my hands their charge 
awhile ! 

I know your business better than yourself: 
Let me alone alx:>ut it! Some fine day, 
Once we are nd of the emlxirrassment, 

You shall look up and see your longing 
crowned ! ” 

Such fency might have tempted him be false, 
But this man chose truth and was wiser so. 
He recognked that for great minds i’ the 
world 

There is no trial like the appropriate one 
Of leaving little minds their liberty 
Of littleness to blunder on through life, 

Now, aiming at right ends by foolish means, 
Now, at absurd achievement through the atcl 
Of good and wise endeavour—to acquiesce 
In folly’s life-long privilege, though with 
power 

To do the little minds the good they need, 
Despite themselves, by just aboliidiing 
Their right to play the part and fill the place 
F the scheme of things He schemed who 
made alike 

Great minds and little minds, saw use hr 
each. 

CouM the orb sweep those puny particles 
It just balfrligbts at distance, hardly leads 
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r the leash—sweep out each sf)eck of them 
from space 

They anticire in with their days and nights 
And whirlings round and dancings off, for¬ 
sooth, 

And all that fruitless individual life 
One cannot lend a iKJtim to but they spoil— 
Sweep them into itself and so, one star. 
Preponderate henceforth i’ the heritage 
Of heaven! No! in less senatorial phrase, 
The man endured to help, not save outright 
The multitude by substituting him 
h’or them, his knowledge, will and way, for 
Clod’s: 

Nor change the world, such as it is, and was 
And will lie, for some other, suiting all 
Except the purjxise of the maker. No! 

He saw' that weakness, wickedness will be, 
And therefore should l>e: that the y^erfect man 
As we account yicr feet ion—at most pure 
O’ the special gold, whate’er the ft>rm it lake. 
Head-work or heart-work, fined and thrice-! 

refined ! 

1 ’ the crucible of life, w'hereto the ysiwers 
Of the refiner, one ami all, aie flung 
To feed the flame, he saw that e’en the block 
Such perfect man hokis out trium{>hant, breaks 
Into some jiH>isonous ore, gold’s opposite. 

At the very purest, so coinyxuisating 
Man’s Adversary—what if we believe?— 

For earlier stern exclusion of his stuff. 

See the sage, with the hunger for the truth, 
And sec his system that’s all true, except 
The one w?eak place that’s stanchioned by a 
lie! 

The moralist W'ho walks with head erect 
r the crystal clarity of air so long, 

Until a stumble, and the man’s one mire! 
Philanthropy undoes the social knot 
With axe-edge, makes love room ’twixt head 
and trunk: 

Religion—-hut, enough, the thing’s too clear! 
Well, if these sparks break out i’ the greenest 
tree, 

Our topmost of performance, yours and mine. 
What will he done i’ the dry ineptitude 
Of ordinary mankind, bark and lx)le, 

All seems ashamed of but iheiir mother-earth ? 


Therefore throughout Head’s termot servitude 
He did the appointed service, and forbore 
Extraneous action that were duty else, 

Done by some other servant, idle now 
Or mischievous: no matter, each his owm— 
Own task, and, in the end, own praise or 
blame ! 

He suftered them strut, prate and brag their 
best, 

Scjuabble at cxlds on every point save one, 
And there shake hands,—agree to trifle time, 
Obstruct advance with, each, his cricket-cry 
“ Wait till the Plead be off the shoulders berel 
Then comes my King, my Pope, ray xkutocrat, 
My Socialist Republic to her own— 

To-wit, that property of only me, 
Hohenstiel-Schw'angau who conceits herself 
I'ree, forsooth, and expects I keep her so ! ” 

I —Nay, suffered when, perceiving with dismay 
Head’s silence y>aid no tribute to their noise, 
They turned on him. Dumb menace in 
that mouth, 

Malice in that imstridulosity ! 

He cannot but intend some stroke of state 
Shall signalize his passage into peace 
Out of the creaking,—hinder transference 
O' the Hohenstielers-Schw'angauese to king, 
Pope, autocrat, or socialist republic ! That’s 
Exact the cause his lips unlocked would cr)’! 
Therefore be stirring: brave, beard, bully 
him ! 

Dock, by the million, of its friendly joints, 
The electoral body short at once ! W'ho did, 
May do again, and undo us beside. 

Wrest from his hands the sword for self 
defence, 

The right to parry any thrust in play 
We peradventure please to meditate ! ” 

And so forth; creak, creak, creak : and ne’er 
a line 

His kx'ked mouth oped the w'ider, till at last 
O’ the long degraded and insulting day, 
Sudden the clock told it was judgment-time. 
Then he addressed himself to speak indeed 
To the fools, not knaves i they saw him walk 
straight down 

Each step of the eminence, as he first engaged^ 
And stand at last o’ the level,—all he swore. 
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** and not tbe people’s varletiy, 

This is the task yon set myself and these ! 
Thus I per^smed my part of it, and thus 
Th<^ thwarted me throughout, here, here, 
and here; 

Study each instance ! yours the loss, not mine. 
What they intend now is demonstrable 
As plainly : here’s such man, and here’s such 
mode 

Of making you some other than the thing 
Yctti, wisely or unwisely, choose to be, 

And only set him up to keep you so. 

Do you approve this ? Yours the loss, not mine. 
Do you condemn it ? There’s a remedy. 
Take me—who know your mind, and mean 
your good, 

With clearer brain and stouter arm than they. 
Or you, or haply anybody else— 

And make me master for the moment! Choose 
What time, what power you trust me with 
I too 

Will^ choose as frankly ere I trust myself 
With time and power: they must be adequate 
To the end and aim, since mine the loss, with 
yours, 

If means be wanting; once their worth ap¬ 
proved. 

Grant them, and I shall forthwith operate^— 
Ponder it well ♦—to the extreraest stretch 
O^ the power you trust me: if with unsuccess, 
God wills it, and there’s nolxxiy to blame, 

Whereon the people answered with a shout 
The trusty one I no tncksters any more I ” 
How could they other ? He was in his place. 

What followed ? Just wliat he foresaw, what 
proved 

The soundness of both Judgments,—his, o’ 
the knaves 

And fooh, each tridcster with his dupe,—and 
theirs, 

Tl^e people’s, in what head and arm could 
Mipl 

uprising, masks dropped, dags 

ferW, 

in the wind, my fiiith! 
Ifo his foit M 


On each perturber of the public peace, 

No matter whose the wagging head it broke— 
From bald-pate craft and greed and impu¬ 
dence 

Of night-hawk at first chance to prowl and 
prey 

For glory and a little gain beside, 

Passing for eagle m the dusk of the age,— 
To florid head top, foamy patriotism 
And tn burnt ml danng, breast laid bare 
1 hro’ confidence in rectitude, with hand 
On pnvate pistol in the pocket: these 
And all the dupes of these, who lent them¬ 
selves 

As dust and feather do, to help offence 
O’ the wind that w'hirk them at you, then 
subsides 

In safety somewhere, leaving filth afloat. 
Annoyance you may brush from eyes and 
beard,— 

The^.e he stopped: Imde the wind’s spite 
howl or whine 

Its worst outside the building, wind conceives 
Meant to lie pulled together and liecome 
Its natural playground so. What fiKilishness 
Of dust or feather proved importunate 
And fell ’twixt thumb and finger, found them 
gnpe 

To detriment of bulk and buoyancy. 

Then followed silence and submission. Next, 
The inevitable comment came on work 
And work’s cost: he was censure<l as profiise 
Of human life and liberty : too swift 
And thorough his procedure, who had lagged 
At the outset, lost the opportunity 
Through timid scruples as to right and wrong, 
“There’s no such certain mark of a smdl 
mind ” 

(So did Sagacity explain the fault) 

“ As when it needs must square away and 
sink 

To its own small dimensions, private scale 
Of right and wrong,-—humanity i* the large# 
The right and wrong of the universe, forsooth I 
This nian addressed bttnself to guard and 
gitfoe 

HohenstiebSehwangam When the ease de- 
fiiands 
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He frustmte villany in the egg, unhatched, 
With easy stamp and minimum of pang 
E*en to the punished reptile, * There’s my oath 
Kestraiiis my foot,’ objects our guide and 
guard, 

‘I must leave guardianship and guidance 
now: 

Rather than stretch one handbreadth of the 
law, 

I am bound to see it break from end to end. 
First show me death i’ the body politic : 

Then prescribe pill and potion, what may 
please 

Hohenstiel-Schwangau ! all is for her sake : 
’Twas she ordained my service should lx? so. 
What if the event demonstrate her unwise. 

If she unwdl the thing she wnlled Ixifore? 

I hold to the letter and obey the liond 
And leave her to perdition loyally.* 

Whence followed thrice the expenditure we 
blame 

Of human life and lil)erty : for want 
0 ’ the by-blow, came clelilieiate butcher’s- 
work! ” 

Elsewhere go carry your complaint! ” bade 
he. 

** Least, largest, there’s one law for all the 
mind®. 

Here or alxive : l>e true at any price ! 

Tis just o’ the great .scale, that such happy 
stroke 

Of feilsehood would l)e found a failure. Truth 
Still stands unshaken at her base by me, 
Reigns paramount i* the world, for the large 
good 

O’ the long late generations,—I and you 
Forgotten like this buried foolishness ! 

Kot so the good I rooted in its grave.'* 

This is why he refuserl to break his oath, 
Rather api^ealed to the people, gained the 
power 

To act as he thought best, then used it, once 
For all, no matter what the coijscquence 
To knaves and fools. As thus began his 
sway, 

So, through its twenty years, one rule of right 
Su^ced him: govern for the many first. 


$n 

The poor mean multitude, all mouths and 
eyes: 

Bid the few, better fiivoured in the brain, 

Be patient nor presume on privilege. 

Help him or else be quiet,—never crave 
That he help them,—increase, forsooth, the 

Yawning so terribly ’twixt mind and mind 
r the w'orld here, which his purpose was to 
block 

At bottom, were it by an inch, and bridge, 

If by a filament, no more, at top. 

Equalize things a little ! And the way 
He took to work that purpose out, was plain 
Enough to intellect and honesty 
.Vnd—superstition, style it if >oii please, 

So long as you allow there was no lack 
O’ the quality imj>erative m man— 
Reverence. You sec deeper ? thus saw he, 
And by the light he saw% must walk : how 
i else 

Was he to do his part ? a man’s, with might 
And main, and not a faintest touch of fear, 
Sure-he was in the hand of God who comes 
Before and after, with a,, work to do 
Which no man helps nor hinders. Thus the 
man,— 

So timid when the business was to touch 
The uncertain order of humanity, 

Imperil, for a problematic cure 
Of grievance on the surface, any good 
I’ the deep of things, dim yet discernible— 
This same man, so irresolute l)efore, 

Show him a true excrescence to cut sheer, 

A devil’s-graft on God's foundation-stock, 
Then—no complaint of indecision more ! 

He wrenched out the whole canker, root and 
branch, 

Deaf to who cried that earth w^ould tumble in 
At its four corners if he touched a twig. 
Witness that lie of lies, arch-infamy, 

When the Republic, with her life involved 
In just this law—“ Each people rules itself 
Its owm way, not as any stranger please ”— 
Turned, and lot first proof she was living, bade 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau fosten on the throat 
Of the first neighlxiur that claimed benefit 
O’ the law herself established: ** Hohenstiel 
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Hohexistielers I Rome, by parity 
Of reasoning, for Romans? That^s a jest 
Wants proper treatment,—lancet-puncture 
suits 

The proud flesh: Rome ape Hohenstiel for¬ 
sooth!” 

And so the siege and slaughter and success 
Whereof we nothing doubt that Hohenstiel 
Will have to pay the price, in God^s good time 
Which does not always fell on Saturday 
When the world looks for wages. Anyhow, 
He found this infamy triumpliant. Well: 
Sagacity suggested, make this speech ! 

** The work was none of mine; suppose wrong 
wait. 

Stand over for redressing ? Mine for me. 

My predecessors’ work on their n head ! 
Meantime there’s plain advantage, should wc 
leave 

Things as we find them. Keep Rome 
manacled 

Hand and foot; no fear of imniliness ! 

Her foes consent to even seem our fnentls 
So long, no longer. Then, there’s gloiy got 
By boldness and bravado to the world: 

The disconcerted world must grin and l>ear 
The old saucy writing, ‘ Grunt thereat w^ho 
may, 

So shall things be, for such my pleasure is— 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau’s.’ How tlmt reads 
in Rome 

I’ the Capitol where Brennus broke his paMlr 
And lends a flourish to our journalists ! ” 
Only, it was nor read nor flourished of, 

Since, not a moment did such glory stay 
Excision of the canker! Out it came. 

Root and branch, with much roaring, and 
some blood, 

And plentiful abuse of him from friend 
And Ibe. Who cated? Not Nature who 
assuaged 

Tht pain and set the patient on his legs 
l^omptly s the better! had it been the worse, 
^1% Nature you must try conclusions with, 

iiilce nursing canker kills the sick | 
ilirhile to cut may cure, at least. I 
grwied a second time Sagacity, 

** J(i# lUitfle tuihd, precipiiate, 


Rash, rude, when even in the right, as here I 
\ Thegreat mind knows thepowerof gentleness, 
Only tries force because persuasion feils. 

Had this man, by prelusive trumpet-blaat, 
Signified ‘ Truth and Justice mean to come, 
Nay, fast approach your threshold! Ere they 
knock, 

i See that the house lae set in order, swept 
' And garnished, windows shut, and doors 
thrown wide! 

The free State comes to visit the free Church: 
Receive her ! or . , , or . • . never mind 
what else ! ’ 

Thus moral suasion heralding brute force, 
How had he seen the old abuses die, 

And new life kindle here, there, everywhere, 
Roused simply by that mild >et potent spell— 
Beyond or beat of drum or stroke of sword — 
Public opinion! ” 

“ How, indeed ? ” he asked, 
Wlien all to see, after some twenty years, 
Were your own KK)l-face w'aiting for the sight, 
Faced by as wide a grin from ear to ear 
O’ the knaves who, while the fwls were 
waiting, worked— 

Broke yet another generation’s heart— 
Twenty years’ respite helping I Teach your 
nurse 

‘ Compliance with, Ixffore you suck, the teat!’ 
Find w'hat that means, and meanwhile hold 
your tongue! ” 

Wliereof the war came which he knew must 
be. 

Now, this had proved the dry-rot of the race 
He ruled o’er, that, i’ the old day, when W'as 
need 

They fought for their own liberty and life, 
Well did they fight, none better; whence, 
such love 

Of fighting somehow still for fighting’s sake 
Against no matter whose the liberty 
And life, so Bong as self-conceit should crow 
And clap the wing, while justice sheathed her 
claW|— 

That what had been the glory of the world 
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When thereby came the world^s good, grew 
its plague 

Now that the champion-armour, donned to 
dare 

The dragon once, was clattered up and down 
Highway and by-path of the world at peace, 
Merely to mask marauding, or for sake 
O’ the shine and rattle that apprized the fields 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau was a fighter yet, 

Vnd would be, till the weary world suppressed 
Her peccant humours out of fashion now. 
Accordingly the world spoke plain at last. 
Promised to punish who next played with fire. 

So, at his advent, such discomfiture 
Taking its true shajx: of lieneficence, 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau, half-sad and part- 
wise, 

Sat: if w ith wistful eye reverting oft 
To each pet weapon, rusty on its i>eg, 

Yet, w'llh a sigh of satisfaction too 
That, peacefulness Ixicinne the law, herself 
(lot the due share of gcKlsends in its tram. 
Cried shame and took ad\antage quietly. 
Still, so the dry-rot had lieen nursed into 
Blood, Ixmes and marrow, that, from worst 
to best, 

All,—clearest brains and soundest hearts save 
here,— 

All had this lie acceptable for law 
blain as the sun at noonday—*‘\Var is liest. 
Peace is worst; peace we only tolerate 
As needful prejmration for new w'ar : 

War may be for whatjever end we w'ill— 
Peace only as the proper help thereto. 

Such is the law of right and wrong for us 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau : for the other world, 
As naturally, quite another law. 

Are we content ? The world is fiatisfied. 
Discontent? Then the world must give us 
leave 

To strike right, left, and exercise our arm 
Torpid of late through overmuch repose. 

And show its strength is still superlative 
At somebody’s exjiense in life or limb; 
W^hich done,’—let jxjace succeed and last a 
year! ” 

Such deviPs-doctrine so was judged Cod’s law, 
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We say, when this man stepped upon the 
stage, 

That it had seemed a venial fault at most 
Had he once more obeyed Sagacity. 

“ You come i’ the happy interval of peace, 
The favourable weariness from war : 

Prolong it! artfully, as if intent 
On ending peace as .soon as possible. 

Quietly so incrca.se the sweets of ease 
And safety, so employ the multitude, 

Put hod and trowel sr> in idle hands, 

So stuff and stop up wagging jaws with bread, 
That selfishness shall surreptitiously 
Do wisdom’s office, whisper in the car 
Of Hohenstiel-Schwangau, there’s a pleasant 
feel 

In being gently forced down, pinioned fast 
I To the easy arm-chair by the pleading arms 
O’ the world lieseoching her to there abide 
Content with all the harm done hitherto. 

And let herself lie petted in return, 

Free to re-wage, in speech and prose and 
verse, 

The old unjust wars, nay— in v erse and prose 
And sjxjech,—to vaunt new victories shall 
prove 

A plague o' the future,—so that words suffice 
For present comfort, and no deeds denote 
That —tired of illimitable line on line 
Of boulevard-building, tired o’ the theatre 
With the tuneful thousand in their thrones 
alKive, 

For glory of the male intelligence, 

And Nakedness in her due niche below, 

For illustration of the female use— 

That .she, ’twixt yawn and sigh, prepares to 
slip 

Out of the arm-chair, wants fresh blood again 
From over the Ixiundary, to colour-up 
The sheeny sameness, keep the world aware 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau’s arm needs exercise 
Despite the petting of the universe ! 

Come, you’re a city-laiilder; what’s the way 
Wisdom lakes when time needs that 
Some fierce tribe, castled on the mountai#- 
jx;ak, * 

Into the quiet and amenity i 

O’ the meadow-land below ? By crying * I^ne 
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Wtli fight now, down with fortress ? * Katber 
—‘Bare 

On, dare ever, not a stone displace ' * 

Odes Wisdom: ‘ Cradle of our ancestors, 

Be bulwark, give our children safety still! 
Whoof our children please may stoop and taste 
O* the valley-fatness, unafraid,—for why ? 

At first alarm they have thy mother-ribs 
To run upon for refuge. foes forget 
Scarcely that Terror on her mnlage-coign, 
Couchant supreme among the powers of air, 
Watches—prepared to pounce—the country 
wide 1 

Meanwhile the encouraged valley holds ils own, 
From the first hut’s adventure in descent, 
Half home, half hiding place,—to dome and 
spire 

Befitting the assured metropolis 

Nor means offence to the fort hich caps the 


crag. 

All undismantled of a turret stone, 

And bears the banner-pole that creaks at times 
Embarrassed l>j the old emblazonment, 
When festal days are to commemorate . 
Otherwise left untenanted, no doubt, 

Since, never fear, our myriads from below 
Would rush, if needs were, man the walls again. 
Renew the exploits of the earlier time 
At moment’s notice 1 But till notice sound, 
Inhabit we m ease and opulence ’ ’ 

And so, till one day thus a notice sounds. 
Not trumpeted, but m a whisper-gust ^ 
Fitfully playing through mute city streets 
At midnight weary of day’s feast and game— 
‘Friends, your filmed fort’s a rum past repair I 
Its use is—to proclaim it had a use 
Obsolete long since. Climb and study there | 
How to paint barbican and battlement 
I* the scenes of our new theatre ! We fight 
Now—by fiirbidding neighbours to sell steel 
Ot wine, not by blowup out their brains ‘ 

Moreover, while we let time sap the strength 
O* the walls omnipotent in menace once, 
MeSilfyioiirs Would seem to have prepared sur- 

iblit uf» dedeneea in a mushroom-growth, 

world hhewhat we boasted i larkf— 


Ay, so Sagacity advised him filch 
Folly from fools. handsomely substitute 
The dagger o’ lath, while gay they sang and 
danced, 

For that long dangerous sword they liked to 
feel, 

Even at feast time, clink and make fnends start. 
No * he said “ Hear the truth, and liear the 
truth, 

And bring the truth to bear on all you are 
\nd do, assured that only good comes thence 
\\ hate’er the shape good take ’ While I have 
rule, 

Understand ^—war for war’s sake, war for sake 
(>’ the g(X)d war gets yf>u as war’s soul excuse. 
Is damnable and d mined shall lie. You want 
Glory ? W hy so do I, and so does GcxI 
Where is it found,—in this paraded shame,— 
One particle of gloiy ? Once you warred 
I or ldx.rty against the world, and won ; 

I here was the glory Now, )ou fam w’ould 
war 

Because the neighliour prospers overmuch,— 
Because there has lx;en silence half an hour, 
Like Heaxen on earth, without a cannon shot 
A-nnouncing Hohenstielers Sc hwangauese 
\re minded to disturb the yubilec,— 

Because the loud tradition echoes faint, 

And who knows but fiosterity may doubt 
If the great deeds Were ever done at all, 
Much less belu'v e, were such to do again, 

So the event would follow the refevre, prove 
The old power, at the expense of somebody 1 
Oh Glory,—gilded bubble, lian! and sage 
So nickname nghtly,—would thy dance en¬ 
dure 

One moment, would thy vaunting make believe 
Only one eye thy ball was solid gold, 

Hadst thou less breath to buoy thy vacancy 
Than a whole multitude expends in praise, 
I^ess range for roaming than from head to head 
Of a whole people? Fht, fiill, % again, 
Only, fix never where the resolute hand 
May pnek thee, prove the glassy lie thou art 1 
Give me real intellect to reason with, 

No multitude, no entity that apes 

One wise man, being Iwt a milium fools t 

How and wheito wishest glory, thou wiseone? 
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Wouldst get it,—didst thyself guide Provi¬ 
dence,— 

By stinting of his due each neighbour round 
In strength and knowledge and dexterity 
So as to have thy littleness grow large j 
By all those somethings once, turned nothings i 
now, 

As children make a molehill mountainous 
By scooping out a trench around their pile, 
And saving so the mud work from approach ? 
Quite otherwise the cheery game of life, 

True yet mimetic warfare, wherel)y man 
Does his best with his utmost, and so ends 
A victor most of all in fair defeat. 

Who thinks,—would he have no one think 
l)eside ? 

Who knows, who does,—save his must ^earn- 
ing die | 

And action cease ? Why, so our giant proves 
No Ijetter than a dwarf, once rivalry 
Prostrate around him. Let the u hole race stand 
For him to try conclusions fairly with ! 

Show me the great man would engage his peer 
Rather by grinning ‘Cheat, thy gold is brass!’ 
Than granting ‘ Perfect piece of purest ore ! 
Still, is it less good mintage, this of mine ? ’ 
Well, and these right and sound results of soul 
r the strong and healthy one wise man,—shall 
such 

Be vainly sought for, scornfully renounced 
r the multitude that make the entity— 

The people ?— to what pur{X)se, if no less. 

In power and purity of soul, IxjIow 
T he reach of the unit than, by multiplied 
Might of the body, vulgarized the more, 
Aliove, in thick and threefold brutishness ? 
See i you accept such one wise man, myself: 
Wiser or less wise, still I operate 
From my own stock of wisdom, nor exact 
Of other sort of natures you admire, 

That whoso rhymes a sonnet pays a tax, 

Who paints a landscape dips brush at his cost, 
Who scores a septett true for strings and wind 
Mulcted must he —else how should I impose 
Properly, attitudinize aright, 

Uid such convicting claims as these divert 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau firom observii^ me ? 
Therefore, what I VihI lacile, you be sure. 


With effort or without it, you shall dare— 
You, I aspire to make my better self 
And truly the Great Nation. No more war 
Forwarissake, then! and,—seeing, wickedness 
Springs out of folly,—no more f(X)lish dread 
O’ the neighbour waxing too inordinate 
A rival, through his gain of wealth and ease! 
Wliat ? — keep me patient, Powers ! — the 
people here, 

Earth presses to her heart, nor ow^ns a pride 
Al)ove her pride i’ the race all flame and air 
And aspiration to the l)oundless Great, 

The incommensurably Beautiful— 

Wh(^ very falterings groundward come of 
flight 

Urgefl i^y a pinion all too {xissionate 
For heaven and what it holds of gloom ami 
glow: 

Bravest of thinkers, bravest of the brave 
Doers, evalt in Science, rapturous 
In Art, the— more than all—magnetic race 
To fascinate their fellows, mould mankind 
Hohenstiel - Schwangau - feshion, — these, 
what ?—these 

Will hav'e to abdicate their primacy 
Should such a nation sell them steel untaxed. 
And such another take itself, on hire 
For the natural sen’night, somelxxiy for lord 
Unpatronized by me whose back was turned? 
Or such another yet would fain build bridge, 
Lay rail, drive tunnel, busy its poor self 
j With its appropriate fancy: so there’s—flash — 

I Hohenstiel-Schw’angau up in arms at once ! 
Genius has s<unewhat of the infantine : 

But of the childish, not a touch nor taint 
Except through self-w'ill, which, l)eing foolish¬ 
ness, 

Is certain, soon or late, of punishment 
Which Providence avert!—and that it may 
Avert what l>oth of us would so deserv^e, 

No foolish dread o* the neighl:x>ur, I enjoin ! 
By consequence, no wicked war with him, 
While I nde! 

“ I>oes that mean—no war at all 
When just the wickedness I here proscribe 
Comes, haply, from the neighbour? Does 
my speech 
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Pxtc^t the praying that you beat the sword 
To ploughsharci and the spear to pruning- 
hook, 

And sit down henceforth under your own vine 
And fig-tree through the sleepy summer 
month, 

Letting what hurly-burly please explode 
On the other side the mountain-frontier ? No, 
Beloved I I foresee and I announce 
Necessity of warfere in one case. 

For one cause; one way, I bid broach the 
bh>od 

O* the world. For truth and right, and only 
right 

And truth,—right, truth, on the absolute scale 
of God, 

No pettiness of man’s admeasurement,— 

In such case only, and for such one cause, 
Fight your hearts out, whatever fate l)etide 
Hands energetic to the uttennost! 

Lie not! Endure no He which needs your 
heart 

And hand to push it out of mankind’s path— 
No lie that lets the natural forces work 
Too long ere lay it plain and pulverised— 
Seeing man’s life lasts only twenty years I 
And such a lie, before both man and God, 
Proving, at this time present, Austria’s rule 
O’er I^y,—for Austria’s sake the first, 
Italy’s next, and our sake last of all, 

Come with me and deliv^er Italy 1 
Smite hip and thigh until the oppressor l^l^e 
Free from the Adriatic to the Alps 
The oppressed one ! We were they who laid 
her low 

In the old fjod day when Vilkuiy braved Truth 
And Right and laughed ‘ Henceforward, God 
deposed, 

Satan we set to rule for evermore 
I’ the world ! ’—whereof to stop the conse¬ 
quence, 

AM fi>r atonement of false glory there 
Gaped at and gabbled over by the world, 

I purpose to get God enthroned again 
Pm wbat tbe world will gird at as sheer shame 
r ito of Mood and treasure. * AH for 

Not of province, «plk< 


O’ the frontier ?—^some snug honorarium-fee 
Shut into glove and pocketed apace?’ 
(Questions Sagacity) * in deference 
To the natural susceptibility 
Of folks at home, unwitting of that pitch 
You soar to, and misdoubting if Truth, Right 
And the other such augustnesses repay 
Expenditure in coin o’ the realm,—but prompt 
I To recognize the cession of Savoy 
And Nice as marketable value ! ’ No, 

1 Sagacity, go preach to Metternich, 

And, sermon ended, slay where he resides ! 
Hohensliel-Schw^angaii, you and I must march 
The other road ! war for the hate of war, 

Not love, this once ! ” So Italy was free. 

What else noteworthy and commendable 
I’ the man’s career?—that he was resolute 
No trepidation, much less treachery 
On his part, should imperil from its |Kuse 
The l>all o* the world, heaved up at such 
expease 

Of pains so far, and ready to rel)ound, 

I^t but a finger maWlroitly fall, 

Under pretence of making fast and sure 
The inch gained by late volubility, 

And run itself Imrk to the ancient rest 
At foot o’ the mountain. Thus he ruled, 
gave prtMif 

The world had gainerl a point, progressive so. 
By choice, this lime, as will and |:K:>wer con¬ 
curred, 

O’ the fittest man to rule; not chance of birth, 
Or such-like dice-throw. Oft Sagacity 
Was at his ear : “ Confirm this clear advance, 
Support this wise procedure ! You, elect 
O’ tl»e people, mean to justify their choice 
And out-king all the kingly imbeciles ; 

But that’s just half the enterprise i remains 
You find them a successor like yourself, 

In head and heart and eye and band and aim, 
Or all done’s undone; and whom hope to 
mould 

So like you as the pupil Nature sends, 

The son and heir’s completeness which you 
lack? 

I^k it no longer t Wed the pick o’ the world, 
Where’er you think you find it. Should she be 
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A queen,—tell Hoheiistielers-Schwangauebc 
* So do the old enthroned decrepitudes 
Acknowledge, in the rotten hearts of them, 
Their knell is knolled, they hasten to make 
peace i 

With the new order, recognize in me | 

Your right to constitute what king you will, 
Cringe therefore crown in hand and bride on 
arm, 

To loth of us : we triumph, I suppt^se 
Is it the other sort of rank ?—^bright eye, 

Soft smile, and so forth, all her queenly l^Mtst? 
Undaunted the exordium—* I, the man 
O’ the people, with the people mate myself: 
So stand, so fall. Kings, keep your crowns 
and brides! 

Our progeny (if Providence agree) 

Shall live to tread the Uiubles underfoot 
And bid the scarecrows consort with their kin. 
Vor son, as for his sire, be the free wife 
In the free state ! ’ ” 

That is, Sagacity 

Would prop up one more lie, the most of all 
Pernicious fancy that the son and heir 
Receives the genius from the sire, himself 
Transmits as surely,—ask ex|KTience else ! 
Which answers,—never was so plain a truth 
As that God drops his seed of heavenly flame 
fust where He wills on earth : sometimes 
where man 

Seems to tempt—such the accumulated store 
Of faculties—one spark to fire the heap ; 
Sometimes where, firedjalMike, it falls upon 
The naked unpreparetlness of rock, 

Bums, beaconing the nations thiough their 
night. 

Faculties, fuel for the flame ? All helps 
Come, ought to come, or come not, crossed 
by chance, 

From culture and transmission. Wliat’s your 
want 

r the son and heir ? Sympathy, aptitude, 
Teachableness, the fuel for the flame ? 

You^ll have them for your pains: but the 
flame’s self, 

The novel thought of God shall light the 

world ? 


No, poet, though your offspring rhyme and 
chime 

V the cradle,—painter, no, fi)r all your pet 
Draws his first eye, l^eats Salvatore’s boy,— 
And thrice no, statesman, should your progeny 
Tie bib and tucker with no tape but red, 

And made a foolscap kite of protocols ! 

Critic and copyist and bureaucrat 
To heart’s content! The seed o’ the apple- 
tree 

Brings forth another tree which bears a crab; 
’Tis the great gardener grafts the excellence 
On wildings where he will. 

“ How plain I view. 
Across those misty years ’twixt me and 
Rome”— 

(Such the man’s answer to Sagacity) 

*‘The little wayside temple, half-way down 
To a mild river that makes oxen white 
Miraculously, un-mouse-colours skin, 

Or so the Roman country people dream ! 

I view that sweet small shrub-emliedded shrine 
On the declivity, was sacred once 
To a liansmuting Genius of the land, 

Could touch and turn its dunnest natures 
bright, 

—Since Italy means the Land of the Ox, we 
know. 

Well, how was it the due succession fell 
From priest to priest who ministered i’ the cool 
Calm fene o’ the Clitumnian god ? The sire 
Brought forth a son and sacerdotal sprout, 
Endowed instinctively with good and grace 
To suit the gliding gentleness l>elow— 

Did he? Tradition tells another tale. 

Each priest obtained his predecessor’s staff, 
Robe, fillet and insignia, blamelessly, 

By springing out of ambush, soon or late, 
And slaying him : the initiative rite 
Simply was murder, save that murder took, 
I’ the case, another and religious name. 

So it was once, is now, shall ever be 
With genius and its priesthood in this world: 
The new power slays the old—but handsomely. 
There he lies, not diminished by an inch 
I Of .stature that he graced the altar with, 

I Though somebody of other bulk and build 
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Ofks * Whkt ft goodly |)ersonage hes here 
Reddemng the water where the bulrush roots! 
May I conduct the service m his place, 
Dei^ntly and m order, as did he, 

And, as he did not, Keep a wary watch 
When meditating ’neath yon willow shade ' ’ 
Find out your best man, sure the son of him 
Will prove l>est man again, and, better still 
Somehow than best, the grandson prodigy ’ 
You think the world would last another day 
I>id we so make us masters of the tnck 
Whereby the works go, we could pre arrange 
Their play and reach perfection when we 
please ? 

Depend on it, the change and the surprise 
Are part o* the plan * ’tis we wish steadiness, 
Nature prefers a motion by unrest, 
Advancement through this force which jostles 
that. 

And so, since much remains i* the world to 
see, 

Here^s the world still, affording God the 
aght.” 

Thus did the man refute Sagacity 
Ever at this old whisper in his car 
*^Here are you picked out, by a miracle, 

And placed conspicuously enough, folks say 
And you believe, by Providence outright 
Taking a new way—nor without success— 
To put the world upon its mettle good * 

But Fortune alternates with Providence; ^ 

Bfssouroe is soon exhausted. Never count 
On such a happy hit occurnng twice ^ 

Try the old method next time ^ ” 

“Old enough,” 

(At whisper in his ear, the laugh outbroke) 

** And mode the most discredited of all, 

By just the men and women who make boast 
They are kings and queens thereby ’ Mere 
sel^deCence 

Bhonid teach them, on one chapter of the law 
Must be no sort of tnding'—chastity: 

stand or hiU, as their progenitors 
Wfl)^ ehaste or unchaste. Now, run eye 

$fy0mi^0t4 ftequaltitance, give each life its 


And no more,—why, you*d think each life 
was led 

Purposely for example of what pains 
Who leads it took to cure the prejudice, 

And prove there’s nothing so unproveable 
As who IS who, what son of what a sire. 

And,—mferentially,—how faint the cliance 
That the next generation needs to fear 
Another fool o’ the selfsame t>pe as he 
Happily regnant now by nght divmc 
And luck o’ the pillow I No select your 
lord 

Bj the direct employment of your biains 
As best you may,—liadas the blunder prove, 
A far worse evil stank beneath the sun 
When some legitimate blockhead managed so 
Matters that high time was to interfere, 
Though interference came from hell itself 
And not the blind mad miserable mob 
Happily ruled so long by pillow luck 
And divine right, — by lies in short, not 
tnilh 

And meanwhile use the allotted minute ” 


One,— 

Two, three, four, five—yes, five the penduU 
warns ’ 

Eh ? Why, this wild work wanders past all 
Ixiund 

.And bearmg ’ Exile, Leicester s<juAre, the 
life 

r the old gay miserable time, rehearsed, 

Tned on again like cast clothes, still to 
serve 

At a pinch, perhaps? “Who’s who?” was 
aptly asked, 

Since certainly I am not I * since when ? 

Where is the bud-mouthed arbitress ? A nod 

Out*Homermg Homer ’ Stay—there flits the 
clue 

I fein would And the end of! Yes, — “ Mean¬ 
while, 

Use the allotted minute! ’* Well, you see, 

(Veradous and imaginary Thiers, 

Who map out thus the life I might have led, 

But did iK>t,~~^all the worse hr mxih and 
me— 
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Poff spectacles, wipe pen, shut book, 
decamp!) 

You see *tis easy in heroics ! Plain 
Pedestrian speech shall help me perorate. 
Ah, if one had no need to use the tongue ! 
How ofmous and how easy ’tis to talk 
Inside the soul, a ghostly dialogue— 
Instincts with guesses,—instinct, guess, again 
With dubious knowledge, half-cxj^erience: 
each 

And all the interlocutors alike 
Subordinating, —as decorum bids, 

Oh, never fear ! but still decisively,— 

Claims from without that take loo high a tone, 
—(“God wills this, man wants that, the 
dignity 

Prescribed a prince would wish the other 
thing’’)-- 

Putting them luck to insignificance 
Beside one intiinatest fact—myself 
Am first to l)e considered, since I live 
Twenty years longer and then end, perhaps ! 
But, where one ceases to s<iIiloqui/e, 
Somehow the motives, that did w'ell enough 
r the darkness, when you bring them into 
light 

Are found, like those famed cave-fish, to lack 
eye 

And organ for the upper magnitudes. 

The other common creatures, of less fine 
KKistence, that acknowledge earth and 
heaven, 

Have it their own way in the argument. 

Yes, forced to speak, one stoops to say— 
one’s aim 

Was—what it peradventure should have 
been: 

To renovate a people, mend or end 
That bane come of a blessing meant the 
world— 

Inordinate culture of the sense made quick 
Ry soul,—the lust o’ the flesh, lust of the eye, 
And pride of life,—and, consequent on these, 
The worship of that prince o’ the power o’ 
the air 

^Vho paints the cloud and fills the emptiness 
And bids his votaries, &mishing for truth, 
T'eed on a lie. 


Alack, one lies oneself 
Even in the stating that one’s end w’^as truth, 
Truth only, if one states as much in words ’ 
Give me the inner chamber of the soul 
For obvious easy argument ! ’tis there 
One pits the silent truth a^^^.inst a lie — 

Truth which breaks shell a careless simple 
bird, 

Nor wants a gorget nor a l>eak filed fine, 
Steel spurs, and the whole armoury o’ the 
tongue, 

To equali'/c the odds. But, do jour best, 
Words have (o come : and somehow words 
deflect 

As the best cannon ever rifled will. 

“Deflect” indeed! nor merely w’ords from 
thoughts 

But names from facts : “(^htumnus”^ did I 
say? 

As if it had lieen his ox-w'hitening wave 
Whereby folk practised that grim cult of old - 
The muider of their temple’s priest by who 
Would qualify Pt his succession. Sure— 
Nemi was the true lake’s st^ le. Dream had 
need 

Of the ox-whitening piece of prettiness 
And so confused names, well known once 
awake. 

So, i' the Resident yet, not Lcicester-square, 
Alone,—no such congenial intercourse !— 
My reverie concludes, as dreaming should, 
With daybreak: nothing done and over yet. 
Except cigars! The adventure thus may lie, 
Or never needs to be at all; who knows ? 
My Cousin-Duke, perhaps, at whose hard 
head 

—Is it, now—is this letter to he launched, 
The sight of whose grey oblong, whose grim 
seal. 

Set all these fancies floating for an hour ? 

Twenty years are good gain, come w’hat come 
will! 

Double or quits I The letter goes! Or stays ? 

1 An Italian riw supposed to turn cattle 
WllitCL 
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Done Elvire. 

Vous plalt-il, don Juan, nous dclaircir ces 
beaux myst^res ? 

Don Juan. 

Madame, k vous dire la . . . 

Done Elvire. 

Ah! que vous savez mal vous d^fendre pour 
un homme de cour, et qui doit ^tre accoutunK^ 
4 oes sones de choses ! j'ai piti^ dc vous voir 
la confusion que vous avez. Que ne vous arinez- 
vous le front d'une noble effrontene ? Que ne 
TOC jurez-vous que vous ^tes toujours dans les 
Illumes sentimens pour moi, que vous m’aimcz 
toujours avec une ardeur sans i^gale, et que nen 
n’est capable de vous detacher de moi que la 
inort?--MoLitRE, Dan Juan, actc i, sc. 3. 


PROLOGUE. 

AMPHIBIAN. 

I. 

The fancy I had lo-day, 

Fancy which turned a fear ! 

I swam far out in the bay, 

Since waves laughed warm and clear 

II. 

I lay and hxiked at the sun, 

The noon-sun looked at me : 
Between us two, no one 

Live creature, tliat I could see. 


Donna Elvira. 

Don Juan, might you please to help one give a 
guess, 

Hold up a candle, clear thu fine mystenous- 
ncss? 

Don Ju\s, <0 

Madam, if needs I must declare the truth,—in 
short . . . 

Donna Elvira. 

Fie, for a man of mode, accustomed at the court 

To such a style of thing, how avdrwordly my 
lord 

Attempts defence! You move compassion, 
that’s the word—■ 

Dumb-foundered and chaf^fadlen! Why don't 
you arm your brow 

With noble impudence? Why don't you swe,ir 
and vow 

Ho sort of change is come to any sentiment 

Ynn ever had for me? Afiection holds the bent, 

iTpa h>ve me now as erst, with passion that 
makes {Mde 

AH a^rdo# Ifise: nor aught in nature can avail 

T4 us two, save what, m stopping 

stop devotion likeu^se— 


in. 

Yes ! There came floating by 
Me, who lay floating too. 
Such a strange butterfly ! 
Creature as dear as new : 

IV. 

Because the membmned wrings 
So wonderful, so wide, 

So sun»suffiLsed, were things 
Like soul and nought lieside. 


V. 

A handbreadth over head I 
All of the sea my own, 
It owned the sky in.stead ; 
Both of us were alone. 


VI. 

I never shall join its flight, 

For, nought buoys flesh in air. 

If it touch the sea—good night! 
Death sure and swiH waits there. 
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VII, 

Can the insect feel the better 
For watching the uncouth play 
Of limbs that slip the fetter, 

Pretend as they were not clay ? 

VIIL 

Undoubtedly I rejoice 
That the air comports so well 
With a creature which had the choice 
Of the land once. Who can tell ? 

IX. 

What if a certain soul 

Which early slipped its sheath, 

And has for its home the whole 
Of heaven, thus look beneath, 

X. 

Thus watch one who, in the world. 
Both lives and likes life’s way, 

Nor wishes the wings unfurled 
That sleep in the worm, they say ? 

XJ. 

But sometimes when the weather 
Is bluc» and warm waves tempt 
To free oneself of tether. 

And try a life exempt 

xn. 

From worldly noise and dust, 

In the sphere which overbrims 
With passion and thought,—why, just 
Unable to fly, one swims I 

xin. 

By passion and thought upborne, 

One smiles to oneself—** They fere 
Scarce better, they need not scorn 
Our sea, who live in the ak ! ” 

XIV. 

Emancipate through passion 
And thought, with sea for sky, 

We substitute, in a feshion, 

For heaven—poetry: 

VOL. TT 


XV. 

Which sea, to all intent, 

Gives flesh such noon-disport 
As a finer element 
Affords the spirit-sort. 

XVI. 

Whatever they are, we seem : 

Imagine the thing they know ; 
All deeds they do, we dream ; 

Can heaven be else but so ? 

XVII. 

And meantime, yonder streak 
Meets the horizon’s verge; 

That is the land, to seek 

If we tire or dread the surge: 

XVIII. 

Land the solid and safe— 

To welcome again (confess!) 
When, high and dry, we chafe 
' The body, and don the dress. 

XIX. 

Does she look, pity, wonder 
At one who mimics flight, 
Swims—heaven above, sea under, 
Yet always earth in sight ? 
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O TRIP and skip, Elvire 1 Link arm in arm 
with roe 1 

Like husband and like wife, together let us see 

The tumbling-troop arrayed, the strollers on 
their stage, 

Drawn up and under arms, and ready to en¬ 
gage. 

n. 

Now, who supposed the night would play 
us such a prank ? 

—That what was raw and brown, rough pole 
and shaven plonk ? J * 
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More bit c^hoordmg, half by trestle propped, 
half tub, 

Wtmid flaunt it forth as brisk as butterfly 
from grub ? 

Tbiscomesofsun and air, of Autumn afternoon, 

And Pomic and Saint Giile, whose feast affords 
the boon— 

This scaffold turned parterre, this flower-bed 
in foil blow, 

Bateleurs, baladines I ^ We shall not miss the 
show 1 

They pace and promenade j they presently 
will dance: 

What good were else i* the drum and fife ? O 
pleasant land of France ! 

HI. 

Who saw them make their entry? At wink 
of eve, be sure 1 

They love to steal a march, nor lightly risk 
the lure. 

They keep their treasure hid, nor stale (impro¬ 
vident) 

Before the time is ripe, eadi wonder of their 
tent— 

Yon six-legged sheep, to wit, and he who beats 
a gong, 

Lifts cap and waves salute, exhilarates the 
throng— 

Their ape of many years and much adventure, 
grim 

And grey with pitying fools who find a 
in 1dm. 

Or, best, the human beauty, Mimi, Toinette, 
Fifine, 

Tricot fines down if fot, padding plumps up if 
lean, 

Ere, shedding petticoat, modesty, and such 
toys, 

They l^unce forth, squalid girls transformed | 
to gamesome boys. I 

IV. i 

Ho» thrice, Pomic, no! Perpend the 
tale I 

ev'eryGawain to gaae uptm the 

_ ' I Cooliirori and dancers^ 


But whoso went his rounds, when flew bat, 
flitted midge, 

Might hear across the dusk,—where both 
roads join the bridge, 

Hard by the little port,—creak a slow 
caravan, 

A chimneyed house on wheels; so shyly- 
sheathed, began 

To broaden out the bud which, burstii^ 
unaware, 

i Now takes away our breath, queen-tulip of 
the Fair! 

V. 

Yet morning promised much: for, pitched 
and slung and reared 

On terrace *neath the tower, ’twbet tree and 
tree appeared 

An airy structure; how the pennon from its 
dome, 

Frenetic® to be free, makes one red stretch 
for home J 

The home far and away, the distance where 
lives joy, 

The cure, at once and ever, of world and 
worlds annoy; 

Since, what lolls full m froht, a furlong from 
the lx>oth, 

But ocean-idleness, sky-blue and millpond- 
smooth ? 

VI. 

Frenetic to be free ! And, do you know, 
there beats 

Something within my breast, as sensitive ?— 
repeats 

The fever of the flag ? My heart makes just 
the same 

Passionate stretch, fires itp for lawlessness, 
lays claim 

To share the life they l<»d j losek, who have 
and use 

The hour what way they will,—^apf^ud them 
or idmse 

Society, whereof myself am at the beck, 

Whose call obey, and stoop to burden stiffost 
neck! 

» FVenried* 
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vn. 

Why is it that whene’er a feiithful few 
combine 

To cast allegiance off, play truant, nor repine, 

Agree to bear the worst, forego the best in 
store 

For us who, left behind, do duty os of yore,— 

Why is it that, disgraced, they seem to relish 
life the more ? 

—Seem as they said “ We know a secret 
passing praise 

Or blame of such as you ! Remain ! we go 
our ways 

With something you overlooked, forgot or 
chose to sweep 

Clean out of d(x^r: oui pearl picked from 
your rubbish-heap. 

You care not for your loss, we calculate our gain. 

All’s right. Are you content ? Why, so let 
things remain 1 

To the wood then, to the wild : free life, full 
liberty I” 

And when they rendezvous beneath the in¬ 
clement sky, 

Mouse by the hedge, reduced to brute-com¬ 
panionship, 

—Misguided ones w'ho gave society the slip, 

And find too late how boon a parent they 
despised, 

Wiat ministration spumed, how sweet and 
civilized— 

Then, left alone at last with self-sought 
wretchedness, 

No interloper else!—why is it, can we guess?— 

At somebody’s expense, goes up so frank a 
laugh ? 

As though they held the com, and left us only 
chaff 

From gamers crammed and closed. And we 
indeed are clever 

If we get grain as good, by thrashing straw 
for ever t 

vni. 

Still, truants as they are and purpose yet 
to be, 

That nowise needs forbid they venture—as 
* you see— 


To cross confine, approach the once ftuniliar 
roof 

O’ the kindly race their flight estranged: 
stand half aloof, 

Sidle half up, press near, and proffer wares 
for sale 

—In their phrase—make, in ours, white levy 
of black mail. 

They, of the wild, require some touch of us 
the tame, 

Since clothing, meat and drink, mean money 
all the same. 

IX. 

If hunger, proverbs say, allures the wolf 
from wood, 

Much more the bird must dare a dash at 
something good: 

Must snatch up, bear away in beak, the trifle- 
treasure 

To wood and wild, and then—O how enjoy 

I at leisure 1 

Was never tree-built nest, you climbed and 
took, of bird 

(Rare city-visitant, talked of, scarce seen or 
heard), 

But, when you would dissect the structure, 
piece by piece, 

You found, enwreathed amid the country- 
product—flc'cce 

And feather, thistle-fluffs and liearded windle- 
slraws *— 

Some shred of foreign silk, unravelling of 
gauze, 

Bit, may be, of brocade, mid for and blow- 
bell-down ; 

Filched plainly from mankind, dear tribute 
paid by town, 

Whi^ proved how oft the bird had plucked 
up heart of grace, 

Swooped down at waif and stray, made 
fortively our place 

Pay tax and toll, then borne the booty to 
enrich 

Her paradise f the waste ; the how and why 
of which. 

That is the secret, there the mystery that 
I The tufted hair-jirass. 


m 
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For, what they traffic in, consists of just 
the things 

We,—proud ones who so scorn dwellers with¬ 
out the pale, 

Bateleurs, baladines, white leviers of black 
mail,— 

I say, they sell what we most pique us that 
we keep! 

How comes it, all we hold so dear they count 
so cheap ? 

XI. 

What price should you impose, for instance, 
on repute, 

Good feme, your own good feme and family’s 
to boot? 

Stay start of quick moustache, arrest the 
angiy rise 

Of eyebrow I All I asked is answered by 
surprise. 

Now me; are you worth the cost of a 
cigar? 

Go boldly, enter booth, disburse the coin at bar 

Of doorway where presides the master of the 
troop, 

And forthwith you survey his Graces in agroup, 

live Picture, picturesque no doubt and close 
to life: 

His sisters, right and lelt; the Gi#e in 
front, his wife. 

Next, who is this performs the feat of the 
Trapeze? 

ho, ^ is launched, look—fie, the feiry!— 
how she flees 

O’er all those heads thrust back,—mouths, 
eyes, one gape and stare,— 

No sc^ap of skirt impedes free passage through 
the air. 

Till, plumb on the other side, she lights and 
laughs again, 

That feiry-form, whereof each muscle, nay, 
each vein 

"pm curious tmf insp6Ct|*«*his daughter that 
he sells 

Deriderateaughteise 

0^ the vendor? AsyouhfevehtsilioWf why, 

i. M, 


“ You cheat: your six-legged sheep, I re¬ 
collect, began 

Both life and trade, last year, trimmed 
properly and dipt. 

As the Twin-headed Babe, and Human 
Nondescript J ” 

What does he care? You paid his price, 
may pass your jest. 

So values he repute, good fame, and all the 
rest ! 

XII. 

But try another tack; say: indulge 

caprice. 

Who am Don and Duke, and Knight, beside, 
o’ the Golden Fleece, 

And, never mind how rich. Abandon this 
career! 

Have hearth and home, nor let your woman¬ 
kind appear 

Without as multiplied a coating as protects 

An onion from the eye ! Become, in all 
respects, 

God-fearing householder, subsistent by brain- 
skill, 

Hand-labour ; win your bread whatever way 
you will, 

So it be honestly,—and, while I have a purse, 

Means shall not lack ! ”—His thanks will be 
the roundest curse 

That ever rolled from lip. 

xni. 

Now, what is it ?—returns 

The question—heartens so tliis losel that he 
spurns 

All we so prize ? I want, put down in black 
and white, 

What compensating joy, unknown and infinite, 

I Turns lawlessness to law, makes destitution— 

I wealth, 

Vice—virtue, and disease of soul and body— 
health ? 

XIV. 

Ah, the slow shake of head, the melancholy 
smile, 

The sigh almost a sob J What’s wrong, was 
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Why are we two at once such ocean-width 
apart? 

Pale fingers press my arm, and sad eyes 
probe my heart. 

Why is the wife in trouble ? 

XV. 

This w'ay, this way, Fifine 1 

Here’s she, shall make my thoughts be surer 
what they mean ! 

First let me read the signs, pourtray you past 
mistake 

The gipsy’s foreign self, no swarth our sun 
could bake. 

Yet where’s a woolly trace degrades the wiry 
hair? 

And note the Greek-nyraph nose, and—oh, 
my Hebrew pair 

Of eye and eye—overarched by velvet of the 
mole— 

That swim as in a sea, that dip and rise and roll, 

Spilling the light around 1 While either ear 
is cut 

Thin as a dusk-leaved rose carved from a 
cocoa-nut. 

And then, her neck ! now, grant you had the 
power to deck. 

Just as your fancy pleased, the bistre-length 
of neck, 

Could lay, to shine against its shade, a 
moonlike row 

Of pearls, each round and white as bubble 
Cupids blow 

Big out of mother’s milk,—what pearl-moon 
would surpass 

That string of mock-turquoise, those alman- 
dines ^ of glass, 

Where girlhood terminates ? for with breasts’- 
birth commence 

The boy, and page-costume, till pink and 
impudence 

End admirably all: complete the creature trips 

Our way now, brings sunshine upon her 
spangled hips, 

As here she fronts us full, with pose half- 
frank, half-fierce! 

^ Garnets. 


XVI. 

Words urged in vain, Elvire I You waste 
your quarte and tierce, 

Lunge at a phantom here, try fence in fiiiry- 
land. 

For me, I own defeat, ask but to understand 

The acknowledged victory of whom I call my 
queen, 

Sexless and bloodless sprite : though mis¬ 
chievous and mean, 

Yet free and flower-like too, with loveliness 
for law. 

And self-sustainment made morality. 


Do you account i’ the lily, of lands which 
travellers know. 

That,just asgoldengloom supersedes Northern 
snow 

I’ the chalice, so, about each pistil, spice is 
packed,— 

Deliriously-drugged scent, in lieu of odour 
lacked. 

With us, by bee and moth, their banquet to 
enhance 

At mom and eve, when dew, the chilly sus¬ 
tenance. 

Needs mixture of some chaste and temperate 
perfume? 

I ask, is she in fault who guards such golden 
gloom, 

Such dear and damning scent, by who cares 
what devices, 

And takes the idle life of insects she entices 

When, drowned to heart’s desire, they satiate 
the inside 

O’ the lily, mark her wealth and manifest her 
pride ? 

XVIII. 

But, wiser, we keep off, nor tempt the 
acrid juice; 

Discreet we peer and praise, put rich things 
to r%ht use. 

No flavourous venomed bell,—the rose it is, 
I wot, 

Only the rose, we pluck and place, unwronged 
a jot, 
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Ko Wf3cse Ibr liomage done by eveiy devotee, 

r tbe proper loyal throne, on breast where 
rose should be. 

Or if the simpler sweets we have to choose 
among, 

Would taste between our teeth, and give its 
toy the tongue,— 

O gorgeous poison-plague, on thee no hearts 
are set I 

We gather daisy meek, or maiden violet; 

I think it is Elvire we love, and not Fifine. 

xrx. 

** How does she make my thoughts be sure 
of what they mean ? ” 

Judge and be just 1 Suppose, an age and 
time long past 

Renew for our behoof one pageant more, the 
last 

O* the kind, sick Louis liked to see defile 
between 

Him and the yawning grave, its passage 
served to screen. 

With eye as grey as lead, with cheek as brown 
as bronze, 

Here where we stand, shall sit and suffer 
Louis Onze: 

The while from yonder tent parade forth, not 
—oh, no— 

Bateleurs, baladmes! but range themseUfes 
a-row 

Those well-sung women-worthies whereof 
loud hme still finds 

Some echo linger fiunt, less in our hearts than 

minds, 

XX, 

See* Helen \ pushed in front o’ the world’s 
worst night and storm. 

By Ladf Venus* hand on shoulder: the 
sweet form j 

Shnnkkgly prominent, though mighty, like 

4 moon 

from a doud, fr> put imrsh things 

^ ttagkally bring nwukind to acquicKe 
no ewso upon, but 


(Beldame, a moment smee) the outbreaking 
beauty, now, 

That casts o’er all the blood a candour from 
her brow. 

See, Cleopatra f bared, the entire and sinuous 
wealth 

O’ the shitiuvg shape; each orb of indolent 
ripe health, 

Captured, just where it finds a fellow-orb as 
fine 

r the body: traced about by jewels which 
outline, 

Fire frame, and keep distmct, perfections— 
lest they melt 

To soft smooth unity ere half their hold be 
felt: 

Vet, o’er that white and wonder, a soul’s 
predominance 

I’ the head so high and haught—except one 
thievish glance, 

From back of oblong eye, intent to count the 
slain. 

Hush,—O I know, Elvirc ! Be patient, 
more remain ! 

What say you to Saint , . . Pish ! Whatever 
Saint you please, 

Cold-pmnacled aloft o’ the spire, prays calm 
the seas 

From Pomic Church, and oft at midnight 
(peasants say) 

Goes walking out to save from shipwreck; 
well she may I 

I For think how many a year has she been 

I conversant 

With nought but winds and rains, shaip 
courtesy and scant 

O’ the wintry snow that coats the pent-house 
of her shrine, 

I Covers each knee, climbs near, but spares 
the smile benign 

Which seems to say I looked for scarce so 
much from earth J ” 

She follows, one long thin pure finger In the 

girth 

O* ttw ^nUe—whence the folds of g^ameat, 
eye and eye, 

Besprent with fieurs-dedys, How down Und 
multinlv 
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Around her feet,—and one, pressed hushingly 
to lip: 

As if, while thus we made her march, some 
foundering ship 

Might miss her from her post, nearer to Ciod 
half-way 

In heaven, and she inquired “Who that 
treads earth can pray ? 

I doubt if even she, the unashamed ! though, 
sure, 

She must have stripped herself only to clothe 
the poor.” 

XXI. 

This time, enough’s a feast, not one more 
form, Elvire ! 

Provided you allow that, bringingup therear 

O’ the bevy I am loth to—by one bird—cur¬ 
tail, 

First note may lead to last, an octave crown 
the scale, 

And this feminity be followed—do not flout!— 

By—who concludes the masque with curtsey, 
smile and pout, 

Submissive-mutinous ? No other than Fifinc 

Points toe, imposes haunch, and pleads with 
tambourine I 

XXII. 

“Well, what’s the meaning here, what 
does the masque intend, 

Which, unabridged, we saw file past us, 
with no end 

Of feiir ones, till Fifine came, closed the 
catalogue ? ” 

xxni. 

Task fancy yet again I Suppose you cast 
this clc^ 

Of flesh away (that weeps, upbraids, with¬ 
stands my arm) 

And pass to join your peers, paragon charm 
with charm, 

As I shall show you may,— * prove best of 
beauty there ! 

Yourself confront yourself! This, help me 
to declare 

That yonder-you, who stand beside these, 
braving each 

And blinki^ none, lieat her who lured to 
Troy-town beach 


The purple prows of Greece,—^nay, beat 
Fiflne; whose fece, 

Mark how I will inflame, when seigneur¬ 
like I place 

I’ the tambourine, to spot the strained and 
piteous blank 

Of pleading parchment, see, no less than a 
whole franc! 

XXIV. 

Ah, do you mark the brown o’ the cloud, 
made bright with fire 

Through and through? as, old wiles suc¬ 
ceeding to desire. 

Quality (you and 1) once more compassionate 

A hapless infant, doomed (fle on such partial 
fete!) 

To sink the inborn shame, waive privilege of 
sev, 

And posture as you see, support the nods 
and becks 

Of clowns that have their stare, nor always 
pay its price; 

An infant born perchance as sensitive and 
nice 

As any soul of you, proud dames, whom 
destiny 

Keeps uncontaminate from stigma of the 
stye 

She wallows in ! You draw back skirts from 
filth like her 

Who, possibly, braves scorn, if, scorned, she 

I minister 

To age, want, and disease of parents one or 
both; 

Nay, peradventure, stoops to degradation, 
loth 

That some just-budding sister, the dew yet 
on the rose, 

Should have to share in turn the ignoble 
trade,—^who knows ? 

XXV. 

I Ay, who indeed! Myself know nothing, 

! but dare guess 

That off she trips in haste to hand the boot> 
. * . yes, 
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*Twkt fcld and fold of tent, there looms he, 
dim-discemed. 

The ogre, lord of all those lavish limbs have 
earned! 

—Bmte-beast-iace,—ravage, scar, scowl and 
malignancy,— 

O’ the Strong Man, whom (no doubt, her 
husband) by-and-by 

You shall behold do feats: lift up nor quail 
beneath 

A quintal ^ in each hand, a cart-wheel ’twixt 
his teeth. 

Oh she prefers sheer strength to ineffective 
grace, 

Breeding and culture 1 seeks the essential in 
the case! 

To him has flown my franc ; and welcome, 
if that squint 

O’ the diabolic eye so soften through absinthe, 

That, for once, tambourine, tunic and tricot® 
’scape 

Their customary curse “ Not half the gain o’ 
the ape ! ” 

Ay, they go in together ! 

XXVI. 

Yet still her phantom stays 

OppoiMte, where you stand : as steady ’neath 
our gaze— 

The live Elvire’s and mine—though fancy- 
stuff and mere 

Illusion; to be judged,—dream-figur^j^ 
without fear 

Or &voar, those the felse, by you and me 
the true. 

XXVIL 

“ What puts it in my head to make your¬ 
self judge you?” 

Well, it may be, the name of Helen brought 
to mind 

A ceitrin myth I mused in years long left 
behind: 

How she that fled from Greece with Paris 
whom she loved. 

And amt to Troy, and there found shelter, 
' and m proved 

of too lbs. t A jcracy* 


Such cause of the world’s woe,—how she, 
old stories call 

This creature, Helen’s self, never saw Troy 
at all. 

Jove had his fancy-fit, must needs take empty 
air, 

Fashion her likeness forth, and set the 
phantom there 

I’ the midst for sport, to try conclusions with 
the blind 

And blundering race, the game create for 
Gods, mankind: 

Experiment on these,—establish who would 
yearn 

To give up life for her, who, other-minded, 
spurn 

The l^st her eyes could smile,—make half 
the world sublime, 

And half at>surd, for just a phantom all the 
time! 

Meanwhile true Helen’s self sat, safe and far 
away, 

By a great river-side, beneath a purer day, 

With solitude around, tranquillity within ; 

Was able to lean forth, look, listen, through 
the din 

And stir; could estimate the worthlessness 
or worth 

Of Helen who inspired such passion to the 
earth, 

A phantom all the time J That put it in my 
head, 

To make yourself judge you—the phantom- 
wife instead 

O’ the tearful true Elvire 1 
xxvni. 

I thank the smile at last 

Which thins away the tear I Our sky was 
overcast, 

And something fell; but day clears up: if 
there dianced rain, 

The landscape glistens more. I ha%'e not 
vexed in vain 

Elvire: because she knows, now she has 
stood the test, 

How, this and this being goo 3 , herself may 
still be best 
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O* the beauty in review; because the flesh 
that claimed 

Unduly my regard, she thought, the taste, 
she blamed 

In me, for things extern, was all mistake, 
she finds,— 

Or will find, when I prove that Ixxiies show 
me minds, 

That, through the outward sign, the inward 
grace allures, 

And sparks from heaven transpierce earth’s 
coarsest covertures,— 

All by demonstrating the value of Fifine ! 

XXIX. 

Partake my confidence! No creature’s 
made so mean 

But that, some way, it Ixiasts, could we in¬ 
vestigate. 

Its supreme worth: fulfils, by ordinance of fete, 
Its momentary task, gets glory all its own, 
Tastes triumph in the world, pre-eminent, 
alone. 

Where is the single grain of sand, mid millions 
heaped 

Confusedly on the beach, but, did we know, 
has leaped 

Or will leap, would we wait, i’ the century, 
some once, 

To the very throne of things? — earth’s 
brightest for the nonce, 

When sunshine shall impinge on just that 
grain’s facette 

Which fronts him fullest, first, returns his ray 
with jet 

Of promptest praise, thanks God best in 
creation’s name I 

As firm is my belief, quick sense perceives 
the same 

Self-vindicating flash illustrate every man 
And woman of our mass, and prove, through¬ 
out the plan. 

No detail but, in place allotted it, was prime 
And perfect. 

XXX* 

Witness her, kept waiting all this time I 
Wlmt happy angle makes Fifine reverbe¬ 
rate 


Sunshine, least sand-grain, she, of shadiest 
social state ? 

No adamantine shield, polished like Helen 
there, 

Fit to absorb the sun, regorge him till the 
glare, 

Dazing the universe, draw Troy-ward those 
blind beaks 

Of equal-sided ships rowed by the well- 
greaved Greeks! 

No Asian mirror, like yon Ptolemaic witch 

Able to fix sun fest and tame sun down, en¬ 
rich. 

Not burn the world with beams thus flatter¬ 
ingly rolled 

About her, head to foot, turned slavish snakes 
of gold ! 

And oh, no tinted pane of oriel sanctity, 

Does our Fifine afford, such as permits 
supply 

Of lustrous heaven, revealed, far more tlian 
mundane sight 

Could master, to thy cell, pure Saint! where, 
else too bright, 

So suits thy sense the orb, that, what outside 
was noon. 

Pales, through thy lozenged blue, to meek 
benefic moon ! 

What then ? does that prevent each dunghill, 
we may pass 

Daily, from boasting too its bit of looking- 
glass, 

Its sherd which, sun-smit, shines, shoots 
arrowy fire lieyond 

That satin-muffled mope, your sulky diamond? 

XXXI. 

And now, the mingled ray she shoots, I 
decompose* 

Her antecedents, take for execrable ! Gloze 

No whit on your premiss: let be, there was 
no worst 

Of degradation spared Fifine: ordained from 
first 

To last, in body and soul, for one lifo-long 
debaudi, 

The Pariah of the North, the European 
Nautch 1 
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This* iu* from seek to hide, she puts in 
evidence 

Calmly, displays the brand, bids pry without 
offence 

Vbur finger on the place. You comment 
“ Fancy us 

So operated on, maltreated, mangled thus ! 

Such torture in our case, had we survived an 
hour? 

Sbme other sort of flesh and blood must be, 
with power 

^propriate to die vile, unsensitive, tough- 
thonged, 

In lieu of our fine nerve ! Be sure, she was 
not wronged 

Too much : you must not think she winced 
at prick as we ! ” 

Come, come, that’s what you say, or would, 
were thoughts but free. 

XXXII. 

Well then, thus much confessed, wliat 
wonder if there steal 

Unchallenged to my heart the force of one 
appeal 

She makes, and justice stamp the sole claim 
she asserts ? 

So absolutely good is truth, truth never 
hurts 

The teller, whose worst crime gets somehow 
grace, avowed. ^ 

To me, that silent pose and prayer proclaimed 
aloud 

^^Know all of me outside, the rest be 
emptiness 

For such as you ! I call attention to my dress, 

Coiffure, outlandish features, lithe memorable 
limbs. 

Piquant entreaty, all that eye-glance over- 
skims. 

I>Qes this give pleaaaire? Then, repay the 
pleasure, put 

Its price i’ die tambourine 1 Do you seek 
lufther? Tut I 

|*m|uiCii!if«wtruinmit,^^ mere 

Mqclhririii 

bV fifamework, I: ruMub, 

else within— 


Always, fw such as you I—^if I have use 
elsewhere,— 

If certain liells, now mute, can jingle, need 
you care? 

Be it enough, there’s truth i’ the pleading, 
which comix)rts 

With no word spoken out in cottages or courts, 
Since all I plead is ‘ Pay for just the sight 
you see, 

‘ And give no credit to another charm in me ! ’ 
Do I say, like your Love? ‘To praise my 
fiice is well, 

‘But, who would know my worth, must 
search my heart to tell! ’ 

Do I say, like your Wife ? ‘ Had I passed in 
review 

‘ The produce of the globe, my man of men 
were—you I' 

Do I say, like your Helen ? ‘ Yield yourself 
up, obey 

‘ Implicitly, nor pause to question, to survey 
‘ Even the worshipful! prostrate you at my 
shrine 1 

‘ Shall you dare controvert what the world 
counts divine ? 

‘ Array your private taste, own liking of the 
sense, 

‘ Own longing of the soul, against the 
impudence 

‘ Of history, the blare and bullying of 
verse? 

* As if man ever yet saw reason to disburse 
‘The amount of what sense Hked, soul 

longed for,—given, devised 
‘As love, forsooth,—until the price was 
recognized 

‘ As moderate enough by divers fellow-men I 
‘Then, with his warrant safe that these 
would love too, then, 

‘ Sure that particular gain implies a public 
loss, 

*And that no smile he buys but proves a 
slash across 

‘ The fece, a stab into the side of somebody— 
‘ Sure that, along with love’s main-purchase, 
he will buy 

* Up the whole stock of earth’s undmritable^ 

ness, 
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*Envy and hatred,—then, decides he to 
profess 

*His estimate of one, by love discerned, 
though dim 

* To all the world beside: since what’s the 

world to him ? ’ 

Do I say, like your Queen of Egypt ? ‘ Who 
foregoes 

‘ My cup of witchcraft—fault be on the fool! 
He knows 

‘ Nothing of how I pack my wine-press, turn 
its winch 

‘ Three-times-three, all the time to song and 
dance, nor flinch 

* From charming on and on, till at the last I 

squeeze 

‘ Out the exhaustive drop that leaves behind 
mere lees 

* And dregs, vapidity, thought essence 

heretofore ! 

* Sup of my sorcery, old pleasures please no 

more! 

‘ Be great, be good, love, learn, have potency 
of hand 

‘ Or heart or head,—what boots? You die, 
nor understand 

‘ What bliss might be in life: you ate the 
grapes, but knew 

‘ Never the taste of wine, such vintage as I 
brew ! * 

I h) I say, like your Saint ? ‘ An exquisitest 
touch 

^ Bides in the birth of things: no after-time 
can much 

‘Enhance that fine, that faint, fugitive first 
of all I 

* What colour paints the cup o’ the May-rose, 

like the small 

‘ Suspicion of a blush which doubtfully 
begins? 

‘What sound outwarbles brook, while, at 
the source, it wins 

‘That moss and stone dispart, allow its 
bubblings breathe ? 

‘ What taste excels the fruit, just where sharp 
flavours sheathe 

‘ Their sting, and let encroach the honey that 
allays ? 


‘ And so with soul and sense; when sanctity 
betrays 

‘First fear lest earth below seem real as 
heaven above, 

‘ And holy worship, late, change soon to sin¬ 
ful love— 

‘Where is the plenitude of passion which 
endures 

‘ Comparison with that, I ask of amateurs ? ’ 

Do I say, like Elvire ”... 

XXXIII. 

(Your hiisliand holds you feist, 

Will have you listen, learn your character at 
last!) 

“ Do I say?—like her mixed unrest and dis¬ 
content. 

Reproachfulness and scorn, with that sub¬ 
mission blent 

So strangely, in the face, by sad smiles and 
gay tears,— 

Quiescence which attacks, rebellion which 
endears,— 

Say? ‘As you loved me once, could you 
but love me now ! 

‘ Years probably have graved their passage on 
my brow, 

* Lips turn more rarely red, eyes sparkle less 

than erst; 

‘ Such tribute Ixxly pays to time; but, un¬ 
amerced, 

‘The soul retains, nay, boasts old treasure 
multiplied. 

‘ Though dew-prime flee,—mature at noon¬ 
day, love defied 

‘ Chance, the wind, change, the rain: love, 
strenuous all the more 

‘For storm, struck deeper root and choicer 
fhiitage bore, 

‘ Despite the rocking world; yet truth 
struck root in vain : 

* While tenderness bears frmt, you praise, not 

taste again. 

‘Why? They are yours, which once were 
hardly yours, might go 

* To grace another’s ground: and then—the 

hc^)es we know. 
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‘ Tile fisers we keep in mind I—when, ours to 
arbitrate, 

Your part was to bow neck, bid fall decree 
of fate. 

‘Then, O the knotty point—white-night*s 
work to revolve— 

‘What meant that smile, that sigh? Not 
Solon’s self could solve 1 

‘Then, O the deep surmise what one word 
might express, 

‘And if what seemed her “No” may not 
have meant her “ Yes ! ” 

‘ Then, such annoy, for cause—calm welcome, 
such acquist 

‘ Of rapture if, refused her arm, hand touched 
her wrist I 

‘ Now, what’s a smile to you ? Poor candle 
that lights up 

‘The decent household gloom which sends 
you out to sup. 

‘ A tear ? worse I warns that health requires 
you keep aloof 

* From nuptial chamber, since rain penetrates 

the roof I 

‘Soul, body got and gained, inalienably 
safe 

‘Your own, become despised; more worth 
has any waif 

‘ Or stray from ndghbour*s pale: pouch that, 
—’ds pleasure, pride, 

‘ Novelty^ property, and larceny beside 1#^ 

* Preposterous thought 1 to find no value fixed 

in things, 

‘To covet all you see, hear, dream of, till fate 
brings 

‘ About that, what you want, you gain j then 
follows change. 

‘ Give you the sun to keep, forthwith must 
frtncy range: 

‘A goodly lamp, no doubt,—^yct might you 
catch her hair 

^And capture, as she frisks, the fen-fire 
dancing there I 

* Whal do I say? at least a meteor’s half in 

h^en; 

* Provided frith but shine, my huslmnd hankers 
‘ Ajiar |t«i|ridity that’s t^osphorescent, cribs 


‘The nistic’s tallow-rush, makes spoil of 
urchins’ squibs, 

‘ In short prefers to me—chaste, temperate, 
serene— 

‘ What sputters green and blue, this fizgig called 
Fifine!”’ 

XXXIV. 

So all your sex mistake 1 Strange that so 
plain a fact 

Should raise such dire debate ! P'ew frimilies 
were racked 

By torture self-supplied, did Nature grant but 
this— 

That women comprehend mental analysis ! 

XXXV. 

Elvire, do you recall when, years ago, our 
home 

The intimation reached, a certain pride of 
Rome, 

Authenticated piece, in the third, last and l)est 

Manner,—whatever fools and connoisseurs 
contest,— 

No particle disturbed by rude restorer’s touch. 

The palaced picture-pearl, so long eluding 
clutch 

Of creditor, at last, the Rafiiel might—could we 

But come to terms—change lord, pass from 
the Prince to me? 

I think you recollect my fever of a year ; 

How the Prince would, and how he would 
not; now,—too dear 

That promise was, he made his grandsire so 
long since, 

Rather to boast “ I own a Rafael ” than “am 
Prince ! ” 

And now, the fency soothed—if really sell he 
must 

His birthright ibr a mess of pottage—such a 
thrust 

I* the vitals of the Prince were mollified by 
Ixtlm, 

Could he prevail upon his stomach to bear 
qualm, 

And bequeath Lil>erty (because a purchaser 

Was ready with the sum—a trifle I) yes, transfer 

His heart at all events to that land where^ at 
least. 
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Free institutions reign I And so, its price 
increased 

Five-fold (Americans are such importunates!), 

Soon must his Ra&iel start for the United 
States. 

0 alternating bursts of hope now, then despair! 

At last, the bargain’s struck, I’m all but 
beggared, there 

The Rafael faces me, in fine, no dream at all, 

My housemate, evermore to glorify my wall. 

A week must pass, before heart-i>alpitations 
sink, 

In gloating o’er my gain, so late I edged the 
brink 

Of doom; a fortnight more, I spent in 
Paradise: 

“Was outline e’er so true, could colouring 
entice 

So calm, did harmony and quiet so avail ? 

How right, how resolute, the action tells the 
tale J” 

A month, I bid my friends congratulate their 
best: 

“You happy Don !” (to me): “The block¬ 
head ! ” (to the rest); 

“No doubt he thinks his daub original, poor 
dupe!” 

Then I resume my life: one chamlx'r must 
not coop 

Man*s life in, though it boast a marvel like 
my prize. 

Next year, I saunter past with unaverted eyes, 

Nay, loll and turn my back: perchance to 
overlook 

With relish, leaf by leaf, Dora’s last picture- 
book. 

XXXVI. 

Imagine that a voice reproached me from 
its frame: 

** Here do I hang, and may I Your Rafiiel, 
just the same, 

’Tis onlyyou that change: no ecstasies of yore! 

No purposes! suicide distracts you any more! ” 

Prompt would my answer meet such frivolous 
attack: 

** You misappropriate sensations. What men 
lack, 

And labour to obtain, is hoped and fearedaboui 


After a &ishion; what they once obtain, makes 
doubt, 

Expectanc)r’s old fret and fume, henceforward 
void. 

But do they think to hold such havings un¬ 
alloyed 

By novel hopes and fears, of fashion just as new, 
To correspend i’ the scale? Nowise, I 
promise you ! 

Mine you are, therefore mine will be, as fit 
to cheer 

My soul and glad my sense to-day as this-day* 
year. 

So, any sketgh or scrap, pochade,' caricature, 
Made in a moment, meant a moment to endure, 
I snap at, seize, enjoy, then tire of, throwaside, 
Findyou in your old place. But ifa servant cried 
‘ Fire in the gallery ! ’—methinks, were I 
engaged 

In Dore, elbow-deep, picture-books million- 
paged 

To the four winds would pack, sped by the 
heartiest curse 

Was ever launched from lip, to strew the 
universe. 

Would not I brave tlie liest o’ the burning, 
bear away 

Either my perfect piece in safety, or else stay 
And share its fete, be made its martyr nor 
repine ? 

Inextricably wed, such ashes mixed with 
mine ! ” 

XXXVII. 

For which I get the eye, the hand, the 
heart, the whole 
O’ the wondrous wife again 1 

XXXVIII. 

But no, play out your rdle 
I’ the pageant! ’Tis not fit your phantom 
leave the stage; 

I want you, there, to make you, here, confess 
you wage 

Successful warfare, pique those proud ones, 
and advance 

Claim to . • . equality? nay, but predomi¬ 
nance 

t A sketch. 


m 
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In o’er tbem tUI, wibere Helen heads 

the scene 

Onsed its tiniest of tail-tips, pert FiEne. 

How xavishingly pure you stand in pale con¬ 
straint! 

My new-created shape, without or touch or 
taint. 

Inviolate of life and worldliness fuid sin— 

Fettered, I hold my flower, her own cup’s 
weight would win 

From off the tall slight stalk a-top of which 
she turns 

And trembles, makes appeal to one who 
roughly earns 

Her thanks instead of blame, (did hly only 
know), 

By thus constraining length of lily, letting 
snow 

Of cup-crown, that’s her &ce, look from its 
guardian stake, 

Superb on all that crawls beneath, and mutely 
make 

Deflance, with the mouth’s white movement I 
of disdain. 

To all that stoops, retires and hovers round 
again! 

How windmgly the limbs delay to lead up, | 
reach | 

Where, crowned, the head waits calm; as if 
reluctant, each, 

That eye should traverse quick such leng®» 
of loveliness, 

From feet, which just are found embedded 
m the dress 

Deep swathed about with folds and flowings 
virginal, 

Up to the pleated breasts, rebelhous ’neath 
their pall, 

As if the vesture’s snow were moulding sleep 
not dealh, 

Must melt and so release; whereat, firom the 
Ane sheath, 

The ffower-cup-crown starts tree, the face is 
upecmoealedj 

AtM whft idiall now divert me, once the 

1 0m face rwoded, 

fsofO 1 Mved so long, so lingetingly 

, I 


XXX13C. 

Because indeed your foce fits into just the 
cleft 

O’ the heart of me, Elvire, makes right and 
whole once more 

All that was half itself without you I As before. 
My truant finds its place! Doubtlessly sea- 
shells yearn, 

If plundered by sad chance; would pray 
their pearls return, 

lyct negligently slip away into the wave ! 
Never may eyes desist, those eyes so grey 
and grave, 

From their slow sure supply of the effluent 
soul within! 

And, would you humour me ? I dare to ask, 
unpin 

The web of that brown hair! O’erwash o’ 
the sudden, but 

As promptly, too, disclose,on either side, thejut 
Of alabaster brow ! So part rich rillets dyed 
Deep by the woodland leaf, when down they 
pour, each side 

O’ the rock-top, pushed by Sprir^ 1 
XL. 

“ And where i’ the world is all 
This wonder, you detail so trippingly, espied? 
My mirror would reflect a tall, thin, pale, 
deep-eyed 

Personage, pretty once, it may be, doubtless still 
Loving,—a certain grace yet lingers, if you 
will,— 

But all this wonder, where?” 

XLI. 

Why, where but in the sense 
And soul of me, Art’s judge? Art is my 
evidence 

That something was, is, might be; but no 
more thic^ itself, 

Than flame is fuel. Once the verse-book 
laid on shelf, 

The pictuie turned to wall, the music fled 
from ear,— 

Eftdh beauty, bom of each, grows clearer 
and more clear, 

Mine henceforth, ever mine! 
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XLlh 

But if I would re-trace 
Effect, in Art, to cause,-—corroborate, erase 
What*s right or wrong i* the lines, test fancy 
in my brain 

By fact which gave it birth ? I re-peruse in vam 
The verse, I fail to find that vision of delight 
r the Bazzi’s^ lost-profile, eye-edge so ex¬ 
quisite. 

And, music: what? that burst of pillared 
cloud by day 

And pillared fire by night, was product, 
must we say, 

Of modulating just, by enharmonic change,— 
The augmented sixth resolved, —from out 
the straighter range 

Of D sharp minor,—leap of disimprisoned 
thrall,— 

Into thy light and life, D major natural ? 

XLIII. 

Elvire, will you partake in what I shall 
impart ? 

I seem to understand the way heart chooses 
heart 

By help of the outside form,—a reason for 
our wild 

Diversity in choice,—why each grows re¬ 
conciled 

To what is absent, what superfluous in the mask 
Of flesh that’s meant to yield,—did nature 
ply her task 

As artist should,—precise the features of the 
soul, 

Which, if in any case they found expression, 
whole 

r the traits, would give a type, undoubtedly 
display 

A novel, true, distinct perfection in its way. 
Never shall I believe any two souls were made 
Similar; granting, then, each soul of every 
grade 

Was meant to be itself, prove in itself com¬ 
plete 

And, in completion, good,—nay, best o’ the 
kind,—«s meet 

< An Italian painter. 


Needs must it be that show on the outside 
correspond 

With inward substance,—flesh, the dress 
which soul has donned, 

Exactly reproduce,—were only justice done 
I nside and outside too,—types perfect everyone. 
How happens it that here we meet a mystery 
Insoluble to man, a plaguy puzzle ? Why 
Each soul is either made imperfect, and de¬ 
serves 

As rude a face to match; or else a bungler 
swerves, 

And nature, on a soul worth rendering aright, 
Works ill, or proves perverse, or, in her own 
despite, 

—Here too much, there too little,—bids each 
face, more or less, 

Retire from beauty, make approach to ugli¬ 
ness? 

And yet succeeds the same; since, what is 
wanting to success. 

If somehow every face, no matter how deform, 
Evidence, to some one of hearts on earth, that, 
warm 

Beneath the veriest ash, there hides a sixirk 
of soul 

Which, quickened by love’s breath, may yet 
pervade the whole 

O’ the grey, and, free again, be fire?—of 
worth the same, 

Howe’er produced, for, great or little, flame 
is flame. 

A mystery, whereof solution is to seek. 

XLIV. 

I find it in the fiict that each soul, just as weak 
Its own way as its fellow,—departure from 
design 

As flagrant in the flesh,—goes striving to com- 
Wne 

With what shall right the wrong, the under or 
above 

The standard: supplement unloveliness by 
love. 

—Ask Plato else I And tMs corroborates the 
sage, 

That Art,—^which I may style the love of 
loving, rage 
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Of Icxlowingy seeing, feeling the absolute 
tawth of things 

For truth’s sake, whole and sole, not any 
good, truth brings 

The knower, seer, feeler, beade,—^instinctive 
Art 

Must fumble for the whole, once fixing on a 
part 

However poor, surpass the fragment, and 
aspire 

To reconstruct thereby the ultimate entire. 

Art, working with a will, discards the super¬ 
flux, 

Contributes to defect, toils on till,--ySa/ iux ^— 

There’s the restored, the prime, the individual 
typel j 

XLV. j 

Look, for example now! This piece of 
broken pipe 

(Some Shipman’s solace erst) shall act as 
crayon; and 

What tablet better serves my purpose than the 
sand? 

—Smooth slab whereon I draw, no matter 
with what skill, 

A fece, and yet another, and yet another 
stilL 

There lie my three prime types of beauty ! 

XLVI. 

Laugh your best! 

** Exaggeration and absurdity ? ” Confessed! 

Vet, what may that fece mmn, no mattel^br 
its nose, 

A yard long, or its chin, a foot short ? 

XLVII. 

“You suppose, 

Horror?” Exactly I What’s the odds if, 
more or less 

By yard or foot, the features do manage to 
express 

Sueh naeanii:^ in the main? Were I of 
0 ^r6me’s force, 

TISIm feebk as you secs, quick should my crayon 
coiime 

O^eroutlini, curb, excite, till,—^ aunpletion 

i!|>eeds 


With G^rdme' well at work,—observe how 
brow recedes, 

Head shudders Imck on spine, as if one haled 
the hair, 

Would have the full-face front what pin-point 
eye’s sharp stare 

Announces; mouth agape to drink the flow¬ 
ing fate, 

While chin protrudes to meet the burst o’ the 
wave; elate 

Almost, spurred on to brave necessity, expend 

All life left, m one flash, as fire does at its 
end. 

' Retrenchment and addition effect a master* 
piece, 

Not change i* the motive: here diminish, 
there increase— 

And who wants Horror, has it. 

t 

j XLVIII. 

Who wants some other show 

Of soul, may seek elsewhere—this second of 
the row? 

What does it give for germ, monadic mere 
intent 

Of mind in face, faint first of meanings ever 
meant ? 

Why, possibly, a grin, that, strengthened, 
grows a laugh ; 

That, softened, leaves a smile; that, tempered, 
bids you quaff 

At such a magic cup as English Reynolds oitce 

Compounded : for the witch pulls out of you 
response 

Like Garrick’s to Thalia, however due may be 

Your homage claimed by that stiff-stoled 
Melpomene t 

xux. 

And just this one fece more I Pardon the 
bold pretence I 

May there not lurk some hint, struggle toward 
evidence 

In that compressed mouth, those strained 
nostrils, steadfast eyes 

Of utter passion, absolute self-sacrifice, 

^ Modern French painter* 
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Wliich,—could I but subdue the wild 
grotesque, refine 

That bulge of brow, make blunt that nose’s 
aquiline, 

And let, although compressed, a point of pulp 
appear 

r the mouth,—would give at last the portrait 
of Elvire ? 

L. 

Well, and if so succeed hand-practice on 
awry 

Preposterous art-mistake, shall soul-pro¬ 
ficiency 

Despair,—when exercised on nature, which 
at worst 

Always implies success, however crossed and 
curst 

By failure,—such as art would emulate in vain? 

Shall any soul despair of setting free again 

Trait after trait, until the tyj^e as wholly start 

Forth, visible to sense, as that minutest part, 

(Whatever the chance) which first arresting 
eye, warned soul 

That, under wrong enough and ravage, lay 
the whole I 

O’ the loveliness it loved ”—I take the ac- j 
cepted phrase ? 

LI. 

So I account for tastes: each chooses, none 
gainsays 

The fitney of his fellow, a jxiradise for him, 

A heU for all beside. You can but crown the 
brim 

O’ the cup; if it be full, what matters less or 
more ? 

Let each, i’ the world, amend his love, as I, 
o’ the shore 

My sketch, and the result as undisputed be 1 

Their handiwork to them, and my Elvire to 
me; 

—Result more beautiful than beauty’s self, 
when lo, 

What was my Rafael turns my Michelagnolo 1 

Lll. 

For, we two boast, beside our pearl, a 
diamond. 

V the palace-gallery, the corridor beyond, 

VOL, n. 


Upheaves itself a marble, a magnitude man¬ 
shaped 

As snow might be. One hand,—the Master’s, 
—smoothed and scraped 

That mass, he hammered on and hewed at, 
till he hurled 

Life out of death, and left a challenge; for 
the world, 

Death still,—since who shall dare, close to 
the image, say 

If this be purposed Art, or mere mimetic 
play 

Of Nature ?—wont to deal with crag or cloud, 
as stuff 

To fashion novel forms, like forms we know, 
enough 

For recognition, but enough unlike the 
same, 

To leave no hope ourselves may profit by her 
game; 

Death therefore to the world. Step liack a 
pace or two 1 

And then, who dares dispute the gradual birth 
its due 

Of breathing life, or breathless immortality, 

Where out she stands, and yet stops short, 
half Ixdd, half shy, 

Hesitates on the threshold of things, since 
partly blent 

With stuff she needs must quit, her native. 
element 

r the mind o’ the Master,—what’s the 
creature, dear-divine 

I Yet earthly-awful too, so manly-feminine. 

Pretends this white advance ? What startling 

! brain-escape 

; Of Michelagnolo takes elemental shape ? 

II think he meant the dai^hter of the old man 

I o’ the sea, 

Emerging from her wave, goddess Eidothe^— 

She who, in elvish ^ort, spite with benevo¬ 
lence 

Mixed Mab-wise up, must needs instruct the 
Hero whence 

Salvation dawns o’er that mad miseq^^f his 
isle. 

Yes, she imparts to him, by what a peanlcsome 
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mysvorprise her ^ef asleep beneath a 
rcxik, 

When he has told their tale, amid his web- 
fbot flock 

Of sea-beasts, ** fine fat seals with bitter 
breath 1 ” laughs she ' 

At whom she likes to save, no less: ICidothe^, 

Whom you shall never fece evolved, in earth, 
in air, i 

In wave; but, manifest i* the soul’s domain, 
why, there 

She ravishingly moves to meet you, all through 
aid 

O* the soul I Bid shine what should, dismiss 
into the shade 

What should not be,—^and there triumphs the 
Jwuramount 

Emprise o* the Master I But, attempt to 
make account 

Of what the sense, without soul’s help, per¬ 
ceives ? I bought 

That work—(despite plain proof, whose hand 
it was had wrought 

r the rough; I think we trace the tool of triple 
tooth, 

Here, there and everywhere)—bought dearly 
that uncouth 

Unwieldy bulk, for just ten dollars—“ Bulk, 
would fetch— 

Converted into lime—some five pauls I ’’ 
grinned a wretch, 

Who, bound on business, paused to hear the 
bargaining, 

And would have pitied me “ but for the fun 
o’ the thing I ” i 

LIIL 

Shall such a wretch beHlyou? Must— 
while I show Elvire 

Shaming all other forms, seen as I see her here 

r the soul,—this other*you perversely look 
outside, 

And ask me, “ Where i’ the world is charm 
to be descried 

V the tali thin personage, with paled eye, 
pepi^ve face, 

Any amount of love, and some remains of 
gteSMSC?” I 

See yourself in my soul! | 


uv. 

And what a world for each 

Must somehow be i’ the soul,—accept that 
mexie of speech,— 

Whether an aura gird the soul, wherein it 
seems 

To float and move, a belt of all the glints and 
gleams 

It struck from out that world, its weaklier 
fellows found 

So dead and cold; or whether these not so 
much surround, 

As pass into the soul itself, add worth to worth, 

As wine enriches blood, and straightway send 
it forth, 

Conquering and to conquer, through all 
eternity. 

That’s battle without end. 

LV. 

I search but cannot see 

What purpose serves the soul that strives, or 
world it tries 

Conclusions with, unless the fruit of victories 

Stay, one and all, stored up and guaranteed 
its own 

For ever, by some mode whereby shall be 
made known 

The gain of every life. Death reads the title 
clear— 

What each soul for itself conquered from out 
things here: 

Since, in the seeing soul, all worth lies, I 
assert,— 

And nought i’ the world, which, save for 
soul that sees, inert 

Was, is, and would be ever,—stuff for trans¬ 
muting,—null 

And void until man’s breath evoke the beau¬ 
tiful— 

But, touched aright, prompt yields each 
particle its tongue 

Of elemental flame,—no matter whence flame 
sprung 

From gums and spice, or else from straw and 
rottenness, 

So long as soul has power to make them 
bum, express 
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What lights and warms henceforth, leaves 
only ash behind, 

Howe’er the chance: if soul be privileged to 
find 

Food so soon that, by first snatch of eye, suck 
of breath, 

It can absorb pure life; or, rather, meeting 
death 

I’ the shape of ugliness, by fortunate recoil 

So put on its resource, it find therein a foil 

For a new birth of life, the challenged soul’s 
response 

To ugliness and death,—creation for the 
nonce. 

LVI. 

I gather heart through just such conquests 
of the soul, 

Through evocation out of that which, on the 
whole, 

Was rough, ungainly, partial accomplishment, 
at best. 

And—what, at worst, save failure to spit at 
and detest ?— 

—Through transference of all, achieved in 
visible things, 

To where, secured from wrong, rest soul’s 
imaginings— 

Through ardour to bring help just where com- 
pletion halts, 

Do justice to the purpose, ignore the slips 
and faults— 

And, last, through waging with deformity a 
fight 

Which wrings thence, at the end, precise its 
opposite. 

I praise the loyalty o’ the scholar,—stung by 
taunt 

Of fools ** Does this evince thy Master men 
so vaunt ? 

Did he then perpetrate the plain abortion 
here ? ” 

Who cries “ His work am I! full fraught by 
him, I clear 

Hb fame from each result of accident and 
time, 

Myself restore his work to its fresh morning- 
prime, 


Not darix^ touch the mass of marble, fools 
deride,. 

But putting my idea in plaster by its side, 

His, since mine; I, he made, vindicate who 
made me! ” 

LVII. 

For, you must know, I too achieved 
Eidothe^, 

In silence and by night—dared justify the lines 

Plain to my soul, although, to sense, that 
triple-tine’s 

Achievement halt half-way, break down, or 
leave a blank. 

If she stood forth at last, the Master was to 
thank ! 

Yet may there not have smiled approval in 
his eyes— 

That one at least was left who, bom to 
recognize 

Perfection in the piece imperfect, worked, 
that night. 

In silence, such his faith, until the apposite 

Design was out of him, truth palpable once 
more? 

And then,—for at one blow, its finagments 
strewed the floor,— 

Recalled the same to live within his soul as 
heretofore. 

LVI II. 

And, even as I hold and have Eidothe^, 

I say, I cannot think that gain,—which would 
not Ixj 

Except a special soul had gained it,—that such 
gain 

Can ever be estranged, do aught but appertain 

Immortally, by right firm, indefeasible, 

To who perform^ the feat, through God’s 
grace and man’s will! 

Gain, never shared by those who practised 
with earth’s stuff, 

And spoiled whate’er they touched, leaving 
its roughness rough, 

Its blankness bare, and, when the ugliness 
opposed. 

Either struck work or laughed “He doted 
or he doated 1 ** 
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LIX. 

While, oh, how all the more will love 
become intense 

Hereafter, when to love ” means yearning 
to dispense, 

Bach sonl, its own amount of gain through 
its own mode 

Of practising with life, upon some soul which 
owed 

Its treasure, all diverse and yet in worth the 
same, 

To new work and changed way! Things 
ftzmish you rose-flame, 

Which bum up red, green, blue, nay, yellow 
more than needs, 

For me, I nowise doubt; why doubt a time 
succeeds 

When each one may impart, and each receive, 
both share 

The chemic secret, leam,—where I lit force, 
why there 

You drew forth lambent pity,—where I found 
only food 

For self-indulgence, you still blew a spark at 
brood 

F the greyest ember, stopped not till self- 
sacriflce imbued 

Heaven^s fe.ce with flame ? What joy, when 
each may supplement 

The other, changing each as changed, till, 
wholly blent, 

Our old tWngs shall be new, and, what we 
both ignite, 

Fuse, lose the vaiicolor in achromatic white ! 

Exemplifying law, apparent even now 

In the eternal prc^ess,—love’^^aw, which I 
avow 

And thus would l^ulate: each soul lives, 
longs and widcs 

For itself, by iself,—because a lodestar 
lurks* 

An other than itself, —in whatsoe’er the niche 

<>f mistkat heaven it hide, whoe’er the 
Gluihdalclich 

May pmp the Gulliver: or it, or he, or she— 
a eper kekramem^^ 

^^p|K^Fromet|ieus Botmd" of ./Eschylus. 


(For fun’s sake, where the phrase has ^tened* 
leave it fixed! 

So soft it says,—“God, man, or both together 
mixed ” !) 

This, guessed at through the flesh, by parts 
which prove the whole, 

This constitutes the soul discernible by soul 

—Elvire, by me I 

LX. 

“And then”—(pray you, permit remain 

This hand upon my arm !—your cheek dried, 
if you deign, 

Choosing my shoulder)—“ then ”—(Stand up 
for, boldly state 

The objection in its length and breadth!) 
“ you abdicate, 

With boast yet on your lip, soul’s empire, and 
accept 

The rule of j>cnse ; the Man, from monarch’s 
throne has slept— 

Leapt, rather, at one bound, to base, and 
there lies, Brute. 

You talk of soul,—how soul, in search of soul 
to suit, 

Must needs review the sex, the army, rank 
and file 

Of womankind, report no face nor fonn so 
vile 

But that a certain worth, by certain signs, 
may thence 

Evolve itself and stand confessed—to soul— 
by sense. 

Sense? Oh, the loyal bee endeavours for 
the hive I 

Disinterested hunts the flower-field through, 
alive 

Not one mean moment, no,—suppose on 
flower he light,— 

To his peculiar drop, petal-dew perquisite, 

Matter-of-course snatched snack; unless be 
taste, how try? 

This, Hght on tongue4ip laid, allows him 
pock his thigh. 

Transport all he counts prixe, provision fin: 
the comb. 

Food for the fettire day,**-^ baiKjuet, but at 
home 1 
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Soul? Ere ym reach Fifine^ some flesh 
may be to pass I 

That bomb^ brow, that eye, a kindling 
chrysopras, 

Beneath its stiff black lash, inquisitive how 
speeds 

Each functionary limb, how play of foot 
succeeds, 

And how you let escape or duly sympatliize 

With gastroknemian' grace,—true, your soul 
tastes and tries, 

And trifles time with these, but, fear not, will 
arrive 

At essence in the core, bring honey home to 
hive. 

Brain-stock and heart-stuff both—to strike 
objectors dumb— 

Since only soul affords the soul fit pabulum ! 

Be frank for charity! Who is it you deceive— 

Yourself or me or God, with all this make- 
believe ? 

LX I. 

And frank I will respond as you interrelate. 

Ah, Music, wouldst thou help! Words 
struggle with the weight 

So feebly of the False, thick element loetween 

Our soul, the True, and Truth I which, but 
that intervene 

False shows of things, were reached as easily 
by thought 

Reducible to word, as now by yearnings 
wrought 

Up with thy fine free force, oh Music, that 
canst thrid, 

Electrically win a passage through the lid 

Of earthly sepulchre, our words may push 
against, 

Hardly transpierce as thou 1 Not dissipate, 
thou deign’st, 

So much as tricksily elude what words attempt 

To heave away, i* the mass, and let the soul, 
exempt 

From all that vapoury obstruction, view, 
instead 

Of glimmer underneath, a glory overhead. 

^ Pertaining to the calf of the leg. 


Not feebly, like our phrase, agsunst the barrier 

go 

In susprative swell the authentic notes I 
know, 

By help whereof, I would our souls were 
found without 

The pale, above the dense and dim which 
breeds the doubt! 

But Music, dumb for you, withdraws her help 
from me; 

And, since to weary words recourse again 
must be, 

At least permit they rest their burthen here 
and there, 

Music-like: cover space ! My answer,— 
need you care 

If it exceed the bounds, reply to questioning 

You never meant should plague? Once 
fairly on the wing. 

Let me flap &r and wide ! 

LXII. 

For this is just the time, 

The place, the mood in you and me, when 
all things chime. 

Clash forth life's common chord, whence, list 
how there ascend 

Harmonics far and faint, till our perception 
end,— 

Reverberated notes whence we construct the 
scale 

Embracing what we know and feel and are ! 
How fail 

To find or, better, lose your question, in this 
quick 

Reply which nature yields, ample and catholic ? 

For, arm in arm, we two have reached, nay, 
passed, you see, 

The village-precinct; sun sets mild on Sainte 
Marie— 

We only catch the spire, and yet I seem to 
know 

What’s hid i’ the turn o’ the hill: how all the 
graves must glow 

Soberly, as each warms its little iron cross, 

Flourished about with gold, and graced (if 
private loss 
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BeftVflIl) wape-wreath of yellow xrrisp 

bead*bloonis 

Which tempt down birds to pay their supper, 
mid the tombs, 

With prattle good as song, amuse the dead 
awhile, 

If couched they hear beneath the matted 
camomile! 

LXin. 

Bid them good-bye before last friend has 
sung and supped! 

Because we pick our path and need our eyes,— 
abrupt 

Descent enough,—but here's the beach, and 
there's the bay, 

And, opposite, the streak of lie Noirmoutier. 

Thither the waters tend; they freshen as they 
haste, 

At feel o’ the night-wind, though, by cliff and 
cliff embraced, 

This breadth of blue retains its self-possession 
still ; 

As you and I intend to do, who take our fill 

Of sights and sounds—soft sound, the count¬ 
less hum and skip 

Of insects we disturb, and that good fellowship 

Of rabbits our foot-friU sends huddling, each 
to hide 

He best knows how and where; and what 
whirred past, wings wide ? 

That was an owl, their young may justlicr 
apprehend I 

Though you refuse to speak, your beating 
heart, my friend, 

I feel against my arm,—though your bent 
bead forbids % 

A look into your eyes, yet, on my dreek, 
their lids 

Tfrat ope and shuVsoft send a silken thrill 
the same. 

Well, out of all and each these nothings, 
comes—^what came 

Ofrenenotigb before, the something that would 
aim 

Once more at the old mark; the impulse to 
at lait 

Sdcce^fbere hitherto was ftulure in the past, 


And yet again essay the adventure. Clearlier 
sings 

No bird to its couched corpse Into the truth 
of things— 

Out of their ftJseness rise, and reach thou, 
and remain! ” 

LXIV. 

“That rise into the true out of the false 
—explain ? ” 

Mayan example serve ? In yonder bay I bathed, 

This sunny morning: swam my best, then 
hung, half swathed 

With chill, and half with warmth, i’ the 
channel’s midmost deep: 

You know how one—not treads, but stands 
in water? Keep 

Body and limbs below, hold head Imck, uplift 
chin. 

And, for the rest, leave care ! If brow, eyes, 
mouth, should win 

Their freedom,—excellent! If they must 
br(x>k the surge, 

No matter though they sink, let but the nose 
emerge. 

So, all of me in brine lay soaking : did I care 

One jot ? I kept alive by man’s due breath 
of air 

I* the nostrils, high and dry. At times, o’er 
these would run 

The ripple, even wash the wavelet,—morn¬ 
ing’s sun 

Tempted advance, no doubt: and always 
flash of froth, 

Fish-outbreak, bubbling by, would find me 
nothing loth 

To rise and look around; then all was over¬ 
swept 

With dark and death at once. But trust the 
old adept! 

Back went again the head, a merest motion 
made, 

Fin-fashion, either hand, and nostril soon 
conveyed 

Assurance light and life were still in reach as 
erst; 

Always the last and,—wait and watch,—some¬ 
times the first. 

k 
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Try to ascend breast-high ? wave arms wide 
free of tether ? 

Be in the air and leave the water altc^ther? 

Under went all again, till I resigned myself 

To only breathe the air, that’s footed by an 
elf, 

And only swim the water, that’s native to a fish. 

But there is no denying that, ere I curbed 
my wish, 

And schooled my restive arms, salt entered 
mouth and eyes 

Often enough—sun, sky, and air so tantalize ! 

Still, the adept swims, this accorded, that 
denied; 

Can always breathe, sometimes see and be 
satisfied! 

LXV. 

I liken to this play o’ the body,—fruitless 
strife 

To slip the sea and hold the heaven,—my 
sjnnt’s life 

’Twixt false, whence it would break, and true, 
where it would bide. 

I move in, yet resist, am upborne every side 

By what I beat against, an element too gross 

To live in, did not soul duly obtain her 
dose 

Of life-breath, and inhale from truth’s pure 
plenitude 

Above her, snatch and gain enough to just 
illude 

With hope that some brave bound may baffle 
evermore 

The obstructing medium, make who swam 
henceforward soar: 

—Gain scarcely snatched when, foiled by the 
very effort, sowse, 

Underneath ducks the soul, her truth ward 
yearnings dowse 

Deeper in falsehood! ay, but fitted less and less 

To bear in nose and mouth old briny bitterness 

Proved alien more and more : since each ex¬ 
perience proves 

Air—the essential good, not sea, wherein who 
moves 

Must thence, in the act, escape, apart from 
will or wish. 

Move a mere liand to take waterweed, jelly-fish, 


Upward you tend! And yet our bu^ess with 
the sea 

Is not with adr, but just o* the water, watery: 

We must endure the false, no particle of which 

Do we acquaint us with, but up we mount a 
pitch 

Above it, find our head reach truth, while 
hands explore 

The felse below: so much while here we 
bathe,—no more ! 

LXVI. 

Now, there is one prime point (hear and l)e 
edified !) 

One truth more true for me than any truth 
beside— 

To-wit, that I am I, who have the power to 
swim, 

The skill to understand the law whereby each 
limb 

May hear to keep immersed, since, in return, 
made sure 

That its mere movement lifts head clean 
through coverture. 

By practice with the &lse, I reach the true ? 
Why, thence 

It follows, that the more I gain self-confidence, 

Get pi oof I know the trick, can float, sink, * 
rise, at will, 

The better I submit to what I have the skill 

To conquer in my turn, even now, and by 
and by 

Leave wholly for the land, and there laugh, 
shake me dry 

To last drop, saturate with noonday—^no need 
more 

Of wet and fret, plagued once; on Pomic’s 
placid shore, 

Abundant air to breathe, sufficient sun to feel! 

Meantime I buoy myself: no whit my senses 
reel 

When over me there breaks a billow 5 nor, 
elate 

Too much by some brief taste, I quaff in¬ 
temperate 

The air, o’ertop breast-high the wave-environ¬ 
ment. 

Full well I know the thing I grasp, as if intent 
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waii<|enQgwave»-^will ttot be 
gmpedat dU 

tha solid-seeming grasped, the bandful great 
or small 

Must go to nothii^, glide through fingers fast 
enough; 

But none the less, to treat liquidity as stuff— 
Though feiilure—certainly succeeds beyond its 
aim, 

Sends head above, past thing that hands miss, 
all the same, 

txviu 

So with this wash o’ the world, wherein 
life-long we drift; 

We push and paddle through the foam by 
making shift 

To breathe above at whiles when, after deepest 
duck ^ 

Down underneath the show, ^Jl^t forth hand 
and pluck 

At what seems somehow like reality—a soul. 
I catch at this and that, to capture and control, 
Presume I hold a prire, discover that my pains 
Are run to nought: my hands are baulked, my 
head regains 

The surfece where I breathe and look about, 
a space. 

The soul that helped me mount ? Swallowed 
up in the race 

O* the tide, come who knows whence, gone 
gaily who knows where ! 

1 thought the prize was mine | 1 flattered my¬ 
self there. 

It did its duty, though: I felt it, it felt me. 
Or, where I look about and breathe, I should 
not be. ^ 

The main point is—thefelse fluidity washound 
Acknowle^e that |t frothed o’er substance, 
nowise found 

Fluid, but firm and true. Man, outcast, 
howls,”—at rods?— 

tf **ssent in playful spray a-shivering to his 

godsP’ 

Cblld^^l^nliltde, man makes thereby no bad 

..escdbaiitge. 

Slay with Ihe fiat-jish, thou! We like the 

^ nipfjerpingc 


Wbwethe **gc3ds ” live, perclmiwsethediemoiwi 
also dwell: 

Where operates a Power, which every throb 
and swell 

Of human heart invites that human soul 
approach, 

“Sent ’’near and nearer still, however “spray” 
encroach 

On “shivering” flesh below, to altitudes, 
which gained. 

Evil proves good, wrong right, obscurity ex¬ 
plained, 

And “howling” childishness. Whose howl 
have we to thank, 

It all the dogs ’gan bark and puppies whine, 
till sank 

Each yelper’s tail ’twixt legs ? for Huntsman 
Common-sense 

Came to the rescue, bade prompt thwack of 
thong dispense 

Quiet i’ the kennel; taught that ocean might 
lie blue, 

And rolling and much more, and yet the soul 
have, too, 

Its touch of Cod’s own flame, which He may 
so expand 

“Who measured the waters i’ the hollow of 
Ihs hand ” 

lliat ocean’s self sliall dry, turn dew-drop in 
respect 

Of all-triumphant fire, matter with intellect 

Once fairly matched; bode him who eg^ed 
on hounds to bay, 

Go curse, i’ the poultry yard, hiskind; “ there 
let him lay ”' 

The swan’s one addled egg: which yet shall 
put to use, 

Rub breast-l)one warm against, so many a 
stcnle goose! 

Lxvin, 

Ko, I want sky not sea, prefer the larks to 
shrimps, 

And never dive so deep but that I get a 
glimpse 

O’ the blue above, a breath of the air around* 
Elvire, 

* Compare ** Childe Harold,” vers© clxxx, 
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I catching at the melted beryl here, 

The tawny hair that just has trickled off,— 
Fifine! 

Did not we two trip forth to just enjoy the 
scene, 

The tumbling-troop arrayed, the strollers on 
their stage, 

Drawn up and under arms, and ready to 
engage— 

Dabble, and there an end, with foam and 
froth o’er fece, 

Till suddenly Fifine suggestedchangeof place? 

Now we taste aether, scorn the wave, and 
interchange apace 

No ordinary thoughts, but such as evidence 

The cultivated mind in both. On what 
pretence 

Are you and I to sneeralwholent help to hand, 

And gave the lucky lift ? 

LX IX. 

Still sour? I understand ! 

One ugly circumstance discredits my fiur 
plan— 

That Woman does the work: I waive the 
help of Man. 

** Why should experiment Ije tried with only 
waves, 

When solid spars fltxit round? Still some 
Thalassia saves 

Too pertinaciously, as though no Triton, bluff 

As e’er blew brine from conch, were free to 
help enough ! 

Surely, to recognize a man, his mates serve 
l)est I 

Why is there not the same or greater interest 

In the strong spouse as In the pretty partner, 
pray, 

Were recognition just your object, as you say, 

Amid this element o’ the feilse ? ” 

LXX, 

We come to terras. 

I need to be proved true; and nothing so 
confirms 

One’s faith in the prime point that one’s 
alive, not dead, 

In all Descents to Hell whereof I ever read. 


As when a phantom there, male enemy or 
friend, 

Or merely stranger-shade, is struck, is forced 
suspend 

His passage ; “You that breathe, along with 
us the ghosts ? ” 

Here, why must it be still a woman that 
accosts ? 

LXXI. 

Because, one woman’s worth, in that respect, 
such hairy hosts 

Of the other sex and sort! Men ? Say you 
have the power 

To make them yours, rule men, throughout 
life’s little hour, 

According to the phrase ; what follows ? 
Men, you make. 

By ruling them, your own : each man for his 
own sake^« 

Accepts you as his guide, avails him of what 
worth 

lie apprehends in you to sublimate his earth 

With fire : content, if so you convoy him 
through night, 

I That you shall play the sun, and he, the 

I satellite, 

Pilfer your light and heat and rirtue, starry 
pelf, 

'While, caught up by your course, he turns 
upon himself. 

Women rush into you, and there remain 
absorbed. 

Beside, ’tis only men completely formed, flill- 
orbed, 

Are fit to follow track, keep pace, illustrate so 

The leader: any sort of woman may bestow 

Her atom on the star, or clod she counts for 
such,— 

Each little making less bigger by just that 
much. 

Women grow you, while men depend on you 
at best. 

And wlmt dependence I Bring and put him 
to the test, ^ ^ 

Your specimen dksciple, a ha&Sbreadth 
separate ^ ^ ^ 

From you, he almost seemed to traidbi I 
Abate f / 
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Comphxpacy ym will, I jtidge, at what’s 
divulged! 

Some iabbiness you iixedi some vacancy 
outbulged. 

Some—^much—^nsy, all, perhaps, the outward 
man’s your work: 

But, inside man?—find him, wherever he 
may lurk, 

And where’s a touch of you in his true self? 

LXXII. 

I wish 

Some wind would waft this way a glassy 
bubble-fish 

O’ the kind the sea inflates, and show you, 
once detached 

From wave . * . or no, the event is better 
told than watched: 

Still may the thing float free, globose and 
opaUne 

All over, save where just the amethysts com¬ 
bine 

To blue their best, rim-round the sea-flower 
with a tinge 

Earth’s violet never knew! Well, ’neath that 
gem-tipped fringe, 

A head lurks—of a kind—that acts as stomach 
too; 

Then comes the emptiness which out the 
water blew 

So big and belly-like, but, dry of water 
drained, 

Withers away nine^enths. Ah, but a tenth 
remained ! 

That was the creature’s self: no more akin 
to sea. 

Poor rudimental head and stomad^ you agree, 

Than sea’s akin to sun who yonder dips his 
edge. ^ 

Lxxni. 

But take the riU ’which ends a race o’er 
yonder ledge 

D’ the fissured cliff, to find its fete in smoke 
below I 

Disengage that, and ask—what news of life, 
you know 

It led, that long Icme way, through pasture, 
plain waste ? 


All’s gone to give the sea ! no touch of earthy 
no taste 

Of air, reserved to tell how rushes used to bring 

The butterfly and bee, and fisher-bird that’s 
king 

O* the purple kind, about the snow-soft silver- 
sweet 

Infent of mist and dew; only these atoms 
fleet. 

Embittered evermore, to make the sea one drop 

More big thereby — if thought keep count 
where sense must stop. 

LXXIV. 

The full-blown ingrate, mere recipient of 
the brine, 

That takes all and gives nought, is Man ; the 
feminine 

Rilletthat, taking all and givingnoughtinturn, 

Goes headlong to her death i’ the sea, without 
concern 

For the old inland life, snow-soft and silver- 
clear, 

That’s woman — typified from Fifme to 
Eivire, 

LXXV. 

Then, how diverse the modes prescribed to 
who would deal 

With either kind of creature ! ’Tis Man, you 
seek to seal 

Your very own? Resolve, for first step, to 
discard 

Nine-tenths of what you are! To make, 
you must be marred,— 

To raise your race, must stoop,—to teach 
them aught, must learn 

Ignorance, meet lialf-way what most you 
hope to spurn 

r the sequel. Change yourself, dissimulate 
the thought 

And vulgarize the word, and see the deed be 
brought 

To look like nothing done with any such intent 

As teach men—though perchance it teach, 
by accident I 

So may you master men: assured that if you 
show 

One point of mastery, departure firom the low 
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And level,—-head or heart-revolt at long 
di^ise. 

Immurement, stifling soul in mediocrities,— 
If inadvertently a gesture, much more, word 
Reveal the hunter no companion for the 
herd, 

His chance of capture’s gone. Success 
means, they may snuff, 

Examine, and report,—a brother, sure enough, 
Disports him in brute-guLse; for skin is truly 
skin. 

Horns, hoofs are hoofs and horns, and all, 
outside and in, | 

Is veritable beast, whom fellow-beasts resigned | 
May follow, made a prize in honest pride, | 
behind | 

One of themselves and not creation’s upstart i 
lord ! 

Welt, there’s your prize i’ the pound—much 
joy may it affoid 

My Indian! Make survey and tell me,— 
was it worth 

You acted part so well, went all-fours upon 
earth 

The live-long day, brayed, lulled, and all to 
bring to pass 

That stags should deign eat hay when winter 
stints them grass? 

LXXVI. 

So much for men, and how disguise may 
make them mind 

Their master. But you have to deal with 
womankind ? 

Almndon stratagem for strategy ! Cast quite 
The vile disguise away, try truth clean-opposite 
Such creep-and-crawl, stand forth all man 
and, might it cliance, 

Somewhat of angel too 1—whate’er inherit¬ 
ance, 

Actual on earth, in heaven prospective, be 
your boast, 

Lay claim to! Your best self revealed at 
uttermost,— 

That’s the wise way o’ the strong \ And 
e’en ^ould falsehood tempt 
The weaker sort to swerve,—^at least the lie’s 
exempt 


From slur, that’s loathlier still, of aiming to 
debase 

Rather than elevate its object. Mimic grace, 

Not make deformity your mask 1 Be sick 
by stealth. 

Nor traffic with disease—malingering in 
health ! 

No more of: ** Countrymen, I boast me one 
like you— 

My lot, the common strength, the common 
weakness too ! 

I think the thoughts you think; and if I have 
the knack 

Of fitting thoughts to words, you perad- 
venture lack, 

Envy me not the chance, yourselves more 
fortunate I 

Many the loaded ship self-sunk through 
treasure-freight, 

Many the pregnant brain brought never child 

I to birth, 

I Many the great heart broke beneath its 

I girdle-girth ! 

! Be mine the privilege to supplement defect, 

(live dumbness voice, and let the labouring 
intellect 

Find utterance in word, or possibly in deed ! 

What though I seem to go before ? ’tis you 
that lead ! 

I follow what I see so plain—the general mind 

Projected pillar-wise, flame kindled by the 
kind, 

Which dwarfs the unit—me—to insignificance! 

Halt you, I stop forthwith,—^proceed, I too 
advance I ” 

LXXVI I. 

Ay, that’s the way to take with men you 
wish to lead, 

Instnict and benefit. Small prospect you 
succeed 

With women so! Be all that’s great and 
good and wise, 

August, sublime—swell out your frog the 
right ox-size— 

He’s buoyed like a balloon, to soar, not 
burnt, you’ll see I 

The more you prove yourself, less fear the 
prize will flee 
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Here you start after no pompous 

Who condescends be snared, with toss of 
horn, and brag 

Of bray, and ramp of hoof 5 you have not to 
subdue 

The foe through letting him imagine he 
snares you I ■ 

’Tis rather with . , . 

IJCXVIII, 

Ah, thanks ! quick— 
where the dipping disk 

Shows red against the rise and 61II o* the fin ! 
there frisk 

In shoal the—porpoises? Dolphins, they 
shall and must 

Cut through the freshening clear—dolphins, 
my instance just! 

*Tis fable, therefore truth t who has to do 
with these, 

Needs never practise trick of going hands 
and knees 

As beasts require. Art fain the fish to 
captivate? 

Gather thy greatness round, Arion 1 Stand 
in state. 

As when the banqueting thrilled conscious— 
like a rose 

Throughout its hundred leaves at that ap¬ 
proach it knows 

Of music in the bird—while Corinth grew 
one breast 

A-throb for song and thee; nay, Periander * 
pressed 

The Methymnsean* hand, and felt a king 
indeed, and guessed ^ 

How Phoebus’ self might give that great 
mouth of the gods 

Such a magnificence of songl The pillar 
nods, 

Eocks roof, and trembles door, gigantic, 
post aiui jamb, 

As harp and voice rend air—the shattering 
^khyramb! ^ 

^ Tyrant of Corinth. 

• Arldfi was bom at Mcthymna, in Leslxia 

* Lyrical chorus^ 


So stand thou, and assume the robe timt 
tingles yet 

With triumph; strike the harp, whose every 
golden fret 

Still smoulders with the flame, was late at 
fingers’ end— 

So, standing on the bench o* tlie ship, let 
voice expend 

Thy soul, sing, unalloyed by meaner mode, 
thine own. 

The Orthian lay; then leap from music’s 
lofty throne, 

Into the lowest surge, make fearlessly thy 
launch 1 

Whatever storm may threat, some dolphin 
will be staunch I 

Whatever roughness rage, some exquisite 
sea-thing 

Will surely rise to save, will bear—palpi¬ 
tating— 

One proud humility of love l>eneath its 
load— 

Stem tide, part wave, till both roll on, thy 
jewel!’d road 

Of triumph, and the gnm o’ the gulph grow 
wondcr-whitc 

I’ the phosphorescent wake; and still the 
exquisite 

Sca-thing stems on, saves still, palpitatingly 
thus, 

Lands safe at length its load of love at 
Taenarus,* 

True woman-creature! 

LXXIX. 

Man ? Ah, would you prove what power 

Marks man,—what fruit his tree may yield, 
l>eyond the sour 

And stinted emb, he calls love-apple, which 
remains 

After you toil and moil your utmost,—all, 
love gains 

By lavishing manure?—try quite the other 
plan I 

And, to obtain the strong true product of « 
man, 

^ The spot whither the dolphin carried Arion 

on his way to Corinth, 
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Set feim to hate a little! Leave eherishing 
his root, 

And rather prune his branch, nip off the 
pettiest shoot 

Superfluous on his bough 1 I promise, you 
shall learn 

By what grace came the goat, of all beasts 
else, to earn 

Such favour with the god o’ the grape ; ’twas 
only he 

Who, browsing on its tops, first stung fertility 

Into the stock’s heart, stayed much growth 
of tendril-twine, 

Some faindsh flower, perhaps, but gained the 
indignant wine, 

Wrath of the red press ! Catch the puniest 
of the kind— 

Man-animalcule, starved lx)dy, stunted mind, 

And, as you nip the blotch ’twixt thumb and 
finger-nail, 

Admire how heaven alxive and earth below 
avail 

No jot to soothe the mite, sore at Chxi’s prime 
offence 

In making mites at all,—coax from its im¬ 
potence 

One virile drop of thought, or word, or deed, 
by strain 

Topropiagateforonce—w'hich nature rendered 
vain, 

Who lets first feilure stay, yet cares not to record 

Mistake that seems to cast opprobnum on 
the Lord ! 

Such were the gain from love’s best pains I 
But let the elf 

Be touched with hate, because some real man 
bears himself 

Manlike in body and soul, and, since he lives, 
must thwart 

And furify and set a-fizz this counterpart 

O’ the pismire that’s surprised to effervescence, 
if, 

By chance, black bottle come in contact with 
chalk cliff, 

Acid with alkali 1 Then thrice the bulk, 
out blows 

Our insect, does its kind, and cuckoo-spits 
some rose 1 


hXXX. 

No—’tis ungainly work, the ruling men, at 
best! 

The graceful instinct’s right; ’tis women stand 
confessed 

Auxiliary, the gain that never goes away, 

Takes nothing and gives all: Elvire, Fifine, 
’tis they 

Convince,—if little, much, no matter !—one 
degree 

The more, at least, convince unreasonable 

I me 

That I am, anyhow, a truth, though all^else 
seem 

And be not: if I dream, at least I know I 
dream. 

The falsity, beside, is fleeting: I can stand 

Still, and let truth come back,—your steady¬ 
ing touch of hand 

Assists me to remain self-centred, fixed amid 

All on the move. Believe m me, at once 
you bid 

Myself Ixilieve that, since one soul has dis- 
engaged 

Mine from the shows of things, so much is 
feet: I waged 

No foolish warfare, then, with shades, myself 
a shade, 

Here in the world—may hope my pains will 
be repaid ! 

How false things are, I judge : how change¬ 
able, I learn 

WTien, where and how it is I shall see truth 
return, 

That I expect to know, because Fifine knows 
me !— 

How much more, if Elvire I 
LXXXI. 

“ And why not, only she ? 

Since there can be for each, one Best, no 
more, such Best, 

For body and mind of him, abolishes the rest 

O* the simply Good and Better. You please 
select Elvire 

To give you this belief in truth, dispel the 
fear 
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Yourself are, after all, as ft^se as wbat sur¬ 
rounds; 

And why not be content? When we two 
watched the rounds 

The boatman made, Hwixt shoal and sand¬ 
bank* yesterday, 

As, at dead slack of tide, he chose to push 
his way, 

W^th oar and pole, across the creek, and 
reach the isle 

After a world of pains—my word provoked 
your smile, 

Yet none the less deserved reply: ‘*Twere 
wiser wait 

‘The turn o* the tide, and find conveyance 
for his freight— 

‘How easily—within the ship to purpose 
moored, 

‘ Managed by sails, not oars ! But no,—the 
man’s allured 

‘By liking for the new and hard in his 
exploit 1 

‘ First come shall serve I He makes,— 
courageous and adroit,— 

‘ Ihe merest willow-leaf of boat do duty, bear 

* His merchandise across: once over, needs 
he care 

‘ If folk arrive by ship, six hours hence, fresh 
and gay?* 

No : he scorns commonplace, affects the un¬ 
usual way; 

And good Elvire is moored, with not a 
breath to flap 

The yards of her, no lift of ripple to o’erlap 

Keel, much less, prow. What care? since 
here’s a cockle-shell, ^ 

Fifine, that’s taut and crank, and carries just 
as well 

Such seamanship as yours ! ” 

LXXXII. 

Alack, our life is lent, 

From first to last, the whole, for this experi¬ 
ment 

Qf fwoving what I say—that we ourselves 

am true! 

there were one voyi^e, and then no 
to do 


But tread the firmland, tempt the uncertain 
sea no more. 

I would we might dispense with change of 
shore for shore 

To evidence our skill, demonstrate-^in no 
dream 

It was, we tided o’er the trouble of the stream. 

I would the steady voyage, and not the fitful 
trip,— 

Elvire, and not Filine,—^inight test our sea¬ 
manship. 

But why expend one’s breath to tell you, 
change of boat 

Means change of tactics too ? Come see the 
same afloat 

To-morrow, all the change, new stowage fore 
and aft 

O’ the cargo; then, to cross requires new 
sailor-craft I 

To-day, one step from stern to bow keeps 
lx>at in trim: 

To-morrow, wme big stone,—or woe to boat 
and him !— 

Must ballast lx)th. That man stands for 
Mind, paramount 

Throughout the adventure: ay, howe’er you 
make account, 

*Tis mind that navigates,—skips over, twists 
between 

The bales i’ the l)oat,—now gives importance 
to the mean, 

And now abates the pride of life, accepts all 
fact, 

Discards all fiction,—^steers Fifine, and cries, 
i* the act, 

“Thou art so liad, and yet so delicate a brown! 

Wouldst tell no end of lies: I talk to smile 
or frown! 

Wouldst rob me: do men blame a squirrel, 
lithe and &ly, 

Forpilfering the nut she adds to hoard? Nor I. 

Elvire is true, as truth, honesty’s self, alack ! 

The worse ! too safe the ship, the transport 
there and back 

Too certain 1 one may loll and lounge and 
leave the helm, 

Let wind and tide do work: no four that 
waves o’erwhelm 
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The steady-going bark, as sure to feel her way 

Blindfold across, reach land, next year as 
yesterday! 

How can I but suspect, the true feat were to slip 

Down side, transfer myself to cockle-shell 
from ship, 

And try if, trusting to sea-tracklessness, I class 

With those around whose breast grew oak and 
triple brass: 

Who dreaded no degree of death, but, with 
dry eyes, 

Surveyed the turgid main and its mon¬ 
strosities— 

And rendered futile so, the prudent Poweris 
decree 

Of separate earth and disassociating sea ; 

Since, how is it observed, ifimpious vessels leap 

Across, and tempt a thing they should not 
touch—the deep? 

(See Horace to the boat, wherein, for Athens 
lx)und, 

When Virgil must embark—Jove keep him 
safe and sound !— 

The poet bade his friend start on the watery 
road, 

Much re-assured by this so comfortable ode.) 

LXXXIII. 

Then, never grudge my poor Fifine her 
compliment! 

The rakish craft could slip her moorings in 
the tent, 

And, hoisting every stitch of spangled canvas, 
steer 

Through divers rocks and shoals,—in fine, 
deposit here 

Your Virgil of a spouse, in Attica; yea, thrid 

The mob of men, select the special virtue hid 

In him, forsooth, and say—-or rather, smile 
so sweet, 

all the multitude, you—I prefer to cheat! 

Are you for Athens bound ? I can perform 
the trip, 

Shove little pinnace off, while yoa superior 
ship, 

The Elvire, refits in port I ” So, off we push 
from beach 


m 

Of Pornic town, and lo, ere eye can wink, 
we reach 

The Lx>ng Walls, and I prove that Athens is 
no dream, 

For there the temples rise 1 they are, they 
nowise seem! 

Earth is not stll one lie, this truth attests me 
true ! 

Thanks therefore to Fifine I Elvire, I’m 
back with you ! 

Share in the memories ! Embark I trust we 
shall 

Together some fine day, and so, for good 
and all, 

Bid Pornic Town adieu, — then, just the 
strait to cross, 

And we reach harbour, safe, in lostephanos 1 
LXXXIV. 

How quickly night comes! Lo, already 
’tis the land 

Turns sea-like ; overcrept by grey, the plains 
expand, 

Assume significance; while ocean dwindles, 
shrinks 

Into a pettier bound: its plash and plaint, 
methinks, 

Six steps away, how both retire, as if their 
piart 

Were played, another force were free to prove 
her art, 

Protagonist in turn 1 Are you unterrified ? 

All false, all fleeting too! And nowhere 
things abide, 

And everywhere we strain that things should 
stay,—the one 

Truth, that ourselves are true I 
LXXXV. 

A word, and I have done. 

Is it not just our hate of falsehood, fleeting¬ 
ness, 

And the mere part, things play^ that con¬ 
stitutes express 

The inmost charm of this Fifine and all her 
tribe? 

Actors 1 We also act, but only they mscribe 
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tndf jstjfle and title so, and preSicei only 
tibey, 

Performance with ** A lie is all we do or say.” 

Wherein but there can be the attraction, False¬ 
hood’s Inibe, 

That wins so surely o’er to Fifine and her 
tribe * 

The liking, nay the love of who hate False¬ 
hood most, 

Except that these alone of mankind make 
their boast 

Frankly, we simulate 1 ” To feign, means 
—to have grace 

And so get gratitude 1 This ruler of the 
race, 

Crowned, sceptred, stoled to suit,—^’tis not 
that you detect 

The cobbler in the king, but that he makes 
effect 

By seeming the reverse of what you know 
to be 

The man, the mind, whole form, fashion and 
quality. 

Mistake his false for true, one minute,— 
there’s an end 

Of the admiration J Truth, we grieve at or 
rejoice; 

*Tis only falsehood, plain in gesture, look and 
voice, 

That brings the praise desired, since profit 
comes thereby. 

The histrionic truth is in the natural lie. 

Because the man who wept the tears was, ail 
the time. 

Happy enough; because the other man, 
a-grime ♦ 

With guilt, was, at the least, as white as I 
and you *, 

Because the timid type of bashful maidhood, 
who 

Starts at her own pure shade, already num¬ 
bers seven 

Bom babes and, in a month, will turn their 
odd to even; 

Because the saucy prince Would prove, could 
you tivtitrl 

Some yards of a meek and meritorious 



Precisely as you see success attained hy each 

O’ the mimes, do you approve, not fijolishly 
impeach 

The falsehood I 

LXXXVI. 

That’s the first o’ the truths 
found i all things, slow 

Or quick i’ the passage, come at last to that, 
you know I 

Each has a false outside, whereby a truth is 
forced 

To issue from within: truth, falsehood, are 
divorced 

By the excepted eye, at the rare season, for 

The happy moment. Life means—learning 
to abhor 

The false, and love the true, truth treasured 
snatch by snatch, 

Waifs counted at their worth. And when 
with strays they match 

I’ the parti-coloured world,—when, under 
foul, shines fair, 

And truth, dispUyed i’ the point, flashes forth 
everywhere 

I’ the circle, manifest to soul, though hid 
from sense, 

And no obstruction more affects tliis confi¬ 
dence,— 

When faith is ripe for sight,—why, reason¬ 
ably, then 

Comes the great clearing-up. Wait three¬ 
score years and ten I 

Lxxxvn. 

Therefore I prize stage-play, the honest 
cheating; thence 

The impulse pricked, when fife and drum 
bade Fair commence, 

To bid you trip and skip, link arm in arm 
with me, 

Like husband and like wife, and so together 
see 

The tumbling-troop arrayed, the strollers on 
their stage 

Drawn up and under arms, and ready to 
engage. 
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And if I started thence upon abstruser 
themes . . . 

Well, ’twas a dream, pricked too 1 
LXXXVIII. 

A poet never dreams: 

We prose-folk always do: we miss the proper 
duct 

For thoughts on things unseen, which stag¬ 
nate and obstruct 

The system, therefore; mind, sound in a 
Ijody sane, 

Keeps thoughts apart from facts, and to one 
flowing vein 

Confines its sense of that which is not, but 
might be, 

And leaves the rest alone. What ghosts do 
poets see ? 

What daemons fear ? what man or thing mis¬ 
apprehend ? 

Unchoked, the channel’s flush, the fancy’s 
free to spend 

Its special self aright in manner, time and 
place. 

Never lielieve that who create the busy race 

O’ the brain, bring poetry to birth, such act 
performed, 

Feel trouble them, the same, such residue as 
warmed 

My prosy blood, tliis mom,—intrusive fencies, 
meant 

For outbreak and escape by quite another 
vent! 

Whence follows that, asleep, my drearaings 
oft exceed 

The bound. But you shall hear. 

LXXXIX. 

I smoked. The webs o’ the weed, 

With many a break i’ the mesh, were floating 
to re-form 

Cupola-wise above: chased thither by soft 
warm 

Inflow of air without; since I—of mind to 
muse, to clench 

The gain of soul and body, got by their 
noon-day drench 
VOL. IL 


In sun and sea,—^had flung both frames o’ 
the window wide, 

To soak my body still and let soul soar beside. 
In came the country sounds and sights and 
smells—that fine 

Sharp needle in the nose from our fermenting 
wine ! 

In came a dragon-fly with whir and stir, 
then out, 

Off and away: in came,—kept coming, rather, 
—pout 

Succeeding smile, and take-away still close 
on give,— 

One loose long creeper-branch, tremblingly 
sensitive 

To risks which blooms and leaves,—each 
leaf tongue-broad, each bloom 
Mid-finger-deep,—must run by prying in the 
room 

Of one who loves and grasps and spoils and 
speculates. 

All so far plain enough to sight and sense; 
but, weights, 

Measures and numbers,—^ah, could one apply 
such test 

To other visitants that came at no request 
Of who kept open house,—to fancies manifold 
From this four-cornered world, the memories 
new and old. 

The antenatal prime experience—what know 
I?— 

The initiatory love preparing us to die— 
Such were a crowd to count, a sight to see, 
a prize 

To turn to profit, were but fleshly ears and 
eyes 

Able to cope with those o’ the spirit! 
xc. 

Therefore, —since 
Thought hankers after speech, while no speech 
may evince 

Feeling like music,—mine, o’erburthened with 
each gift 

From every visitant, at last resolved to shift 
Its burthen to the back of some musician dead 
And gone, who feeling once what I feel now, 
instead 

z 


m 
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Qf words, soti^ht sounds, and saved for ever, 
in tbe same, 

Truth that escapes prose,—nay, puts poetry 
to shame, 

I read the note, I strike the key, I bid record 
The instrument—thanks greet the veritable 
word! 

And not in vain I urge: “ O dead and gone 
away, 

Asrist who struggles yet, thy strengtli become 
my stay, 

Thy record serve as well to r<^ister—I felt 
And knew thus much of truth ! With me, 
must knowledge melt 

Into Surmise and doubt and disbelief, unless 
Thy music reassure—I gave no idle guess, 
But gamed a certitude I yet may hardly keep! 
What care? since round is piled a monu¬ 
mental heap 

Of music that conserves the assurance, thou 
as well 

Wast certain of the same ! thou, master of the 
spell, 

Mad’st moonbeams marble, didst record what 
other men 

Feel only to forget 1 ” Who was it helped 
me, then? 

What master’s work first came responsive to 
my call. 

Found my eye, fiiced my choice ? 

xci. 

Why, Schumann’s ** Carnival! ” 
My choice chimed in, you exactly with 
the sounds 

And sights of yestereve when, going on my 
rounds, 

Where both roads jmn the bridge, I heard 
across the dusk 

Creak a slow caravan, and saw arrive the husk | 
O’ thespice-nut, which peeled off this morning, 
and displayed, 

’Twkt tree and tree, a tent whence the red 
fimnon made 

Its vivid reach ior home and ocean-idleness— 
And where, hemt surmised, at that same 
moment-^yes,— 


Turing her tricoi on,—yet tenderly, lest 
stitch 

Announce the crack of doom, reveal disastei^ 
which 

Our Forme’s modest stock of merceries in 
vain 

Were ransacked to retrieve,—there, cautiously 
a-stmin, 

<My heart surmised) must crouch in that tent’s 
corner* curved 

like Spring-month’s russet moon, some girl 
by fate reserved 

To give me once again the electric snap and 
spark 

Which prove, when finger finds out finger in 
the dark 

O’ the world, there’s fire and life and truth 
there, link but hands 

And pass the secret on. Lo, link by link, 
expands 

The circle, lengthens out the chain, till one 
embrace 

Of high with low Is found uniting the whole 
race, 

Not simply you and me and our Fifine, hut all 

The world: the Fair expands into the Carnival, 

And Carnival again to . . . ah, but that’s my 
dream ! 

XCII. 

I somehow played the piece; remarked on 
each old theme 

I* the new dress ; saw how food o’ the soul, 
the stuff that’s made 

To furnish man with thought and feeling, is 
purveyed 

Substantially the same from age to age, with 
change 

Of the outride only for successive feasters. 
Range 

The banquet-room o’ the world, firom the dim 
fiirthest head 

O’ the table, to its foot, for you and me be¬ 
spread, 

This merry mom, we find sulficient fere, I 
trow. 

But, novel? Scrape away the sauce; and 
taste, below, 





FIFINE AT THE FAIE 




The verity o* the viand,—you shall perceive 
there went 

To board-head just the dish which other con¬ 
diment 

Makes palatable now: guests came, sat down, 
fell-to, 

Rose up, wiped mouth, went way,—lived, 
died,—^and never knew 
That generations yet should, seeking sus¬ 
tenance, 

Still find the selfsame lare, with somewhat to 
enliance 

Its flavour, in the kind of cooking. As with 
hates 

And loves and fears and hopes, so with what 
emulates 

The same, expresses hates, loves, fears and 
hopes in Art: 

The forms, the themes—no one without its 
counterpart 

Ages ago; no one but, mumbled the due time 
r the mouth of the eater, needs be cooked 
again in rhyme, 

Dished up anew in paint, sauce-smothered 
fresh in sound, 

To suit the wisdom-tooth, just cut, of the age, 
that’s found 

With gums obtuse to gust and smack which 
relished so 

The meat o’ the meal folk made some fifty 
years ago. 

But don’t suppose the new was able to efface 
The old without a struggle, a pang ! The 
commonplace 

Still clung about his heart, longafterall the rest 
O’ the natural man, at eye and ear, was caught, 
confessed 

The charm of change, although wry lip and 
wrinkled nose 

Owned ancient virtue more conducive torepose 
Than modern nothings roused to somethings 
by some shred 

Of pungency, perchance garlic in amber’s stead. 
And so on, till one day, another age, by due 
Rotation, pries, sniffs, smacks, discovers old 
is new, 

And sauce, our sires pronounced insipid, 
proves again 


Sole piquant, may resume its titillating reign— 

With music, most of all the arts, since 
change is there 

The law, and not the lapse: the predous 
means the rare, 

And not the absolute in all good save surprise. 

So I remarked upon our Schumann’s victories 

Over the commonplace, how faded phrase 
grew fine. 

And palled perfection—piqued, upstartled by 
that brine, 

His pickle—bit the mouth and burnt the 
tongue aright, 

Beyond the merely good no longer exquisite: 

Then took things as I found, and thanked 
without demur 

The pretty piece—played through that move¬ 
ment, you prefer, 

Where dance and shuffle past,—^he scolding 
while she pouts, 

She canting while he calms,—in those eternal 
bouts 

Of age, the dog—with youth, the cat—by 
rose-festoon 

Tied teasingly enough—Columbine, Panta¬ 
loon : 

She, toe-tips and staccato^—legato shakes his 
- poll 

And shambles in pursuit, the senior. Fi la 
follel 

lie to him ! get his gold and pay its price I 
begin 

Your trade betimes, nor wait till you’ve wed 
Harlequin 

And need, at the week’s end, to play the 
duteous wife, 

And swear you still love slaps and leapings 
more than life 1 

Pretty 1 I say. 

XCIII. 

And so, I somehow-nohow played 

The whole o* the pretty piece; and then 
. . . whatever weighed 

My eyes down, furled the films about my 
wits? suppose, 

The morning-bath,—the sweet monotony of 
those 
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Three k^) fiat, fiat and fiat, never a sharp 
at all,— 

Or else the brain’s fatigue, forced even here 
to foil 

Into the same old track, andrecqgnise the shift 

From old to new, and back to old again, 
and,—swift 

Or slow, no matter,—^still the certainty of 
change. 

Conviction we shall find the false, where’er 
we range, 

In art no less than nature: or what if wrist 
were numb, 

And over-tense the muscle, abductor of the 
thumb. 

Taxed by those tenths* and twelfths’ un 
conscionable stretch ? 

Howe’er it came to pass, I sopn was for to 
fetch— 

Gone off* in company with Music ! 

xciv. 

Whither bound 

Except for Venice ? She it was, by instinct 
found 

Carnival-country proper, who for below the 
perch 

Where I was pinnacled, showed, opposite, 
Mark’s Church, 

And, underneath, Mark’s S<]uare, with those 
two lines of street, 

/Vwfwrii/^-sides, each leading to my feet— 

Since ftom above I gazed, however I got there. 

xcv. ^ 

And what I gazed upon was a prodigious Fair, 

Concourse immense of men and women, 
crowned or casqued, 

Turbaned or tiar’d, Mrreathed, plumed, hatted 
or wigged, but masked— 

Always masked, — only, how? No face- 
shape, bea^ or bird, 

Kay, Bsh and reptile even, but someone had 
preferred, 

From oat its ftontispece, feathered or scaled 
or curled, 

To make the yisard whence himself ^oidd 
view the world, 


And where the world believed himself was 
manifest. 

Vet when you came to look, mixed up among 
the rest 

More funnily by for, were masks to imitate 

Humanity’s mishap: the wrinkled brow, 
bald pate 

And rheumy eyes of Age, peak’d chin and 
parchment chap, 

Were signs of day-work done, and wage-time 
near,—mishap 

Merely; but, Age reduced to simple greed 
and guile, 

Worn apathetic else as some smooth slab, 
erewhile 

A clear-cut man-at-arms i’ the pavement, till 
foot’s tread 

Effaced the sculpture, left the stone you saw 
instead,— 

Was not that terrible l^yond the mere uncouth ? 

Well, and perhaps the next revolting you was 
Youth, 

Stark Ignorance and crude conceit, half smirk, 
half stare 

On that frank fool-face, gay beneath its head 
of hail 

Which covers nothing. 

xr\'i. 

I These, you are to understand, 

I Were the mere hard and sharp distinctions. 

I On each hand, 

: I soon became aware, flocked the infinitude 

Of passions, loves and hates, man pampers 
till his mood 

Becomes himself, the whole sole face we 
name him by, 

Nor want denotement else, if age or youth 
supply 

The rest of him: old, young,—classed creature: 
in the main 

A love, a hate, a hope, a fear, each soul 
a-strain 

Some one way through the flesh—the focc, an 
evidence 

O’ the soul at work inside; and, all the more 
intense, 

So much the more grotesque. 
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XCVIL j 

“ Why should each soul l>e tasked 

Some one way, by one love or else one hate?” 
I asked. 

When it occurred to me, from all these sights 
beneath 

There rose not any sound: a crowd, yet dumb 
as death 1 

XCVIII. 

Soon I knew why. (Propose a riddle, and 
^tis solved 

Forthwith—in dream !) They spoke ; but,— 
since on me devolved 

To see, and understand by sight,—the vulgar 
speech 

Might I^e dispensed with. “ He who cannot 
see, must reach 

As best he may the truth of men by help of 
words 

They please to speak, must fare at will of who 
affords 

The l>an<juet,”“-so I thought. “Who sees 
not, hears and so 

Getstobelieve *, myself it is that, seeing, know, 

And, knowing, can dispense with voice and 
vanity 

Of speech. What hinders then, that, drawing 
closer, I 

Put privilege to use, see and know l)etter still 

These simulacra.^ taste the profit of my skill, 

Down in the midst ? ” 

xcix. 

And plumb I pitched into the square— 

A groundling like the rest. What think you 
happened there ? 

Precise the contrary of what one would expect! 

For,—whereas so much more monstrosities 
deflect 

From nature and the type, as you the more 
approach 

Their precinct,—here, I found brutality en¬ 
croach 

Less on the human, lie the lightlier as I looked 

The nearlier on these faces that seemed but 
now so crook’d 

And clawed away iifom Gcxi’s prime purpose. 
They diverged 


A little from the type, but .somehow rather 
urged 

To pity than disgust: the prominent, before, 

Now dwindled into mere distinctness, nothing 
more. 

Still, at first sight, stood forth undoubtedly 
the feict 

Some deviation was: in no one case there 
lacked 

The certain sign and mark,—say hint, say, 
trick of lip 

Or twist of nose,—that proved a fault in work¬ 
manship, 

Change in the prime design, some hesitancy 
here 

And there, which checked the man and let 
the beast appear; 

But that was all. 

c. 

All: yet enough to bid each tongue 

Lie in abeyance still. They talked, them¬ 
selves among. 

Of themselves, to themselves; I saw the 
mouths at play, 

The gesture that enforced, the eye that strove 
to say 

The same thing as the voice, and seldom 
gained its point 

-That this was so, I saw ; but all seemed 
out of joint 

r the vocal medium ’twixt the world and 
me. I gained 

Knowledge by notice, not by giving ear,— 
attained 

To truth by what men seemed, not said: to 
me one glance 

Was worth whole histories of noisy utterance, 

—At least, to me in dream. 

Cl. 

! 

I And presently I found 

That, just as ugliness had withered, so un¬ 
wound 

Itself, and perished off, repugnance to what 
wrong 

Might linger yet i’ the make of man. My 
will was strong 
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I* ^ letter; I coM pick and choose, pro¬ 
ject my weight; 

(Remember how we saw the boatman trim 
his freight!) 

Determine to observe, or manage to escape, 

Or make divergency assume another shape 

By shifr of point of sight in me the observer : 
thus 

(Corrected, added to, subtracted from,—dis¬ 
cuss 

Each variant quality, and brute-beast touch 
was turned 

Into mankind’s safeguard! Force, guile, 
were arms which earned 

My praise, not blame at all: for we must 
learn to live, 

Case-hardened at all points, not bare and 
sensitive. 

But plated for defence, nay, ftirnished for 
attack, 

With spikes at the due place, that neither 
front nor tmck 

May suffer in that squeeze with nature, we 
find—life. 

Are we not here to learn the good of peace 
through strife, 

Of love through hate, and reach knowledge 
by ignorance ? 

Why, those are helps thereto, which late we 
eyed askance. 

And mcknamed unaware J Just so, a sword 
we call 

Superfluous, and cry out against, at festival: 

Wear it in time of war, its clink and clatter 
grate 

O’ the ear to purpose then I ^ 

ClI. 

I fi>und, one must abate 

One’s scorn of the soul’s casing, distinct from 
the soul’s self—• 

WM(di is the centre-dre^: whereas the pride 
in pelf. 

The tost to seem the thing it cannot be, the 
greeff 

For pmlse, and all the rest seen outside,— 
indeed 


Are the hard |)olished cold crystal environ-- 
ment 

Of those strange orbs unearthed i’ the Druid 
temple, meant 

For divination (so the learned please to 
think) 

Wherein you may admire one dew-drop roll 
and wmk, 

Ail unaffected by — quite alien to — what 
sealed 

And saved it long ago: though how it got 
congealed 

I shall not give a guess, nor how, by power 
occult, 

The solid surfece-shield was outcome and 
result 

Of simple dew at work to save itself amid 

The iinwatery force around; protected thus, 
dew slid 

Safe through all opposites, impatient to absorb 

Its spot of life, and last for ever m the orb 

We, now, from hand to hand pass with 
impunity. 

nil. 

And the delight wherewith I watch this 
crowd must be 

Akm to that which crowns the chemist when 
he winds 

Thread up and up, till clue Ije fairly clutched, 
—unbinds 

The composite, ties fast the simple to its mate, 

And, traang each effect back to its cause, 
elate, 

Constructs in fancy, from the fewest pnmi- 
tives, 

The complex and complete, all diverse life, 
that lives 

Not only in beast, bird, fish, reptile, insect, but 

The very plants and earths and ores. Just so 
I glut 

My hunger both to be and know the thing 
I am, 

By contrast with the thing 1 am not ; so, 
through sham 

Apd outside, I arrive at inmost real, probe 

And prove bow the nude form obtained tfee 
chequered robe. 
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CIV. 

—Experience, I am glad to master soon 
or late, 

Here, there and everywhere i* the world, 
without debate ! 

Only, in Venice why? What reason for 
Mark’s Square 

Rather than Timbuctoo ? 

cv. 

And I Ixjcame aware, 

Scarcely the word escaped my Hps, that 
swift ensued 

In silence and by stealth, and yet with 
certitude, 

A formidable change of the amphitheatre 

Which held the Carnival; although the 
human stir 

Continued just the same amid that shift of 
scene. 

cvi. 

For as on edifice of cloud i* the grey and 
green 

Of evening,—built about some glory of the 
west, 

To tiarricade the sun’s departure,—manifest. 

He plays, pre-eminently gold, gilds vapour, 
crag and crest 

Which bend in rapt suspense above the act 
and deed 

They cluster round and keep their very own, 
nor heed 

The world at watch; while we, breathlessly 
at the base 

O’ the castellated bulk, note momently the 
mace 

Of night tail here, fell there, bring change 
with every blow, 

Alike to sharpened shaft and broadened 
portico 

r the structure; heights and depths, beneath 
the leaden stress, 

Crumble and melt and mix together, coalesce, 

Re-form, but sadder still, subdued yet more 
and more 

By every fresh defeat, till wearied eyes need 
pore 


No longer on the dull impoverished decadence 

Of all that pomp of pile in towering evidence 

So lately^ 

evil. 

Even thus nor otherwise, meseemed 

That if I fixed my gaze awhile on what I 
dreamed 

Was Venice’ Square, Mark’s Church, the 
scheme was straight unschemed, 

A subtle something had its way within the 
heart 

Of each and every house I watched, with 
counterpart 

Of tremor through the front and outward 
fece, until 

Mutation was at end; impassive and stock¬ 
still 

Stood now the ancient house, grown—new, 
is scarce the phrase, 

Since older, in a sense,—altered to . . 
what i’ the ways. 

Ourselves are wont to see, coerced by city, 
town 

Or village, anywhere i’ the world, pace up 
or down 

Europe! In all the maze, no single tenement 

I saw, but I could claim acquaintance with. 

CVI 11. 

There went 

Conviction to my soul, that what I took of 
late 

For Venice was the world; its Carnival— 
the state 

Of mankind, masquerade in life-long per¬ 
manence 

For all time, and no one particular feast-day. 
Whence 

’Twas easy to infer what meant my late 
disgust 

At the brute-pageant, each grotesque of greed 
and lust 

And idle hate, and love as impotent for good— 

When from my pride of place I passed the 
interlude 

In critical review; and what, the wonder 
that ensued 
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Whew), feom such {nuimclcd pre-eminence, I 
^nd 

Somehow the proper goal for wisdom was 
the ground 

And not the sky,—^so, slid sagaciously bc- 
dmes 

Down heaven’s baluster-rope, to reach the 
mob of mimes 

And mummers; whereby came discovery 
there was just 

Enough and not too much of hate, love, 
greed and lust, 

Could one discerningly but hold the balance, 
shift 

The weight from scale to scale, do justice to 
the drift 

Ofnature, and explain the glories by the shames 

Mixed up in man, one stuff miscalled by 
different names 

According to what stage i’ the process turned 
his rough, 

Even as I gazed, to smooth—only get close 
enough I 

—^What was all this except the lesson of a life ? 

cix. 

And—^nsequent upon the learning how 
from strife 

Grew peace—from evil, good—came know- 
le^e that, to get 

Acquaintance with the way o’ the world, we 
must nor fret 

Nor fume, on altitudes of self-sufficiency, i 

But bid a frank farewell to what—we think— 
should be, ♦ 

And, with as good a grace, welcome what is— 
we find. 

cx* 

Is—ht the hour, observe I Since some¬ 
thing to my mind 

Si^ested soon the fiincy, nay, certitude that 
change, 

Netmrsui^peniding touch, continued to derange 

What urehitecttire, we, walled up within the 

Clique 

O’ ihfr world, consider fixed as hie, not fiiiry^ 

A"*- I 


For those were temples, sure, which trem¬ 
blingly grew blank 

From bright, then broke afresh in triumph,— 
ah, but sank 

As soon, for liquid change through artery and 
vein 

O’ the very marble wound its way I And first 
a stain 

Would startle and offend amid theglory; next, 

Spot swift succeeded spot, but found me less 
perplexed 

By portents ; then as ’twere a sleepiness soft 
stole 

Over the stately fane, and shadow sucked the 
whole 

Facade into itself, made uniformly earth 

What was a piece of heaven; till, lo, a second 
birth, 

And the veil broke away because of something 
new 

Inside, that pushed to gain an outlet, paused 
in view 

At last, and proved a growth of stone or brick 
or wood 

Which, alien to the aim o’ the Builder, some¬ 
how stood 

The test, could satisfy, if not the early race 

For whom he built, at least our present 
populace, 

Who must not bear the blame for what, 
blamed, proves mishap 

Of the Artist; his work gone, another fills 
the gap, 

Serves the prime purpose so. Undoubtedly 
there spreads 

Building around, above, which makes men 
lift their heads 

To look at, or look through, or look—for 
aught I care— 

Over; if only up, it is, not down, they stare, 

^‘Commercingwith the skies,” and not the 
pavement in the Square. 

CXI. 

But are they only temples that subdivide, 
collapse, 

And tower again, tmnsformed ? Academies, 
perhaps I 
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Domes where dwells Learning, seats of 
Science, Isower and hall 

Which house Philosophy—do these, too, rise 
and Ml, 

Based though foundations be on steadfast 
mother-earth, 

With nochimeric claim to supermundane birth, 

No boast that, dropped from cloud, they did 
not grow from ground ? 

Why, these fare worst of all! these vanish 
and are found 

Nowhere, by who tasks eye some twice within 
his term 

Of threescore years and ten, for tidings what 
each germ 

Has burgeoned out into, whereof the promise 
stunned 

His ear with such acclaim,—praise-payment 
to refund 

The praisers, never doubt, some twice iKifore 
they die 

Whose days are long i’ the land. j 

cxn. I 

Alack, Philosophy! 

Despite the chop and change, diminished or 1 

increased, ■ 

Patched-upand plastered-o’er,Religion stands 
at least 

P the temple-type. But thou? Here gape 
I, all agog 

These thirty years, to learn how tadpole 
turns to frog ; 

And thrice at least have gazed with mild 
astonishment. 

As, skyward up and up, some fire-new fabric 
sent 

Its challenge to mankind that, clustered 
underneath 

To hear the word, they straight believe, ay, 
in the teeth 

O* the Past, clap hands and hsul triumphant 
Truth*s outbreak— 

Tadpole-frog-theory propounded past mistake! 

In vain I A something ails the edifice, it 
bends, 

It bows, it buries , . , Haste! cry “ Heads 
beiov/ ” to friends— 


But have no fear they find, when smother 
shall subside, 

Some substitution perk with unabated pride 

I’ the predecessor’s place ! 

CXIII. 

No,—the one voice which Mled 

Never, the preachment’s coign of vantage 
nothing ailed,— 

That had the luck to lodge i’ the house not 
made with hands 1 

And all it preached was this *. “Truth builds 
upon the sands, 

Though stationed on a rock: and so her work 
decays, 

And so she builds afresh, wdth like result. 
Nought stays 

But just the feet that Tmth not only is, hut 
fain 

Would have men know she needs must be, 
by each so plain 

Attempt to visibly inhabit where they dwell.” 

Her works are work, while she is she; that 
work does w^ell 

Which lasts mankind their life-time through, 
and lets believe 

One generation more, that, though sand run 
through sieve, 

Yet earth now reached is rock, and what we 
moderns find 

Erected here is Truth, who, ’stahlished to her 
mind 

r the fulness of the days, will never change 
in show 

More than in substance erst: men thought 
they knew ; w'e know ! 

CXIV. 

Do you, my generation? Well, let the 
blocks prove mist 

r the main enclosure,—church and college, 
if they list. 

Be something for a time, and everything anon, 

And anything awhile, as fit is off or on, 

Till they grow nothing, soon to re-appear no 
less 

As something,—shape re-shaped, till out ol 
shapelessness 
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CtMue &lmpe as sure! no donlTt, oar 
round or square 

Or polygem its front, some building will be 
there, 

Do duty in that nook o* the wall o* the world 
where once 

Die Architect saw fit precisely to ensconce 
Collie or church, and bid such bulwark 
guard the line 

O’ the harrier round about, humanity’s confine. 

cxv. 

Leave watching change at work i’ the 
greater scale, on these 

Hie main supports, and turn to their interstices 
Filled up by kbrics too,less a>stly and less rare, 
Yet of importance, yet essential to the Fair 
They help to circumsenbe, instruct and regu¬ 
late ! 

See, where eacli booth-front boasts, in letters 
small or great, 

Its specialty, proclaims its privilege to stop 
A breach, beside the best! 

cxvi. 

Here History keeps shop, 
Tells how past deed** were dune, so and not 
otherwise: 

Man! hold truth evermore! forget the early 
lies 1 ” 

There sits Morality, demure behind her stall. 
Dealing out life and death; “ This is the 
thing to call 

Right, and this other, wrong; thus think, 
thus do, thus say, 

Thus joy, thus suffer 1—not to-day as yester¬ 
day— 

Yester^y’s doctrine dead, this only shall 
endure! 

Obey its voice and live I ’’—enjoins the dame 
demure. 

While Art g^ves flag to breese, bids drum 
b^, tnunpet blow, 

Inirititig eye and ear to yortder raree-show. 
DpgM the canvas, hauled to height of pole, i 

I tMak, I 

We tafd# the way—long lost, late learned— j 
to paint} A wink 


Of eye, and lo, the pose 1 the statue on its 
plinth! 

How could we moderns miss the heart o’ the 
labyrinth 

Perversely all these years, permit the Greek 
seclude 

His secret till to-day? And here’s another feud 
Now happily composed: inspect this quartett- 
score I 

Got long past melody, no word has Music more 
To say to mortal man ! But is the bard to be 
Behindhand? Here’s his book, and now 
perhaps you see 
At length what poetry can do ! 

CXVII. 

Why, that’s stability 
Itself, that change on change we sorrowfully 
saw 

Creep o’er the prouder piles I We acquiesced 
in law 

When the fine gold grew dim i* the temple, 
when the brass 

Which pillared that so brave aliode where 
Knowledge was, 

Bowed and resigned the trust; but, bear all 
this caprice, 

Harlequinade where swift to birth succeeds 
decease 

Of hue at every turn o’ the tinsel-flag which 
flames 

While Art holds booth in Fair ? Such glories 
chased by shames 

like these, distract beyond the solemn and 
august 

Procedure to decay, evanishment in dust, 

Of those marmoreal ^ domes,—above vicissi¬ 
tude, 

We used to hope I 

CXVIII. 

“ So, all is change, in fine,” pursued 
The preachment to a pause. When—“ All 
is permanence I ” 

Return^ a voice. Within? without? No 
matter whence 


1 Marble-hke. 
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Thee3t|:^nation came: hr, understand, I ought 

To ^mply say—“ I saw/* each thing I say 
I thought.** 

Since ever as, unrolled, the strange scene- 
picture grew 

Before me, sight flashed first, though mental 
comment too 

Would follow in a trice, come hobblingly to 
halt. 

cxrx. 

So, what did I see next but,—much as when 
the vault 

I’ the west,—wherein we watch the vapoury 
manifold 

Transfiguration,—tired turns blaze to black, 
—behold, 

Peak reconciled to base, dark ending feud 
with bright, 

The multiform subsides, becomes the definite. 

Ciinlrasting life and strife, where battle they 
i’ the blank 

Severity of peace in death, for which we 
thank 

One wind that comes to quell the concourse, 
drive at last 

Things to a shape which suits the close of 
things, and cast 

Pal[3ably o*er vexed earth heaven’s mantle of 
repose ? 

cxx. 

Just so, in Venice* Square, that things were 
at the close 

Was sigrmlled to my sense; for I perceived 
arrest 

O’ the change all round about. As if some 
impulse pressed 

Each gently into each, what was distinctness, 
late, 

(irew vague, and, line from line no longer 
separate, 

No matter what its style, edifice . . . shall 
I say, 

I>ied into edifice? I find no simpler way 

Of saying how, without or dash or shock or 
trace 

Of violence, I found unity in the place 

Of temple, tower,—nay, hall and house and 
hut,—one blank 


Severity of peace in death; to which they sank 

Resigned enough, till . . . ah, conjecture, I 
beseech, 

What special blank did they agree to, all 
and each ? 

What common shape was that wherein they 
mutely merged 

Likes and dislikes of form, so plain before ? 
cxxi. 

I urged 

Your step this way, prolonged our path of 
enterprise 

To where we stand at last, in order that 
your eyes 

Might see the very thing, and save my tongue 
descrilxj 

The Druid monument which fronts you. 
Could I bribe 

Nature to come in aid, illustrate what I mean, 

What wants there she should lend to solem¬ 
nize the scene ? 

CXXII. 

How does it strike you, this construction 
gaunt and grey— 

Sole object, these piled stones, that gleam 
unground-away 

; By twilight’s hungry jaw, which champs fine 

I all beside 

! I* the solitary waste we grope through ? Ob, 

I no guide 

I Need we to grope our way and reach the 
monstrous door 

Of granite ! Take my word, the deeper you 
explore 

That cavemed passage, filled with fancies to 
the brim, 

The less will you approve the adventure! 
such a grim 

Bar-sinister soon blocks abrupt your path, 
and ends 

All with a cold dread shape,—shape whereon 
Learning spends 

Labour, and leaves the text obscurer for the 
gloss, 

While Ignorance reads right—^recoiling from 
that Cross! 


3«4 
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\^nience came the massi and mass, stm^e 
qmlity of stone 

Unquanied anywhere i’ the region round? 
Unknown J 

Just as unknown, how such enormity could be 

Conveyed by land, or else transported over 
sea, 

And laid in order, so, precisely each on each, 

As you and I would build a grotto where the 
beach 

Sheds shell—to last an hour: this building 
lasts from age 

To age the same. But why ? 

CXXIIT. 

Ask Learning ! I engage 

You get a prosy wherefore, shall help you to 
advance 

In knowledge just as much as helps you Igno¬ 
rance 

Surmising, in the mouth of peasant-lad or lass, 
heard my father say he understood it 
was 

A building, people built as soon as earth was 
made 

Almost, because tliey might forget (they were 
afraid) 

Earth did not make itself, but came of Some¬ 
body. 

They laboured that their work might last, and 
show thereby 

He stays, while we and earth, and all tilings 
come and go. 

Come whence ? Go whither ? ijThat, when 
come and gone, we know 

Perhaps, but not while earth and all things 
n*^ our best 

Attention: we must wait and die to know the 
rest 

Ask* that^s true, what use in setting up the 
pile? 

To make one fear and hope: remind us, all 
the while 

We come and go, outside there’s Somebody 
that stays; 

A ciimiiietaiice which ought to make us mind 

0m way»» 


Because,—whatever end we answer by this 
life,— 

Next time, best chance must be for who, with 
toil and strife, 

Manages now to live most like what he was 
meant 

Become: since who succeeds so far, ’tis 
evident. 

Stands foremost on the file; who fails, has 
less to hope 

From new promotion. That’s the rule—with 
even a rope 

Of mushrooms, like this rope I dangle! those 
that grew 

Greatest and roundest, all in life they had 
to do. 

Gain a reward, a grace they never dreamed, 
I think ; 

Since, outside white as milk and inside black 
as ink, 

They go to the Great House to make a dainty 
dish 

For Don and Donna ; while this basket-load, 
I wish 

Well off my arm, it breaks,—no starveling of 
the heap 

But had his share of dew, his proper length 
of sleep 

I’ the sunshine ; yet, of all, the outcome is— 
this queer 

Cribbed quantity of dwarfs which burthen 
basket here 

Till I reach home; *tis there that, having run 
their rigs, 

They end their earthly race, are flung as food 
for pigs. 

Any more mse I see ? Well, you must know, 
there lies 

Something, the Cur^ says, that points to 
mysteries 

Above our grasp: a huge stone pillar, once 
upright, 

Now laid at length, half-lost — discreetly 
shunning sight 

r the bush and briar, because of stories in 
the air'— 

Hints what it signifled, and why was stationed 

j there, 
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Once on a time. In vain the Cur^ tasked 
his lungs— 

Showed, in a preadiment, how, at bottom of 
the rungs 

O’ the ladder, Jacob saw, where heavenly 
angels slept 

Up and down, lay a stone which served him, 
while he slept, 

For pillow; when he woke, he set the same 
upright 

As pillar, and a-top poured oil: things re¬ 
quisite 

To instruct posterity, there mounts from floor 
to roof, 

A staircase, eaith to heaven ; and also put 
in prcKif, 

When we have scaled the sky, we well may 
let alone 

What raised us from the ground, and,—paying 
to the stone 

Proper respect, of course,—take staff and go 
our way, 

I-eaving the Pagan night for Christian break 
of day. 

‘ For,’ preached he, ‘ what they dreamed, 
these l^agans wide aw'ake ! 

‘ We Christians may liehold. How strange, 
then, were mistake 

‘ Did anylxidy style the stone,—because of 
drop , 

* Remaining therefrom oil which Jacob poured 
a-top,— 

‘ Itself the Gate of Heaven, itself the end, 
and not 

‘ The means thereto ! ’ Thus preached the 
Cur^, and no jot 

The more persuaded people but that, what 
once a thing ' 

Meant and had right to mean, it still must 
mean. So cling | 

Folk somehow to the prime authoritative 
speech, ; 

And so distrust report, it seems as they could j 
reach i 

Far better the arch-word, whereon their fete 
depends, 

Through rude charactery, than all the grace 
it lends, 


That lettering of your scribes I who flourish 
pen apace 

And ornament the text, they say—we say, 
efface. 

Hence, when the earth began its life afresh 
in May, 

And fruit-trees bloomed, and waves would 
wanton, and the bay 

Ruffle its wealth of weed, and stranger-birds 
arrive. 

And lieasts take each a mate,—folk, too, 
found sensitive, 

Surmised the old grey stone upright there, 
through such tracts 

Of solitariness and silence, kept the facts 

Entrusted it, could deal out doctrine, did it 
please : 

No fresh and frothy draught, but liquor on 
the lees. 

Strong, savage and sincere: first bleedings 
from a vine 

Whereof the product now do Cures so refine 

To insipidity, that, when heart sinks, we 
strive 

And strike from the old stone the old restora¬ 
tive. 

‘ Which is ? ’—why, go and ask our grandames 
how they used 

To dance around it, till the Cur^ disal>used 

Their ignorance, and bade the parish in a 
band 

I^y flat the obtrusive thing that cumbered so 
the land ! 

And there, accordingly, in bush and briar it— 
‘ bides 

‘ Its time to rise again!’ (so somcliody derides, 

That’s pert from Paris) ‘ since, yon spire, you 
keep erect 

‘Yonder, and pray beneath, is nothing, I 
suspect, 

‘ But just the symbol’s self, expressed in slate 
for rock, 

‘ Art’s smooth for Nature’s rough, new chip 
from the old block ! ’ 

There, sir, my say is said! Thanks, and Saint 
Gille increase 

The wealth bestcfwed so well! ”—wherewith 
he pockets piece, 
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and takes tke road. I leave in 
Learning’s clutch 

More money for his book, but scarcely gain 
as much. 

cxxiv. 

To this it was, this same primaeval monu¬ 
ment, 

That, in my dream, I saw building with 
building blent 

Fall I each on each they fest and founderingly 
went 

Confusion-ward; but thence again subsided 
hist, 

B^me the mound you see. Magnificently 
massed 

Indeed, those mammoth-stones, pile<l by the 
Protoplast 

Tem|^e-wise in my dream ! beyond compare 
with &,nes 

Which, solid-looking late, had left no least 
remains 

F the bald and blauik, now sole usurper of the 
plains 

Of h^ven, diversified amd beautiful before. 

And yet amplicity appeared to speak no more 

Nor less to me than spoke the compound. 
At the core, 

One and no other word, as in the crust of late, 

Whispered, which, audible through the transi¬ 
tion-state. 

Was no loud utterance in even the ultimate 

I)uqx>sure. For as some imperial chord 
subsists, 

Steadily underlies the accidental mists 

Of music springing thence, that run their 
mazy race % 

Around, and sink, absorbed, back to the triad 
base,— 

So, out of that one word, each variant rose 
and fell 

^md left the same ‘'All’s change, but per¬ 
manence as well.” 

note whence—list aloftj—harmonics 
sound, that mean: 

Ixudde, and outside, truth also i and 
heluteea 

Badly Mtehood that is change, as truth is 
permanence* 
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The individual soul works through the shows 
of sense, 

(Wliich, ever proving fiilse, still promise to he 
true) 

Up to an outer soul as individual too; 

And, through the fleeting, lives to die into 
the fixed. 

And reach at length ‘God, man, or both 
together mixed,’ 

Transparent through the flesh, by parts which 
prove a whole, 

By hints which make the soul discernible by 
soul— 

Let only soul look up, not down, not hate 
but love, 

As truth successively takes shape, one grade 
above 

Its last presentment, tempts as it were truth 
indeed 

Revealed this time ; so tempts, till we attain 
to read 

The signs aright, and learn, by failure, truth 
is forced 

To mamfest itself through falsehood; whence 
divorced 

By the excepted eye, at the rare season, for 

The happy moment, truth instructs us to 
aljhor 

The false, and prize the true, obtainable 
thereby. 

Then do we understand the value of a he; 

Its purpose served, its truth once safe de¬ 
posited, 

Each he, superfluous now, leaves, in the 
singer’s stead, 

The indubitable song; the historic personage 

Put by, leaves prominent the impulse of his 
age; 

Truth sets aside speech, act, time, place, 
indeed, but brings 

Nakedly forward now the principle of things 

Highest and least.” 

exxv. 

Wherewith cliange ends. What 
change to dread 

When, disengaged at last from every vdli 
instead 
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Of type temains the truth ? once—fiatlsehood: 
anon 

Thmmtm e hr^ietm eper kekramemn^ 

Something as true as soul is true, though 
veils between 

Prove &.lse and fleet away. As I mean, did 
he mean, 

The poet whose bird-phrase sits, singing in 
my ear 

A mystery not unlike? What through the 
dark and drear 

Brought comfort to the Titan? Emerging 
from the lymph, 

‘‘Ck)d, man, or mixture’’ proved only to be 
a n3Tnph: 

From whom the clink on clink of metal ” 
(money, judged 

Abundant in my purse) ‘‘struck” (bumped 
at, till it budged) 

“The m^^desty, her soul’s habitual resident” 

(Where late the sisterhood were lively in 
their tent) 

“As out of wingM car” (that caravan on 
wheels) 

“ Impulsively she rushed, no slippers to her 
heels,” 

And “Fear not, friends we flock!” soft 
smiled the sea-Fifine— 

Primitive of the veils (if he meant what I 
mean) 

The poet’s Titan learned to lift, ere “ Three- 
formed Fate, 

Motrm Triffwrphot ” stood unmasked the 
Ultimate. 

cxxvi. 

Enough o’ the dream ! You see how 
poetry turns prose. 

Announcing wonder-work, I dwindle at the 
close 

Down to mere commonplace old facts which 
everybody knows. 

So dreaming disappoints I The fresh and 
strange at first. 

Soon wears to trite and tame, nor warrants 
the outburst 

Of heart with which we hail those heights, 
At very brink 
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Of heaven, whereto one least of lifts would 
lead, we think, 

But wherefrom quick decline conducts our 
step, we find, 

To homely earth, old fects fiimiliar left 
behind. 

Did not this monument, for instance, long 
ago 

Say all it had to say, show all it had to show, 

Nor promise to do duty more in dream ? 

CXXVIT. 

Awaking so, 

What if we, homeward-bound, all peace and 
some fatigue, 

Trudge, solierly complete our tramp of near 
a league, 

IjaU little mile which makes the circuit just, 
Elvire ? 

We end where we began : that consequence 
is clear. 

All peace and some fatigue, wherever we 
w^ere nursed 

To life, we l)osom us on death, find last is first 

And thenceforth final too. 

CXXVI 11. 

“ Why final ? Why the more 

Worth credence now than when such truth 
proved false before ? ” 

Because a novel pomt impresses now: each lie 

Redounded to the praise of man, was victory 

Man’s nature had both right to get, and might 
to gain, 

And by no means implied submission to the 
reign 

Of other quite as real a nature, that saw fit 

To have its way with man, not man his way 
with it. 

This time, acknowledgment and acquiescence 
quell 

Their contrary in man ; promotion proves as 
well 

Defeat; and Truth, unlike the False with 
Truth’s outside, 

Neither plumes up his will nor puffs him out 
with pride. 
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I there must lurk some cogency i* the 
claim» 

MnUf such almtement xniuie, submits to, all 
the same. 

Soul finds no triumph, here, to register like 
Sense 

With whom *tis ask and have,—the want, 
the evidence 

That the thing wanted, soon or late, will be 
supplied. 

This indeed plumes up will; this, sure, puffs 
out with pride, 

When, reading records right, man’s instincts 
still attest 

Promotion comes to Sense because Sense 
likes it best; 

For bodies sprouted 1(^, through a desire to 
run: 

While hands, when fain to filch, got fingers 
one by one, 

And nature, that’s ourself, accommodative 
brings 

To bear that, tired of legs which walk, we 
now bud wings 

Since of a mind to fly. Such savour in the 
nose 

Of Sense, would stimulate Soul sweetly, I 
suppose. 

Soul with its proper itch of instinct, prompt¬ 
ing clear 

To recognize soul’s self Soul’s only master 
here 

Alike from first to last. But, if time’s 
pressure, light’s 

Or rather, dark’s approach, wrest thoroughly 
the rights ^ 

Of rule away, and bid the soul submissive 
bear 

Another soul than it play master everywhere 

In great and small,—this time, I fancy, none 
disputes 

There’s something in the feet that such con¬ 
clusion mks 

Howtse the pride of man, nor yet chimes in 
with attributes 

Cons|fiMHis in the lord of nature. He receives 

And not demand#'—not first likes feith and 
then believes. 


CXXIX. 

And as with the last essence so with its 
first feint type. 

Inconstancy means raw, ’tis feith alone 
means ripe 

I’ the soul which runs its round; no matter 
how it range 

From Helen to Fifinc, Elvire bids back the 
change 

To permanence. Here, too, love ends where 
love Ixjgan. 

Such ending looks like law, because the 
natural man 

Inclines the other way, feels lordlier free 
than bound. 

Poor pabulum for pride when the first love 
is found 

Last also ! and, so far from realizing gain, 

Each step aside just proves diveigency in 
vain. 

The wanderer brings home no profit from his 
quest 

Beyond the sad surmise that keeping house 
were best 

Could life l)Cgin anew. His problem posed 
aright 

Was—** From the given point evolve the 
infinite! ” 

Not—** Spend thyself in space, endeavouring 
to joint 

Together, and so make infinite, point and 
point; 

Fix into one Elvire a Fair-ful of Fifines ! ” 

Fifine, the foam-flake, she: Elvire, the sea’s 
self, means 

Capacity at need to shower how many 
such ! 

And yet we left her calm profundity, to 
clutch 

Foam-flutter, bell on bell, that, bursting at a 
touch, 

Blistered us for our pains. But wise, we 
want no more 

O’ the fickle element. Enough of fi)um and 
roar! 

Land-locked, we live and die hencefbrtht 
for here’s the villa-door. 
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cxxx. 

How pallidly you pause o* the threshold! 
Hardly night, 

Which drapes you, ought to make real flesh | 
and blood white ! 

Touch me, and so appear alive to all intents! 
Will the saint vanish from the sinner that 
repents ? 

Suppose you are a ghost I A memory, a 
hope, 

A fear, a conscience ! Quick ! Give back 
the hand I grope 
r the dusk for I 

CXXXL 

That is well. Our dr>uble horoscope 
I cast, while you concur. Discard that simile 
O’ the fickle element! Elvire is land not sea — 
The solid land, the safe. All these word- 
bubbles came 

O’ the sea, and bite like salt. The unlucky 
bath’s to blame. 

This hand of yours on heart of mine, no more 
the bay 

I Ijeat, nor ba^k beneath the blue! In 
Pornic, say, 

The Mayor shall catalogue me duly domiciled, 
Coniributable, grK)d-companion of llie guild 
And mystery of marriage. I stickle for the 
town, 

And not this tower apart; because, though, 
half-way down, 

Its mullions wink o’erwebbed with bloomy 
greenness, yet 

Who mounts to staircase top may tempt the 
parapet, 

And sudden there’s the sea I No memories 
to arouse, 

Nu fancies to delude 1 Our honest civic 
house 

Of the earth be earthy too 1—or graced per¬ 
chance with shell 

Made priae of long ago, picked haply where 
the swell 

Menaced a little once—or seaweed-branch 
that yet 

Dampens and so^flens, notes a freak of wind, 
afiret 
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Of wave I though, w^hy on earth should sea- 
change menNPor mar 

The calm contemplative householders that 
we are? 

So shall the seasons fleet, while our two 
selves abide: 

E’en past astonishment how sunrise and 
springtide 

Could tempt one forth to swim ; the more if 
time appoints 

That swimming grow a task for one’s 
rheumatic joints. 

Such honest civic house, behold, I constitute 

Our villa ! Be but flesh and blood, and 
smile to boot! 

Enter for good and all 1 then fate bolt fast 
the d(X)r, 

Shut you and me inside, never to wander 
more 1 

CXXXII. 

Only,—you do not use to apprehend attack! 

No doubt, the way I march, one idle arm, 
thrown slack 

Behind me, leaves the open hand defenceless 
at the back, 

Should an impertment on tiptoe steal, and 
stuff 

—Whatever can it lx;? A letter sure enough, 

Pushed betw ixt palm and glove! That 
largess of a franc ? 

Perha|>s inconsciously,—to better help the 
blank* 

O’ the nest, her tambourine, and, laying egg, 
persuade 

A family to follow, the nest-egg that I laid 

May have contained,—but just to foil sus¬ 
picious folk,— 

Between two silver whites a yellow double 
yolk ! 

Oh, threaten no ferewell I five minutes shall 
suffice 

To clear the matter up. I go, and in a 
trice 

j Return } five minutes post, expect me ! If 
in vain— 

! Why, slip from flesh and blood, and play the 
I ghost again I 
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EPILOGUE. 

THE HOUSBHOU5ER. 

I. 

Savage I was sitting in my house, late, lone : 

Dreary, weary with the long day’s work : 

Head of me, heart of me, stupid as a stone: 

Tongue-tied now, now blaspheming like a 
Turk; 

When, in a moment, just a knock, call, cry. 

Half a pang and all a rapture, there again 
were we!— 

“What, and is it really you again ? ” quoth I: 

“I again, what else did you expect?” 
quoth She. 

II. 

“Never mind, hie away from this old house— 

Every crumbling brick embrowned with 
sin and shame I 

Quick, in its comers ere certain shapes arouse! 

Let them—every devil of the night—lay 
claim. 

Make and mend, or rap and rend, for me! 
Good-bye! 

God be their guard from disturl)ance at 
their glee, 

Till, crash, comes down the carcass in a heap! ” 
quoth I: 

“ Nay, but there’s a decency required! *’ 
quoth She. 


in. 

“ Ah, Imt if you knew how time has dragged, 
days, nights! 

All the neighbour-talk with man and maid 
—such men ! 

yVll the fuss and trouble of street-sounds, 
• * ^ 
window-sights: 

All the worry of flapping door and echoing 
roof; and then, 

All the fancies . . . Who were they had 
leave, dared try 

Darker arts that almost struck despair in me? 

If you knew but how I dwelt down here ! ” 
quoth I: 

“And was I so better off up there?” 
quoth She. 

IV. 

“Help and get it over ! Rf-unitedto his wife 

(How draw up the paper lets the parish- 
people know ?) 

Lies J/., or A^., departed from this Ufe^ 

Day the this or ihaty month and year the 
so atid so. 

What i’ the way of final flourish? Prose, 
verse ? Try! 

Affliction sore long time he hore^ or, what is 
it to be ? 

Till God did please to grant him ease. Do 
end ! ” quoth I: 

“I end with—I^jve is all and Death is 
nought! ” quoth She. 
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[This poem is founded on a somewhat disagreeable story told at great length in the 
French newspapers at the time (1871). In the early pnxifs the real names of the youn^ 
goldsmith and his leman appeared, but Ixifore publication imaginary names were substi- 
tute<l. “ Turf” stands fur the self-indulgent life, and “ Towers” typify the life of struggle 
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TO 

MISS THACKERAY. 


RED COTTON NJCIIT-CAP COUNTRY 

OR 

'lURK AND TOWERS. 

I. 

And so, here happily we meet, fair friend ! 
Again once more, as if the years rolled back 
And this our meeting-place were just that 
Rome 

Out in the champaign, say, o’er-rioted 
By verdure, ravage, and gay winds that war 
Against strong sunshine settled to his sleep ; 
Or on the Paris Boulevard, might it prove, 
^'ou and I came together siiunteringly, 

Bound for some shop-front in the Place \"cn- 
dbme— 

Gold-smithy and Golconda mine, that makes 
“The Firm-Miranda” blazed ohowt the 
world— 

Or, what if it were I^ndon, where my toe 
Trespassed upon your flounce? “Small 
blame,” you smile, 

Seeing the Staircase Party in the Square 
Was Small and Early, and you broke no rib. 

Even as we met where we have met so oft, 
Now meet we on this unpretending beach 
Below the little village: little, ay ! 

But pleasant, may my gratitude subjoin ? 


’ Meek, hitherto un-Miirrayed bathing-place, 
Best loved of sea-coast-nook-ful Normandy I 
That, just liehmd you, is mine own hired house: 
With right of pathway through the field in front, 
No prejudice to all its growth unsheaved 
Of emerald luzern bursting into blue. 

Be sure I keep the path tliat hugs the wall, 
Of mornings, as I pad from door to gate ! 
Von yellow — what if not wild-mustard 
flower ?— 

Of that, my naked sole makes lawful prize, 
Bruising the acrid aromatics out, 

Till, what they preface,good salt savours sting 
From, first, the sifted sands, then sands in slab, 
Smooth save for pipy wreath-work ofthe worm: 
(Granite and mussel-shell are ground alike 
To glittering paste,—the live worm troubles 
yet.) 

Then, dry and moist, the varech ^ limit-line, 
Burnt cinder-black, with brown uncrumpled 
swathe 

Of berried softness, sea-swoln thrice its size; 
And, lo, the wave protrudes a lip at last, 
And flecks my foot with froth, nor tempts in 
vain. 

Such is Saint-Rambert, wilder very much 
Than J oyeUx, that famed Joyous-Gard of yourS, 

1 Kelp, seaweeds. 
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SoiM live miles farther down; much homelier 
too— 

lU^t for me,—^rjght for you the fine and fidr ! 
Only, I could endure a transfer—^wrought 
By angels filmed still, through our countryside, 
For weights they fetched and carried in old 
time 

When nothing like the need was—transfer, 
just 

Of Joyeux church, exchanged for yonder prig, 
Our brand-new stone cream-coloured master¬ 
piece. 

Well—and you know, and not since this one 
yem. 

The quiet seaside country ? So do I: 

Who like it, in a manner, just because 
Nothing is prominently likeable 
To vulgar eye without a soul Ijehind, 

Which, breaking surface, brings before the ball 
Of sight, a l>eauty buried everywhere. 

If we have souls, know how to see and use, 
One place performs, like any other place, 
The proper senice every place on earth 
Was framed to furnish man with: serves alike 
To give him note that, through the place he 
sees, 

A plac« is signified he never saw, 

But, if he lack not soul, may learn to know. 
Earth’s ugliest walled and ceiled imprisonment 
May suffer, through its single rent in roof, 
Admittance of a cataract of light 
Beyond attainment through earth’s jjalace- 
panes 

Pinholed athwart their windowed filagree 
By twinklings sobered from th€;||pn outside. 
Doubtless the High Street of our village here 
Imposes hardly as Rome’s Corso could; 

And our projected race for sailing-lxiats 
Next Sunday, when we celebrate our Saint, | 
Falls very short of that attractiveness, 

That artistry in festive spectacle, 
l^aris ensures you lirhen she welcomes back 
(When shall it be ?) the Assembly from Ver¬ 
sailles; 

Whik the best fiisMon and intelligence 
Colli^ted the couiRer of our Mayor 
(Dry Igocids lie deals in, grocery beside) j 


What time the post-bag brings the news firom 
Vire,— 

I fear me much, it scarce would hold its own, 
That circle, that assorted sense and wit. 
With Five o’clock Tea in a house we know. 

Still, ’tis the check that gives the leap its liff. 
The nullity of cultivated souls, 

Even advantaged by their news from Vire, 
Only conduces to enforce the truth 
That, thirty paces off, this natural blue 
I Broods o’er a bog of secrets, all unbroached, 

I Beneath the liosom of the placid deep, 

I Since first the Post Director sealed them safe; 

I And fonnidable I perceive this fact— 

Little Saint-Rambert touches the great sea. 

! From London, Paris, Rome, where men are 
men. 

Not mice, and mice not Mayors presumably, 
Thought scarce may leap so fast, alight so far. 
But this is a pretence, you understand, 
Disparagement in play, to parry thrust 
Of possible objector: nullity 
And ugliness, the taunt be his, not mine 
Nor yours,—I think we know the world U>o 
well! 

Did you walk hither, jog it by the plain, 

Or jaunt it by the highway, braving bruise 
From spnngless and uncushioned vehicle ? 
Much, was there not, in place and people 
both. 

To lend an eye to ? and what eye like yours— 
The learned eye is still the loving one ! 

Our land : its quietude, productiveness, 

Its length and breadth of grain-crop, me^dow- 
ground. 

Its orchards in the jxisture, farms a-field 
And hamlets on the nxid-edge, nought you 
missed 

Of one and all the sweet rusticities ! 

From stalwart stnder by the waggon*sidc, 
Brightening the acre with hb purple blouse* 
To those dark-featured comely women-fidk, 
Healthy and tall, at work, and work indeed, 
On every cottage door-step, plying brisk 
Bobbins that bob you ladies one such lace! 
Oh, you observed! and how that nimble p!ey 
Of finger fimed the sole exception, bobbed 
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The mt disturbante to the peace of things, 
Where noliody esteems it worth his while, 

If time upon the clock-&ice goes asleep, 

To give the rusted hands a helpful push. 
Nobody lifts an energetic thumb 
And index to remove some dead and gone 
Notice which, posted on the barn, repeats 
p'or truth what two years’ passage made a lie. 
Still is for sale, next June, that same chS.teau 
With all its immobilities,—were sold 
Duly next June behind the last but last; 
And, woe’s me, still plaairds the Emperor 
His confidence in war he means to wage, 
God aiding and the rural populace. 

No: min and wind must rub the rags away 
And let the lazy land untroubled snore. 

Ah, in good truth ? and did the drowsihead 
So suit, so soothe the leamed loving eye. 
That you were minded to confer a crown, 
(Does not the jxippy Ixiast such?)—call the 
land 

Ry one slow hither-thither stretching, fist 
Subsiding-into-slumVjer sort of name, 
Symliolic of the place and people too, 
'‘'‘White Cotton Night-cap Countrjf p^x- 
cellent 1 

For they do, all, dear women young and old, 
Upon the heads of them lx?ar notably 
This Ijadge of soul and lx>dy in repose ; 

Nor its line thimble fits the acorn-top, 

Keeps woolly ward above that oval brown, 
Its placid feature, more than muftler makes 
A safeguard, circumvents intelligence 
In—what shall evermore be nanie<land lamed, 
If happy nomenclature aught avail, 

“ White Cotton Night-cap Country,''' 

Do I hear— 

Oh, better, very l>est of all the news— 

You mean to catch and cage the winged word, 
And make it breed and multiply at home 
Till Norman idlesse stock our England too? 
Normandy shown minute yet magnified 
In one of those small books, the truly great. 
We never know enough, yet know so well ? 
How I foresee the cursive diamond-dints,— 
Composite pen that plays the pencil too,— 


As, touch the page and up the glamour goes. 
And filmily o’er grain-crop, meadow-ground. 
O’er orchard in the pasture, ftum a-field 
And hamlet on the road-edge, floats and forms 
And fells, at lazy last of all, the Cap 
That crowns the country ! we, awake outside. 
Farther than ever from the imminence 
Of what cool comfort, what close coverture 
Your magic, deftly weaving, shall surround 
I'he unconscious captives with. Be theirs to 
drowse 

Trammeled, and ours to w'atch the trammel- 
trick ! 

Ours be it, as we con the book of books. 

To wonder how is winking possible ! 

All hail, White Cotton Night-cap Country,’* 
then ! 

And yet, as on the beach you promise lx>ok,—- 
On lieach, mere razor-edge ’twixt earth and 
sea, 

I stand at such a distance fiom the world 
That ’tis the whole world which obtains 
regard, 

Rather than any part, though part presumed 
A perfect little province in itself, 

Wlien wayfarc made acquaintance first there¬ 
with. 

So standing, therefore, on this edge of things. 
What if the liackward glance I gave, return 
Ixiaded with other spoils of vagrancy 
Than I despatched it for, till I propose 
The question—puzzled by the sudden store 
Officious fency plumps lieneath my nose— 
“Which sort ot Night-caphave you glorified?” 

You would be gracious to my ignorance : 
“What other Ni^ht-cap than the normal 
one ?— 

Old honest guardian of man’s head and hair 
In its elastic yet continuous, soft, 

No less persisting, circumambient gripe,— 
Night’s notice, life is respited from day ! 

Its form and fashion vary, suiting so 
Each seasonable want of youth and age* 

In infency, the rosy naked 

Of brain, and that faint goMiesb fluff it l^ears, 

Are smothered from disastet»#yjnurses know 



m 


mt> COTTON nioht4:af country 


wlfol; &iam*iibrtc; but when youth suc> 

deeds, 

Hie sterling value of the article 
|>iscards adornment, cap is cap henceforth 
Unfeathered by the futile row on row. 
Manhood strains hard a sturdy stocking-stuff 
0*er well-deserving head and ears : the cone 
Is tassebtipt, commendabiy takes pride. 
Announcing workday done and wages 
pouched, 

And liberty obtained to sleep, nay, snore 
Unwise, he peradventure shall essay 
The sweets of independency for once— 

Waive its advantage on his wedding-night; 
Fool, only to resume it, n^ht the next, 

And never part companionship again. 

Since, with ad\'ancing years, night’s solace 
soon 

Intrudes upon the daybreak dubious life 
Fersuades it to appear the thing it is. 
Half-sleep; and so, encroaching more and 
more, 

It lingers long past the abstemious meal 
Of morning, and, as prompt to serve, pre¬ 
cedes 

The supper-summons, gruel grown a feast. 
Finally, when the lost sleep finds the eye 
So tired it cannot even shut itself, 

Does not a kind domestic hand unite 
Friend to friend, lid from lid to part no more, 
Consigned alike to that receptacle 
So bleak without, so warm and white within ? 

“Night-caps, night’s comfort of the human 
race; 

Their usage may be growing ol)s^te, 

Still, in the main, the institution stays. 

And though yourself may possibly have lived, j 
And prolmbly will die, undignified— 

The Never-night-capped—more experienced 
folk ; 

Lau^ you bock answer—^What should Night-; 

cap be I 

Save N%ht-cap pure and simple? Sorts of 
such? 

TakU uotton for the medium, cast an eye 
aide to comfort, lambswool or the like, 
side to frilly cambric costliness, I 


And all between proves Night^cap proper/* 

Add 

“ Fiddle ! ” and I confess the argument. 

Only, your ignoramus here again 
Proceeds as tardily to recogniase 
Distinctions: ask him what a fiddle means, 
And “Just a fiddle ” seems the apt reply. 
Yet, is not there, while we two pace the beach, 
This blessed moment, at your Kensington, 

A special Fiddle-Show and rare array 
Of all the st)rts were ever set to cheek, 
’StabUshed on clavicle, sawn lx)w-hand-wise, 
Or touched lutc-feshion and forefinger- 
plucked ? 

I doubt not there be duly catalogued 
Achievements all and some of Italy, 
Guamerius, Straduarius,^—old and new, 
Augustly rude, refined to finicking, 

This mammoth with his belly full of blare, 
ITiat mouse of music — inch-long silvery 
wheeze. 

And here a specimen has effloresced 
Into the scroll-head, there subsides supreme, 
And with the tail-piece satisfies mankind. 
Why should I spc'ik of woods, grains, stains 
and streaks, 

The topaz varnish or the ruby gum ? 

We prefemUy pause vi here tickets teach 
“ Over this sample would Corelli ® croon, 
Grieving, by minors, like the cusliat-dove, 
Most dulcet Giga,® dreamiest Saraband.” * 

“ From this did Paganini comb the fierce 
Klectric sparks, or to tenuity 
Pull forth the inmost wailing of the wire-^ 
No cat-gut could swoon out so much of soul!” 

Three hundretl violin-varieties 
Exposed to public view I And dare I doubt 
Some future enterprise shall give the world 
Quite as remarkable a Night-caf>-show ? 
Melhinks, we, arm-in-arm, tlmt festal day. 
Pace the long range of relics shrined aright, 
Framed, glazed, each cushioned curiosity, 
And so begin to smile and to inspect: 

1 Famous fiddle-makers 
9 A famous fiddler and composer (1653-1713) 
9 Jig. * A Spanish dance 
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'‘Pope’s sickly hcad-sustainment, damped 
with dews 

Wrung from the alhunhur %ht: such a frame— 
Though doctor and thedevil helped their best— 
Fought such a world that, waiving doctor’s 
help, 

Had the mean devil at its service too ! 
Voltaire’s imperial velvet 1 Hogarth eyed 
The thumb-nail record of some alley-phyr. 
Then chucklingly clapped yonder cosiness 
On pate, and painted with true flesh and blood! 
Poor hectic Cowper’s soothing sarsnet-stripe!” 
And so we profit by the catalogue, 

Somehow our smile subsiding more and more, 
Till we decline into . . . but no 1 shut eyes 
And hurry post the shame uncoffined here, 
The hangman’s toilet! Ifweneedsmust trench, 
For science* sake which craves completeness 
still, 

On the sad conflne, not the district’s self, 

The object that shall close review may be . , . 

Well, it is French, and here are we in France: 
It is historic, and we live to learn, 

And try to learn by reading stoi^’-books. 

It is an incident of ’Ninety-two, 

And, twelve months since, the Commune 
had the sway. 

Therefore resolve that, after all the Whites 
Presented you, a solitary Red 
Shall pain us both, a minute and no more ! 
Do not you see poor Louis pushed to front 
Of palace-window, in persuasion’s name, 

A spectacle alxive the howling mob 
Who tasted, as it were, with tiger-smack. 
The outstart, the first spirt of blood on brow. 
The Phrygian sy ml>ol, the new crown of thorns, 
The Cap of Freedom ? See the feeble mirth 
At odds with that half-purpose to 1x5 strong 
And merely patient under misery ! 

And note the ejaculation, ground so hard 
Between his teeth, that only God could hear, 
As the lean pale proud insignificance 
With the sharp-featured liver-worried stare 
Out of the two grey points that did him stead 
And passed their eagle-owner to the front 
Better than his mob-elbowed undersize,— 
The Corsican lieutenant commented 
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** Had I but one good regiment of my own. 
How soon should volleys to the due amount 
I^y stiff upon the street-flags this canaille ! 
As for the droll there, be that plays the 
king 

And screws out smile with a Red night-cap on, 
He’s done for! Somebody must take his 
place.” 

White Cotton Night-cap Country : excellent! 
Why not Red Cotton Night-cap Country too? 

'*Why not say swans are black and black¬ 
birds white, 

Because the instances exist ? ” you ask. 

“ Enough that white, not red, predominates, 
Is normal, typical, in cleric phrase 
Quod semely semper^ et ubique.^^ Here, 
Applying such a name to such a land. 
Especially you find inopportune, 

Impertinent, my scruple whether white 
Or red descril)es the local colour l>est. 

“ Let be” (you say), the universe at large 
Supplied us with exceptions to the rule, 

So manifold, they bore no passing-by,— 
Little Saint-Rambert has coaserved at least 
The pure tradition : white from head to heel, 
Where is a hint of the ungracious hue? 

See, we have traversed with hop, step and 
jump, 

From heel to head, the main-street in a trice, 
Measureti the garment (help my metaphor !) 
Not merely criticized the cap, forsooth; 

And were you pricked by that collecting-itch, 
That pruriency for writing o’er your reds 
‘ Rare, rarer, rarest, not rare but unique,’— 
The shelf, Saint-Rambert, of your cabinet, 
Unlal)elled,—virginal, no Rahab-thread ^ 

For blushing token of the spy’s success,— 
Would taunt with vacancy, I undertake ! 
What, yonder is your best apology. 

Pretence at most approach to naughtiness, 
Impingement of the ruddy on the blank ? 
This is the criminal Saint-Rambertese 
Who smuggled in tobacco, half-a-pound I 
The Octroi 2 found it out and fined the wretch. 
This other is the culprit who 4eS9patchcd 

1 Joshua ii. i8. 

2 Taxes levied at the gates of cities^ 




A W thottglit a hedgelkog (clodb ©b- 
struct), 

0ntoii^ed with PermWon for the Chase I 
As to the womankind—renounce from those 
The hope of getting a companion-tinge, 

First feint touch promising romantic fault! 

Enough: there stands Red Cotton Night-cap 
^elf— 

A cavcm*s ostentatious vacancy— 

My contribution to the show ; while yours— 
Whites heap your row of pegs from every 
hedge 

Outskie, and house inside Saint-Raml3ert 
here— 

We soon have come to end of. See, the 
church 

With its white steeple gives your challenge 
point, 

Perks as it were the night-cap of the town, 
Starchedly warrants all beneath is matched 
By all above, one snowy innocence i 

You put me on my mettle. British maid 
And British man, suppose we have it out 
Here in the fields, decide the question so ? 
Then, British feshion, shake hands hard 
again, 

Go home together, friends the more confirmed 
That one of us—assuredly m 3 ^lf— 

Looks pufiy alx>ut eye, and pink at nose ? 
Which ** pink ” reminds me that the arduous¬ 
ness 

We both acknowledge in the enterprise, 
Claims, Counts upon a large and liberal 
Acceptance of as good as victory # 

In whatsoever just escapes defeat. 

You must be generous, strain point, and 
call 

Victory, any the leiuit flu^ of pink 
Made pruse of, labelled scarlet for the nonce— 
Faintest pretensioft to be wroi^ and red 
And peturesque, that varies by a splotch 
The r^teows fiat of insipidity. 

Kijtiidk to Ihe qttesi, then—forward, the firm 
fivotl 

Chawa«4f tfie qnart|r-^overtakifig eye 1 


For, admt fe this, toy way of march-tithe, 

makes 

The musicalest buzring at my ear 
By reassurance of that promise old 

sins ore scarlet they shall l*e as weal f 
Whence—what fentastic hope do I deduce ? 
I am no Liebig: when the dyer dyes 
A texture, can the red dye prime the white ? 
And if we washed well, wrung the texture 
hard, 

Would we arrive, here, there and everywhere, 
At a fierce ground beneath the surfece meek? 

I take the first chance, rub to threads what 
rag 

Shall flutter snowily in sight. For see ! 
Already these few yards upon the rise, 

Our back to brave Saint-Rambert, how we 
reach 

The open, at a dozen steps or strides ! 

Turn round and look about, a breathing- 
while ! 

There lie, outspread at equidistance, 1 herpes 
And villages and towns along the coast, 
Distingmshable, each and all alike, 

By white persistent Night-cap, spire on spire. 
Take the left:: yonder town is—what say you 
If I say “ Londres ? Ay, the mother-mouse 
(Reversing febie, as truth can and will) 
Wliich gave our mountain of a London birth ! 
This is the Conqueror’s country, l>ear in mind, 
And Londres-istrict blooms with Ixindon- 
pride. 

Turn round: La Roche, to right, where 
oysters thrive: 

Monlieu—the lighthouse is a telegraph ; 
This, full in front, Saint-Rambert; then 
succeeds 

Villeneuve, and Pons the Young with Pons 
the Old, 

And—ere feith points to Joyeux, out of sight, 
A little nearer—oh, Iji Ravissante 1 

There now is something like a Night-cap 
spire, 

Boitned by no ordinary Notre-Dame! 

For, one of the three safety-guards of France, 
You firont now, lady! Nothing intercepts 
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The pivilege, by crow-flight, two miJes lar. 
She and her sisters lx)urdes and La Salette 
Are at this moment hailed the cynosure 
Of poor dear France, such waves have buffeted 
Since she eschewed infallibility 
And dtose to steer t>y the vague compass-box. 
This same midsummer month, a week ago, 
Was not the memorable day observed 
For reinstatement of the misused Three 
In old supremacy for evermore ? 

Did not the faithful flock in pilgrimage 
By railway, diligence and steamer—nay 
On foot with staff and scrip, to sec the sights 
Assured them? And I say best sight was 
here: 

And nothing justified the rival Two 
In their pretension to ec^uality ; 

Our folk laid out their ticket-money best, 

And wiseliest, if they walked, wore shoe 
away; 

Not who went farther only to fare worse. 

For, what was seen at Twourdcs and La Salette 
Except a couple of the common cures I 

Such as all three can Ixxxst of, any day ? | 

While here it was, here and by no means there, 
That the Pope’s self sent two great real gold 
crowns 

As thick with jewelry as thick could stick, 
His present to the Virgin and her Bal>e— 
Provided for—who knows not?—by that fund, 
Count Alessandro Sforza’s legacy, 

Which goes to crown some Virgin eveiy^year. 
But this year, poor Pope was in prison-house, 
And money had to go for something else; 
And therefore, though their present seemed 
the Pojie’s, 

The faithful of our province raised the sum 
Preached and prayed out of—nowise purse 
alone. 

Centle and simple paid in kind, not cash, 
The most part: tlie great lady gave her brooch, 
The peasant-girl her hair-pin ; ^twas the rough 
Bluff flirmer nminly who,—admonished well 
By wife to care lest his new colewort-crop 
Stray sorrowfiilly sparse like last year’s seed,— 
Lugged from reluctant pouch the fifty-franc, 
And had the Cunt’s hope that rain would 
cease« 


And so, the sum in evidence at length, 

Next step was to obtain the donative 
By the spontaneous bounty of the Pope—• 

No easy matter, since his Holiness 
Had turned a deaf ear, long and long ago, 

To much entreaty on our Bishop’s part, 
Commendably we boast. “But no,” quotli 
he, 

“Image and image needs must take their 
turn: 

Here stand a dozen as importunate.” 

Well, we were patient; but the cup ran o’er 
When--who was it pressed in and took the 
prize 

But our own offset, set for off indeed 
To grow by help of our esj>ecial name, 

She of the Ravissante—in Martinique ! 
“What?” cried our patience at the boiling- 
point, 

“The daughter crowned, the mother’s head 
goes l>are ? 

Bishop of Raimbaux ! ”—that’s our diocese— 
“ Thou hast a summons to repair to Rome, 
lie efficacious at the Council there ; 

Now is the time or never! Right our wTong! 
Hie thee away, thou valued Morillon, 

And have the promise, thou who hast the 
- vote! ” 

So said, so done, so followed in due course 
(To cut the story short) this festival, 

This famous Twenty-second, seven days since. 

Oh, but you heard at Joyeux ! Pilgrimage, 
Concourse, procession with, to head the host. 
Cardinal Mirecourt, quenching lesser lights; 
The leafy street-length through, decked end 
to end 

With August-strip|xige, and adorned with flags 
Thai would have waved right well but that it 
rained 

Just this picked day, by some perversity. 

And so were placed, on Mother and on Babe, 
The pair of crowns; the Mother’s, you must 
see I 

Miranda, the great Paris goldsmt|b> made 
The marvel,—he’s a neighbour^ that’s his 
pork 

Before you, tree-topped wall we walk toward 
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Hi$ «h€ip it was inmcd out the nutsterpiece, 
Frohahly at his own expenditure; 

Anyhow, his was the munificence 
Contributed the central and supreme 
Splendour that crowns the crown itself, The 
Stone. 

Not even Paris, ransacked, could supply 
Tliat gem: he had to forage in New-York, 
This jeweller, and country-gentleman, 

And most undoubted devotee beside I 
Worthily wived, too: since his wife it was 
Bestowed “with friendly hand“—befitting 
phrase ! 

The lace which trims the coronation-robe— 
Stiff wear—mint of wealth on the brocade. 
Do go and see what I saw yesterday ! 

And, for that matter, see in fancy still, 

Since . . . 

There now I Even for unthankful me, 
Who stuck to my devotions at high-tide 
That festal morning, never had a mind 
Totrudgethelittleleague and join the crowd— 
Even for me is miracle vouchsafed I 
How pointless proves the sneer at miracle* ! 
As if, contrariwise to all we w'ant 
And reasonably look to find, they graced 
Merely those gmced-l)efore, grace heljjs no 
whit, 

Unless, made whole, they need physician still. 
I-—sceptical in every inch of me— 

Did I deserve that, from the liquid name 
** Miranda,’*—fiiccted as lovelily 
As htsown gift, the gem,—ashaft should shine, | 
Bear me along, another Aljaris,^ 

Nor let me light till, lo, the Re^is reached, 
And yonder lies in luminosity I 

Look, lady I where I Isade you glance hut now 11 
Next habitation, tliough two miles away,-— | 
No tenement ft)r man or beast l>eiwccn,— 
That, park and domicile, is country-seat 
Of this same good Miranda I I accept 
The augury. Or tliere, or nowhere else, 

Will I establish that a Night-cap gleams 
Ot vUeuiary Red, not White for once J 

^ A prietU of Apollo who cured diseases. 


“Heaven” saith the sage “is with us, hews 
inside 

Each man:” “Hell also,” simpleness sub- 
joins, 

By \^ite and Red describing human fle^. 

And yet as we continue, quicken pace, 
Approach the object which determines me 
I Victorious or defeated, more forlorn 
! My chance seems,—that is certainty at least. 
Halt midway, reconnoitre ! Either side 
The path we traverse (turn and see) stretch 
i fields 

Without a hedge: one level, scallop-striped® 
With bands of l>eet and turnip and luzem, 
Limited only by each colour’s end, 

Shelves down,—we stand upon an emi¬ 
nence,— 

To where the earth-shell scallops out the sea, 
A sweep of semicircle ; and at edge— 

Just as the milk-white incrustations stud 
At intervals some shell-extremity, 

So do the little growths attract us here, 
Towns with each name I told you: say, they 
touch 

The sea, and the sea them, and all is said, 

So sleeps and sets to slumlxir that brejad blue! 
The people are as pejiceful as the place. 

I'his, that I call “the path ” isr^jad, highway; 
But has there passed us by a market-cart, 
Man, woman, child, or dog to wag a tail ? 
True, I saw weeders sttjoping in a field ; 

But—formidably white the Cap’s extent! 

Round again ! Come, appearance promises ! 
The boundary, the park-wall, ancient brick, 
Upholds a second wall of tree-heads high 
Which overlean its top, a solid green. 

That surely ought to shut in mysteries ! 

A jeweller—no unsuggestive craft ! 

Trade that admits of much romance, indeetl. 
E'or, whom hut goldsmitlis used old monarchs 
pledge 

Regalia to, or seek a ransom from, 

Or pray to furnish dowry, at a pinch, 
According to authentic story-liooks? 

* Striped like a scallop-filtell 
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Why, such have revoktioniiEed this land 
With diamond-necklace-dealing 1 not to speak 
Of iamilies turned upside-down, because 
The gay wives went and {pawned clandestinely | 
Jewels, and figured, till found out, with paste, j 
Or else redeemed them—how, is horrible ! I 
Then there are those enormous criminals ! 
That love their ware and cannot lose their love, i 
And murder you to get your purchase back. 
Others go courting after such a stone, 

Make it their mistress, marry for their wife, 
And find out, some day, it was false the 
while, 

As ever wife or mistress, man too fond 
Has named his Pilgrim, Hermit, Ace of 
Hearts. 

Beside—what style of edifice begins 
To grow in sight at last and top the scene? 
That grey roof, with the range of iucarnes^ 
four 

I count, and that erection in the midst— 
Ckick-house, or chapel-spire, or what, alxive ? 
Conventual, that, be>ond manorial, sure! 
And reason gexxi; for Clairvaux, such its 
name, 

Was built of old to l)e a Priory, 

Dependence on that Ablx.'y-for-the-Malcs 
Our Conqueror founded in world-famous 
Caen, 

And where his kxly sought the sepulture 
It was not to retain .* you know the tale. 

Such Priory wiis Clairvaux, prosperous 
Hundreds of years; but nothing lasts below. 
And when the Red Cap pushed the Crown 
aside. 

The I^riory Ixxame, like all its peers, 

A National Domain : which, lioiight and sold 
And resold, needs must change, with owner¬ 
ship, 

Both outside show and inside use ; at length 
The messuage, three-and-twenty years ago, 
Became the purchase of rewarded worth 
Impersonate in Father—I must stoop 
To French phrase for precision’s sake, I fear— 
Father Miranda, goldsmith of renown; 

^ Roof windows. 


By hdith a Madrilene,® by domicile 
And sojourning accepted French at last, 
liis energy it was which, trade transferred 
To Paris, throve as with a golden thumb, 
Established in the Place Vendfime. He 
bought 

Not building only, but belongings fer 
And wide, at Gonthier there, Monlieu, Ville- 
neuve, 

A plentiful estate: which, twelve years since, 
Passed, at the good man’s natural demise, 

To Son and Heir Miranda—Clairvaux here, 
The Paris shop, the mansion—not to say 
Palatial residence on Quai Rousseau, 

With money, moveables, a mine of wealth— 
And young L^nce Miranda got it all. 

Ah, but—whose might the transformation be? 
Were you prepared for this, now? As we 
talked, 

We walked, entered the half-privacy, 

The {mrtly-guarded precinct: passed beside 
The little paled-off islet, trees and turf, 

Then found us in the main ash-avenue 
Under the blessing of its branchage-roof. 

Till, on emergence, what affronts our gaae? 
Priory—Conqueror—Abbey-for-the-Males— 
Hey, presto, pass, who conjured all away? 
LtK>k through the rail work of the gate: a park 
—Ves, but d tAnglmse^ as they compliment! 
Grass like green velvet, gravel-walks like gold. 
Bosses of shrulis, embosomings of flowers, 
I^d you—through sprinkled trees of tiny 
breed 

Disporting, within reach of coverture, 

By some habitual acquiescent oak 
Or elm, that thinks, and lets the youngsters 
laugh— 

Lea<i, lift at last your soul that walks the air, 
Up to the house-front, or its Imck perhaps— 
WTielher facade or no, one coquetry 
Of coloured brick and carved stone! Stucco? 
Well, 

The daintiness is cheery, that I know, 

: And all the sportive floral framework fits 
The lightsome purpose of the alfchitect. 

2 Of Madrid, 
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Thmtimmimmhkh I called conventual, late, 
Those <ne the outlets in the tfmnsanie-Toaf 
And, underneath, what long light elegance 
Of windows here suggests how brave inside 
Lurk eyeballed gems they play the eyelids to! 
Festive arrangements look through such, be 
sure 1 

And now the tower a-top, I took for clock’s 
Or bell’s abode, turns out a quaint device, 
Pillared and temple-treated Belvedere— 
Pavilion safe within its railed-about 
Sublimity of area—^whence what stretch 
Of sea and land, throughout the seasons’ 
change, 

Mtt$t greet the solitary ! Or suppose 
—If what the husband likes, the wife likes 
too— 

The happy pair of students cloistered high, 
Alone in April kiss when Spring arrives 1 
Or no, he mounts there by himself to meet 
Winds, welcome wafts of sea-smell, first 
white bird 

That flaps thus for to taste the land again, 
And all the promise of the youthful year; 
Then he descends, unbosoms straight his store 
Of blessings in the bud, and both embrace. 
Husband and wife, since earth is Paradise, 
And man at peace with God. You see it all ? 

I^t us complete our survey, go right round 
The place: for here, it may l)e, we surprise 
The Priory,—these solid walls, big bams, 
Grey orchard-grounds, hi^e four-square ^res 
for stock, 

Betoken where the Church was busy once. 
Soon must we come upon the Chapel’s self 
Ko doubt next turn will treat us to . . , Aha, 
Again our expectation proves at feiult! 

Still the bright gracefiil itoodem—not to say 
Modish adornment, mee<$ us; Pan: Anglais^ 
Tree-sprinkle, ^n^embossment as before. 

the sun splt^^^ yonder bauble world 
Of idivered glass concentring, every side, 

411 adiacent wonder, made minute 
Arid loticdied grotesque by ball-convexity 1 

t Jipgjii French roof with rooms in it, first 
tg ^^h ^l^^bouvre. Mansard was an archi- 


Just so, a sense that soraethir^ is amiss. 
Something is out of sorts in the display, 
Affects us, post denial, everywhere. 

The right erection for the Fields, the Wood, 
(Fields—but Elyshs^ wood—but de Boulogne) 
Is peradventure wrong for wood and fields 
When Vire, not Paris, plays the Capital. 

So may a gocKl man have deficient taste; 
j Since Son and Heir Miranda, he it was 
Who, six years now elapsed, achieved the 
work 

And truly made a wilderness to smile. 

Here did their domesticity reside, 

A happy husband and as happy wife. 

Till . . . how can I in conscience longer 
keep 

My little secret that the man Is dead 
I, for artistic purpose, talk about 
I As if he lived still ? No, these two years now, 
Has he been dead. You ought to sympathise, 
Not mock the sturdy effort to redeem 
My pledge, and wring you out some tragedy 
From even such a perfect commonplace! 
Suppose I boast the death of such desert 
My tragic bit of Red ? Who contravenes 
Assertion that a tragedy exists 
In any stoppage of benevolence, 

Utility, devotion above all? 

Benevolent ? There never was his like : 

For poverty, he had an open hand 
... Or stop—I use the wrong expression 
here— 

An open purse, then, ever at appeal; 

So tW the unreflecting rather taxed 
Profusion than penuriousness in alms, , 
One, in his day and generation, deemed 
I Of use to the community ? I trust 
I Clairvaux thus renovated, regalized, 

! Paris expounded thus to Normandy, 

Answers that question. Was the man devout ? 
After a life—one mere munificence 
To Church and all things churchly, men or 
mice,— 

Dying, his last bequeathment gave land, goods 
C^h, every stick and stiver, to the Church, 
And notably to that church yonder, that 
Beloved of his soul, La Ravissante— 
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Wherefrom, the latest of his gifts, the Stone 
Gratefully bore me as on arrow-flash 
To Clairvaux, as I told you. 

“ Ay, to find 

Your Red desiderated article, 

Where every scratch and scrape provokes my 
Wliite 

To all the more superb a prominence ! 

Why, ’tis the story served up fresh again— 
How it l)efell the restive prophet old 
Who came and tried to curse, but blessed the 
land. 

Come, your last chance ! he disinherited 
Children: he made his widow mourn ttK> much 
By this endowment of the other Bride— 

Nor understood that gold and jewelry 
Adorn her in a %ure, not a fact. 

You make that White, I want, so very white, 
’Tis I say now—some trace of Red should be 
Somewhere in this Miranda-sanctitude ! ” 

Not here, at all events, sweet mocking friend! 
For he was childless ; and what heirs he had 
Were an uncertain sort of Cousinry 
Scarce claiming kindred so as to withhold 
The donor’s purpose though fantastical: 
Heirs, for that matter, wanting no increase 
Of wealth, since rich already as himself; 
Heirs that had taken trouble off his hands, 
Bought that productive goldsmith-businesshe, 
With abnegation wise as rare, renounced 
Precisely at a time of life when youth, 

Nigh on departure, bids mid-age discard 
Life’s other loves and likings in a pack, 

To keep, in lucre, comfort worth them all. 
This Cousinry are they who boast the shop 
Of‘‘Firm-Miranda, London and New-York.” 
Cousins are an unconscionable kind ; 

But these^pretension surely on their part 
To share inheritance were too absurd ! 

‘‘ Remains then, he dealt wrongly by his wife, 
Despoiled her somehow by such testament ? ” 
Farmer than ever from the mark, fair friend ! 
Tlie ilnan’s love jR>r his wife exceeded bounds 
Rather than feiled the limit. *Twas to live 
Hers and hers only* to abolish earth 
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Outside—since Paris holds the pick of earth— 
He turned his back, shut eyes, stopped ears 
to all 

Delicious Paris tempts her children with. 
And fled away to this far solitude— 

She peopling solitude sufficiently I 
She, partner in each heaven ward flight subUme, 
Was, with each condescension to the ground. 
Duly associate also; hand in hand, 

... Or side by side, I say by preference— 
On every goexi work sidelingly they went. 
Hers was the instigation—none but she 
Willed that, if death should summon first her 
lord. 

Though she, sad relict, must drag residue 
Of days encuml>ered by this load of wealth— 
(Submitted to with something of a grace 
So long as her surviving vigilance 
Might worthily administer, convert 
Wealth to Grxi’s glory and the good of man, 
Give, as in life, so now in death, effect 
To cherished purpose)—yet she l>egged and 
prayed 

That, when no longer she could supervise 
The House, it should become a Hospital: 
For* the support whereof, lands, goods and cash 
Alike will go, in happy guardianship, 

To yonder church, I.a Ravissante : who debt 
To God and man undoubtedly will pay. 

** Not of the world, your heroine ! ” 

Do you know 

I saw her yesterday—set eyes upon 
The veritable personage, no dream ? 

I in the morning strolled this way, as oft. 
And stood at entry of the avenue. 

When, out from that first garden-gate, we 
gazed 

Upon and through, a small procession swept— 
Madame Miranda with attendants five. 

First, of herself: she wore a soft and white 
Engaging dress, with velvet stripesandsquares 
Severely black, yet scarce discouraging: 
Fresh Paris^nmnufecture! (Vire’s would do? 
I doubt it, but confess my ignorance.) 

Her figure ? somewhat small and darlingUke. 
Her fece ? well, singularly colourless, 
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Thc»»c which I oillcd convcnttjal, late, 

Those lure the outlets in the fftam&rik-roo( j ^ 
Aid, underneath, what long light elegance 
Of windows here suggests how brave inside 
Ijurk eyeballed gems they play the eyelids to! 
Festive arrangements look through such, be 
sure! 

And now the tower a»top, I took for clock's 
Or bell’s abode, turns out a quaint device, 
Pillared and temple-treated l^lvedere— 
Pavilion safe within its railed-about 
Sublimity of area—whence what stretch 
Of sea and land, throughout the seasons’ 
change, 

Must greet the solitary ! Or suppose 
-—If what the husband likes, the wife likes 
too— 

The happy pair of students cloistered high. 
Alone in April kiss when Spring arrives I 
Or no, he mounts there by himself to meet 
Wimls, welcome wafts of sea-smell, first 
white bird 

Tliat flaps thus fiir to taste the land again, 
And all the promise of the youthful year; 
Then he descends, unbosoms straight his store 
Of blessings in the bud, and both embrace. 
Husband and wife, since earth is Paradise, 
And man at peace with God. You see it all? 

Let us complete our survey, go right round 
The place ; for here, it may be, we surprise 
The Priory,—these solid walls, big liarns, 
Grey orchard-grounds, huge four-square stores 
for stock, 

Betoken where the Church was busy once. 
Soon must we come upon the ChapePs self. 
No doubt next turn will treat us to . , , Aha, 
Again our expectation proves at fault! 

StUl the bright gracefiil modern—not to say 
Modish adornment, meets us: Parc Anglais^ 
Tree-sprinkle, shrub-embossment as before. 
See* the sun splits on yonder bauble world 
Of silvered glass concentring, every side, 

All the adjacent wonder, made minute 
And touched grotesque ball-convexity! 

1 French roof with rooms in it, first 
used in the Louvre. Mansard was an archi- 
died 


Just so, a sense tlmt something is amiss, 
Something is out of sorts in the display, 
Affects us, past denial, everywhere. 

The rigiit erection for the Fields, the Wood, 
(Fields- -but Elyshs^ wood- but de Bcuhgne) 
Is peradventurc wrong for wo<»d and fields 
When Vire, not Paris, plays the Capital. 

So may a go^xl man have deficient taste ; 
Since Son and Ileir Miranda, he it was 
Who, six years now elaj>st*d, achieved the 
work 

And truly made a wfilderness to smile. 

Here did their domesticity reside, 

I A happy husl)and and as happy wife, 

I Till . . . how can I in c<,)nsciencc longer 
keep 

My hltie secret that the man is dead 
I, for artistic purpose, talk alwut 
.\s if he lived still ? No, these two years now, 
lias he Ixjen dead. You ought to symjmthi/e. 
Not mock the sturdy effort to redeem 
My pledge, and wring you out some tragedy 
From even such a fxrfect comiiKuiplace! 
Suppose I Ixiast the death of such desert 
My tragic bit of Red ? Who contravenes 
Assertion that a tragedy exists 
In any stoppage of lienevolence, 

Utility, devotion alxive all ? 

Benevolent ? There never was his like : 

F*or poverty, he had an oj>en hand 
... Or stop—I use the wrong expression 
here— 

An open |>urse, then, ever at appeal; 

So that the unreflecting rather taxed 
Profusion than penuriousness in alms. . 
One, in his day and generation, deemed 
Of use to the community ? I trust 
Clairvaux thus renovated, regalhsed, 

Paris expounded thus to Normandy, 

Answers t hat question. Was i he man devout ? 
After a life—one mere munificence 
To Church and all things churchly, men or 
mice,— 

Dying, his last bequealhment gave land, goo^ 
Cash, every stick and stiver* to the Chuidi, 
And notably to that church yonder, that 
Beloved of bis soul, La 
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WhcTcfrtmi, the latest of hk giflSt the Sioiie 
iiratcluUy lK)re me As on arrow-flash 
I'o (‘lairvaux, as 1 tohl you, 

“ Ay, to fmd 

Kttl desiderated article, 

Where e*ery scnitchand scnifje provokes my 
White 

'I'o all the more sii|K*rl) a prominence ! 

Why, ’tis the stt>ry Hctved up fresh again- 
How it hefell the* lestivc prophet old 
Who aime and tried tocurvj, hut blessed the 
land. 

C’ome, your last chance ! he disinheritix! 
Children: he madtf his whlow mourn Um* ntuch 
lly this endowment of the oilier Bride— 

Nor undersIcKx;! that gold and jewelry 
Adorn her in a figure, not a fact. 

You make that White, I want, so very while, 
H‘is I say now —some trace <jf Re<l should t>e 
Somewhere in this Miranda-sanctitude ! ” 

Not here, at all events, .sweet rnrK'king friend! 
For he was childless ; and what heirs he had 
Were an imcerlain sort of Cousinry 
Scarce claiming kindred so as to withhold 
The donoris purixise though fantastical: 
Heirs, for that matter, w'anting no increiisc 
Of wefiHh, since rich already as himself; 
Heirs that had taken trouble off his hands, 
Bought that productive goldsmith-businesshe, 
With abnegation wise as rare, renounced 
Precisely at a lime of life when youth, 

Nigh on departure, bids mid-age discard 
Life’s other loves and likings in a pack, 

To keep, in lucre, comfort worth them all. 
'Phis Cousinry are they who Ixmst the shop 
Of *‘Firm-Miranda, London and New-York.” 
Cousins are an unconscionable kind ; 

But these—-pretension surely on their part 
To share inheritance were too absurd ! 

“ Remains then, he dealt wrongly by his wife. 
Despoiled her somehow by such testament ? ” 
Farther than ever from the mark, lair friend ! 
The love for his wife exceeded bounds 
Rather thxn fiiiled the limit. ^Tms to live 
liei» ami hw only* to abolish earth 


Outside—since Paris holds the pick of earth— 
He turned hk back, shut eyes, »t<»pped ears 
to all 

Delicious Paris tempts her children with, 

And fled away to this lar solitude— 

She f)eopling solitude sufficiently! 

She, partner in each heavenward flight sublime, 
Was, with each condescension to the ground. 
Duly associate also: hand in hand, 

... Or side by side, I say by preference— 
f>n every go<xl work sidelingly they went. 
Hers was the instigation—none but she 
Willed that, if death should summon first her 
lord, 

Though she, sad relict, must dr?ig residue 
Of days encumljered by this load of wealth— 
(Submitted to with something of a grace 
So long as her surviving vigilance 
Might wt)rthily administer, convert 
Wealth to God’s glory and the gtKKl of man. 
Give, as in life, so now in death, effect 
To cherished purpose)—yet she liegged and 
prayed 

, That, wlien no longer slie could supervise 
I The House, it should liecome a Hospital: 

For the support whereof, lands, goods and cash 
Alike will go, in happy guardianship, 

To yonder church, La Ravissante: who debt 
To God and man undoubtedly will pay, 

“Not of the world, your heroine 

Do you know 

I saw her yesterday—set eyes upon 
The veritable personage, no dream ? 

I in the morning strolled this way, as oft, 

And stood at entry of the avenue. 

When, out from that first garden-gate, we 
gazed 

Upon and through, a small procession swept— 
Madame Miranda with attendants five. 

First, of herself: she wore a soft and white 
Engaging dress, with velvet stripesandsquares 
Severely black, yet scarce discounting: 

Fresh Paris-manufiicture t (Vire’s would 
I doubt it, but confess my igiKumm) 

Her figure 7 aomewiwt maH «nd 

;Herfoce7 w«ll, ikigiAiii^eolrml^ “.'jj*' 
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For thiag: which scarce suits a blonde, 
you know, 

Pretty you would not call her: though perhaps 
Attaining to the ends of prettiness 
And somewhat more, suppose enough of souL 
Then she is forty full: you cannot judge 
What beauty was her portion at eighteen, 
The age she married at. So, colourless 
I stick to, and if featureless I add, 

Your notion grows completer : for, although 
I noticed that her nose was aquiline, 

The whole effect amounts with me to—blank ! 
I never saw what I could less describe. 

The eyes, for instance, unforgettable 
Which ought to be, are out of mind as sight. 

Yet is there not conceivably a face, 

A set of wax-like features, blank at first. 
Which, as you bendingly grow warm alxive, 
Begins to take impressment from your breath ? 
Which, as your will itself were plastic here 
Nor needed exercise of handicraft. 

From formless moulds itself to correspond 
With all you think and feel and are—in fine 
Grows a new revelation yourself, 

Who know now for the first time what you 
want? 

Here has been something that could wait 
awhile. 

Learn your requirement, nor take shape before, 
But, by adopting it, make palpable 
Your right to an importance of your own, 
Companions somehow were so slow to sdm 
—Far delicater solace to conceit 
Than should some absolute and final fiice, 

Fit representative of soul inside, 

Summon you to surrender—in no way 
ypur breathes impressment, nor, in stranger*s 
guise, 

Yourself—or why of l^ce to challenge you ? 
Wby should your souTs reflection rule your 
soul? 

{** You means not you, nor me, nor anyone 
Framed for a reason I ^11 keep suppressed, 
To rather want a master than a slave: 

The Slavic still aspires to dominate 1) 
all I say is, that the to me 
One hhir of M im h i tm&ht Aw i Ph s^nificance 


To who had seen his soul reflected there 
By that symmetric silvery phantoni-like 
Figure, with other five processional. 

The first, a black-dressed matron—maybe, 
maid— 

Mature, and dragonish of aspect,—marched; 
Then four came tripping in a joyous flock, 
Two giant goats and two prodigious sheep 
Pure as the arctic fox that suits the snow 
Tripped, trotted, turned the march to merri¬ 
ment, 

But ambled at their mistress’ heel—for why ? 
A rod of guidance marked the Chdielmne^ 
And ever and anon would sceptre wave, 

And silky subject leave meandering. 

Nay, one great naked sheep-face stopped to 
ask 

I Who was the stranger, snuffed inquisitive 
My hand that made acquaintance with its nose, 
Examined why the hand—of man at least— 
Patted so lightly, warmly, so like life ! 

Are they such silly natures after all ? 

And thus accompanied, the paled-off space, 
Isleted shrubs and verdure, gained the group; 
Till, as I gave a furtive glance, and saw 
Her back-hair was a block of solid gold, 

The gate shut out my hannless question—Hair 
So young and yellow, crowning sanctity, 

And claiming solitude . , . can hair be false ? 

Shut in the hair and with it your last hope 
Yellow might on inspection pass for Red !— 
Red, Red, where is the tinge of promised Red 
In this old tale of town and country life, 

This rise and progress of a family ? 

First comes the bustling man of enterprise, 
The fortune-founding father, rightly rough, 
As who must grub and grab, play pioneer. 
Then, with a light and airy step, succeeds 
The son, surveys the fabric of his sire 
And enters home, ummirched from top to toe. 
Polish and education qualify 
Their fortunate possessor to confine 
His occupancy to the first-floor suite 
Rather keep exploring needlessly 
Where dwelt his sire content with cellamgc s 
Industry bustles underneath, no doubt, 

And supervisors Should hot sit too close. 
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Next, rooms built, there’s the furniture to buy, 
And what adornment like a worthy wife ? 

In comes she like some foreign cabinet, 
Purchased indeed, but purifying quick 
What space receives it from ail trafi&c-taint. 
She tells of other habits, palace-life ; 

Royalty may have pried into those depths 
Of sandal-wooded drawer, and set a-creak 
That pygmy portal pranked with laruli. 

More fit by far the ignoble we replace 
By objects suited to such visitant 
Than that we desecrate her dignity 
By neighlx)urhood of vulgar table, chair. 
Which haply helped old age to smoke and 
doze. 

The end is, an exchange of city-stir 
And too intrusive burgess-fellowship, 

For rural isolated elegance, 

Careless simplicity, how preferable I 
There one may fairly throw l)ehind one’s back 
The used-up worn-out Past, we want away. 
And make a fresh l>eginning of stale life. 

* In just the place ’—does anyone object ?— 

* Where aboriginal gentility 

Will scout the upstart, twit him with each 
trick 

Of townish trade-mark that stamps word and 
deed. 

And most of all resent that here town-dross 
He daubs with money-colour to deceive ! ’ 
Rashly objected ! Is there not the Church 
To intercede and bring benefic truce 
At outset ? She it is shall equalize 
The labourers i’ the vineyard, last as first. 
Pay court to her, she stops impertinence. 

* Duke, once your sires crusaded it, we know: 
Our friend the newcomer observes, no less, 
Your chapel, rich with their emblazonry, 
Wants roofing—might he but supply the 

means \ 

Marquise, 3rou gave the honour of your name, 
Titular patronage, abundant will 
To what should be an Orphan Institute: 
Gave everything but funds, in brief; and these, 
Our friend, the lady newly resident, 

Proposes to contribute, by your leave ! ’ 
Brothers and sisters lie they in thy lap, 

Thou none-eacclttding, albcollecting Church! 


Sure, one has half a foot i’ the hierarchy 
Of birth, when ‘ Nay, my dear,’ laughs out 
the Duke, 

^I’m the crown’s cushion-carrier, but the 
crown— 

Who gave its central glory, I or you ?’ 

When Marquise jokes ‘ My quest, forsooth ? 
Each doit 

I scrape together goes for Peter-|x;nce 
To purvey bread and water in his Ijonds 
For Peter’s self imprisoned—Lord, how long? 
Vours, yours alone the bounty, dear my dame, 
You plumped the purse which, poured into the 
plate, 

Made the Archbishop open brows so broad ! 
And if you really mean to give that length 
Of lovely lace to edge the robe !’ . . . Ah, 
friends, 

Gem better serves so than by calling crowd 
Round shop-front to admire the milUon’s- 
worth ! 

I^cc gets more homage than from lorpiette- 
stare. 

And comment coarse to match, (should one 
“display 

One’s robe a trifle o’er the baigmire-^'gft^) * 

* Well may she line her slippers with the like, 
If minded so! their shop it was produced 
That wonderful parure^ the other day, 
Whereof the Baron said it beggared him.* 
And so the paired Mirandas built their house, 
Enjoyed their fortune, sighed for family, 
Pound friends would serve their purpose quite 
as well, 

And come, at need, from Paris—anyhow, 
With evident alacrity, from Vire— 
Endeavour at the chase, at least succeed 
In smoking, eating, drinking, laughing, and 
Preferring country, oh so much to town ! 
Thus lived the husband; though his wife 
would sigh 

In confidence, when Countesses were kind, 

‘ Cut off from Paris and society ! ’ 

White, White, I once more round you in the 
ears 1 

Though you have marked it, in a corner, yours 

^ Box in theatre. 

2 Set of jewels. 
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♦Failtire* very 

flaiia# 

I ^jall iMckttowledge, on the snowy hem 
Of oriiinjiiy Ni|^*cap I Come, enough ! 

We have gone round its cotton vastitude, 

Or half-round, for the end’s consistent sdll, 

A ml-de*sac with stoppage at the sea. 

Here we return upon our steps. One look 
May bid good morning—properly good 
night— 

To civic bliss, Miranda and his male ! 

Are we to rise and g® ? ” 

No, sit and stay ! 
Now comes my moment, with the thrilling 
throw 

Of curtain from each side a shrouded case. 
Don’t the rings shriek an ominous “ Ha! ha! 
$0 you take Human Nature upon trust ? *’ 

List but with like trust to an incident 
Which speedily shall make quite Red enough 
Burn out of yonder spotless napery 1 
Sit on the little mound here, whence you sebc 
The whole of the gay front sun-satisfied, 

One laugh of colour and embellishment! 
Because it was there,—past those laurustines,^ 
On that smooth gravel-sweep ’twixt flowers 
and sward,— 

There tragic death befell; and not one grace 
Outspread before you but is registered 
In that sinistrous coil these last two years 
Were occupied in winding smooth again. 

True ? Well, at least it was conclude?^, 

Sworn to be truth, allowed by Law as such 
<With my concurrence, if it matter here) 

A month ago: at Vire they tried the case. | 

! 

. n. I 

Mbnstenr L^once Miranda, then, . • • but 
stay! 

rennft ine a preliminary word* ^ 

After, # shall ^ so straight to end $ | 

Hate the travelled lady, fottnd yourself 
6m or bath or cirque, 


I Renowned in story, dear through youthM 
dream? 

If not,—imagination serves as well. 

Try frmeydand, go back a thousand years, 
Or forward, half the number, and cemfront 
Some work of art gnawn hollow by Time’s 
tooth,— 

Hellenic temple, Roman theatre, 

Gothic cathedral, Gallic Tuileries, 

But ruined, one and whichsoe’er you like. 
Obstnictkms choke what still remains intact, 
Yet proffer change that’s picturesque in turn; 
Since little life begins where great life ends, 
And vegetation soon amalgamates, 

Smooths novel shape from out the shapeless 
old, 

Till broken column, battered comice block 
The centre with a bulk half weeds and 
flowers, 

Half relics you devoutly recognize. 

Devoutly recognizing,—^hark, a voice 
Not to be disregarded ! “ Man worked here 

Once on a time ; here needs again to work; 
Ruins obstruct, which man must remedy.” 
Would you demur “ Let Time fulfil his task, 
And, till the scythe-sweep find no obstacle, 
Let man be patient ” ? 

The reply were prompt: 
‘‘GUsteningly beneath the May-night moon, 
Herbage and floral coverture liedeck 
Von splintered mass amidst the solitude j 
Wolves occupy the background, or some 
snake 

Glides by at distance j picturesque enough J 
Therefore, preserve it ? Nay, pour daylight 
in,— 

The mound jM-oves swarming with humanity* 
There never was a thorough solitude, 

Now you look nearer i mortal busy life 
Firsts of all brought the crumblings down on 
pate, 

Which trip man’s foot still, plague his passage 
much, 

And prove—^what seems to you so ptetureique 
To him is * . * but experiment yourself 
On bow conducive to a Sm{^ home 
WBl he the yom imd Isr haae 
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B&SMts tessellated pavement,—equally i 

Affected by the scorpion for his nest,— 

While what o’crroofs bed is an architrave. 
Marble, and not unlikely to crush man 
To mummy, should its venerable prop, 

Some fig-tree-stump, play traitor underneath. 
Be wise I Decide ! For conservation’s sake, 
Clear the arena forthwith! lest the tread 
Of too-much-tried impatience trample out j 
Solid and unsubstantial to one blank 
Mud-mixture, picturesque to nolx)dy,— 

And, task done, quarrel with the j>arts intact 
Whence came the filtered fine dust, whence 
the crash 

Bides but its time to follow. Quick conclude 
Removal, time effects so tardily, 

Of what is plain obstruction; riihbibh cleared, 
Let partial-ruin stand while ruin may, 

And serve world’s use, since use is manifold. 
Repair wreck, stanchion^ wall to heart’s 
content, 

But never think of renovation pure 
And simple, which involves creation too. 
Transform and welcome! Yon tall tower 
may help 

(Though built to lx? a Ixilfry and nought else) 
Some Father Secchi - to tick Venus off 
In transit: never bring there IkjII again, 

To damage him aloft, brain us l)elow, 

When new vibrations bury both in brick ! ” 

Monsieur Lt^once Miranda, fiirnishing 
The application at his cost, poor soul! 

Was instanced how,—-because the world lay 
strewn 

With ravage of opinions in his path, 

And neither he, nor any friendly wit, 

Knew and could teach him which was firm, 
which frail, 

In his adventure to walk straight through lift* 
The partial-ruin,—in such enterprise. 

He straggled into rubbish, struggled on, 

And stumbled out again observably. 

“Yon buttress still can back me up,” he 
judged: 

And at a touch down came both he and it. 

1 Prop. 

• The famous astronomer. 
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“ A certain statue, I was warned against, 
Now, by good fortune, lies well under foot, 
And cannot tempt to folly any more ; ” 

So, lifting eye, aloft since safety lay, 

What did he light on ? tlie Idalian shape, 
The undeposed, erectly Victrix still I 
“ These steps ascend the labyrinthine stair 
Whence, darkling and on all-fours, out I 
stand 

Exalt and safe, and bid low earth adieu— 
Fur so instructs ‘Advice to who would 
climb:”’ 

And all at once the climbing landed him 
—Where, is my story. 

Take its moral first. 

Do you advise a climber ? Have respect 
To the pr)or head, with more or less of 
biains 

To spill, should breakage follow your advice 1 
Ilead-brejik to him will be heart-break to you 
For having preached “ Disturb no ruins here! 
Are not tliey crumbling of their own accord ? 
Meantime, let poets, painters keep a prize! 
Beside, a sage pedestrian picks his way.” 

A sage' pedestrian—such as you and I! 

What if there trip, in merry carelessness, 
iVnd come to grief, a weak and foolish child ? 
Be cautious how you counsel climbing, then 1 

Are you adventurous and climb yourself? 
Plant the f<x>t warily, accept a staff. 

Stamp only where you probe the standing- 
point, 

Move forwiird, well assureti that move you 
may: 

\\qiere you mistrust advance, stop short, there 
stick ! 

This makes advancing slow and difficult ? 
Hear what comes of the endeavour of brisk 
youth 

To foot it fast and easy ! Keep this same 
Notion of outside mound and inside mash, 
Towers yet intact round turfy rottenness, 
Symbolic partial-ravage,—keep in mind 1 
Here fortune placed his feet who first of all 
Found no incumbrance, till head found . . . 
But hear 1 

2 B 
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tliis $m i«wl lieir then of the jewelja:, 
MoniSeur L6once Miranda, at his birth, 
Mbced the Castihan passionate blind blood I 
With answerable go^, his mother’s gift. 

Of spirit, French and critical and cold. 

Such mixture makes a battle in the brain. 
Ending as ftuth or doubt gets uppermost; 
Then will has way a moment, but no more: 
So nicely-balanced are the adverse strengths, 
That victory entails reverse next lime. 

The tactics of the two are different 

And equalize the odds • for blood comes first, 

Surrounding life with undisputed fiiith. 

But presently, a new antagonist. 

By scarce-suspected passage m the dark, 
Steals spint, fingers at each crevice found 
Athwart feuth’s stronghold, fronts the as¬ 
tonished man: 

“ Such pains to keep me far, yet here stand 1, 
Your doubt mside the faith-defence of you 

With fruth it was friends bulwarked him 
about 

From infency to boyhood; so, by youth, 

He stood impenetrably circuited, 
Heaven-high and low as hell: what lacked 
he thus, 

Guarded against aggression, storm or sap? 
What foe would dare approach? Histone 
I>oubt? 

Ay, were there some half knowledge to attack! 
Batter doubt’s best, sheer ignorance will beat. 
Acumen metaphysic P-^nlls its way % 
Through what, I wonder I A thick feather¬ 
bed 

Of thoughtlessness, no operating tool— 
Framed to transpierce the flint-stone—fumbles 
at. 

With chance of finding an impediment! 

This Ravissaatti^ now; when he saw the 
church 

For the first time, and to his dying day, 

His firm belief was that the name kll fit 
From the Delivering Virgin, niched and 
hnown; 

A4 If ifchw wanted recttds to attest 
Tlie appellation was a pleasantry, 
lem^ring of Rare Vtssante« 


The proper name which erst our province 

He would have ic^d you that Saint Aldabert 
Founded the church, (Heaven early frivoured 
France,) 

About the second century from Christ; 
Though the true man was Bishop of Rairn^ 
liaux, 

Eleventh in succession, Eldobert, 

Who flourished after some six hundred years. 
He It was brought the image “from afar,” 
(Made out of stone the place produces still) 

“ InfrinUne Art divinely artless,” (Art 
In the decrepitude of Decadence,) 

And set it up a working miracles 
Until the Northmen’s fury laid it low, 

Not long, however : an egregious sheep. 
Zealous with scratching hoof and routing horn, 
Unearthed the image in good MaiUeville’s 
time. 

Count of the country. If the tale be false, 
Why stands it carved abo\ e the portal plain?” 
Monsieur lafonce Miranda used to ask. 

To Londres uent the prize in solemn pomp, 
But, liking old abode and loallung new, 

Was borne—this time, by angels—back again. 
And, reinaugurated, miracle 
Succeeded miracle, a lengthy list, 

Until indeed the culmination came— 
Archbishop Chaumont prayed a prayer and 
voiced 

A vow — gained prayer and paid vow 
properly— 

For the conversion of Pnnee Vertgalant. 
These fo.cts, sucked in along with mother’s- 
milk, 

I ^ ^ 

Monsieur Leonce Miranda would dispute 
As soon as that his hands were flesh and bone, 
Milk-nounshed two-and twenty years liefore. 
So fortified by blind Castilian Wood, 

What say you to the chances of French cold 
Critical spirit, should Voltaire besiege 
Alp, Apenmne, and fortified redoubt” ? 
Ay, would such spirit please to play foith^s 
game 

Failb^s way, attack where iiith defonds m 
well! 

But then it shiftsi tries other strata* 
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CaMness grpws warmth, the critical becomes 
tJhquestioning acceptance* “ Shareand share 
Alike in facts, to truth add other truth 1 
Why with old truth needs new truth dis¬ 
agree?” 

Thus doubt was found invading faith, this 
time, 

By help of not the spirit bvit the flesh : 

Fat Rabelais chuckled, where faith lay in wait 
For lean Voltaire’s grimace—French, either 
foe. 

Accordingly, while round about our friend 
Ran feith without a break which learned eye 
Could find at two-and-twenty years of age, 
The twenty-two-years-old frank footstep soon 
Assured itself there spread a standing-space 
Flowery and comfortable, nowise rock 
Nor pebble-pavement roughed for champion’s 
tread 

Who scorns discomfort, pacing at his post. 
Tall, long-limbed, shoulder right and shoulder 
left, 

And ’twixt curomia ^ such a latitude, I 

Black heaps of hair on head, and blacker bush 
O’er-rioting chin, cheek and throat and chest,— 
His brown meridiunal ttmperament I 

Told him—or rather piickcd into his sense 
Plainer than language—“Pleasant station 
here ! 

Youth, strength, and lustihood can sleep on 
turf 

Yet pace the stony platform afterward ; 

First signal of a foe and up they start! 

Saint EJdoliert, at all such vanity, 

Nay—sinfulness, bad shaken head austere, i 
Had he? But did Prince Vcrtgalant? And yet, 
After how long a sluml)cr, of what sort, 

Was it, he stretched octc^cnary joints 
And, nigh o« Day-of-Judgmcnt trumpet-blast. 
Jumped up and manned wall, brisk as any 
bee?’* 

Nor Rabelais nor Voltaire, but SganareUe,^ 
You comprehend, was pushing through the 
chink t 

* Shoulder-blades. * See MoMre* 


That stager in the saint’s correct costume, 
Who ever has his speech in readiness 
For thickhead juvenility at fault: 

“ Go pace yon platform and play sentinel I 
You won’t? The worse! but still a worse 
might hap. 

Stay then, provided that you keep in sight 
The battlement, one bold leap lands you by I 
Resolve not desperately ‘ Wall or turf. 
Choose this, choose that, but no alternative!’ 
No ! Earth left once were left for good and 
all; 

‘ With Heaven you may accommodate your¬ 
self.’ ” 

Saint Eldobert—I much approve his mode; 
With sinner Vertgalant I sympathize ; 

But histrionic Sganarelle, w'ho prompts 
While pulling back, refuses yet concedes,— 
Whether he preach in chair, or print in l)ook, 
Or whisper due sustainment to weak flesh, 
Counting his sham beads threaded on a lie— 
.Surely, one should bid pack that mountebank I 
Surely, he must have momentary fits 
Of self:sufficient stage-forgetfulness, 

Escapmgs of the actor-lassilude 
When he allows the grace to show the grin. 
Which ought to let even thickheads recognize 
(Thiough all the busy and bcnefic part,— 
Bridge-building, or rock-nviug, or good clean 
Transport of church and congregation both 
From this to that place with no harm at all,) 
The Devil, that old stager, at his tjick 
Of general utility, who leads 
Downward, perhaps, but fiddles all the way I 

Therefore, no sooner docs our candidate 
For saintship spt^tlessly emerge soul-cleansed 
From First Communion to mount guard at 
post, 

Paris-proof, top to toe, than up there starts 
’ The Spirit ofthc Boulevard—you know Who— 
With jocund “ So, a structure fixed as ftite, 
Faith’s tower joins on to lower, no ring more 
round, 

Full fifty years at distance, too, from youth ! 
Once reach that precinct and there fight your 
best, 
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As looking back you wonder what has come 
Of daisy-dappled turf you danced across! 
Few flowers that played with youth shall 
pester age. 

However age esteem the courtesy; 

And Eldobert was something past his prime, 
Stocked Caen with churches ere he tried hand 
here. 

Saint-Sauveur, Notre-Dame, Saint-Pierre, 
Saint-Jean 

Attest his handiwork commenced betimes. 
He probably would preach that turf is mud. 
Suppose it mud, through mud one picks a 
way, 

And when, clay-clogged, the straggler steps 
to stone, 

He uncakes shoe, arrives in manlier guise 
Than carried pick-a-back by Eldobert 
Big-bal^-fashion, lest his leathers leak ! 

All that parade about Prince Vertgalant 
Amounts to—your Castilian helps enough— 
Invent overn qua perierat: 

But ask the pretty votive statue-thing 
What the lost sheep’s meantime amusements 
were 

Till the Archbishop found him ! That stays 
blank: 

Tliey wasdiedthe fleece well and forgot the rest. 
Make haste, since time flies, to determine, 
though I ” 

Thus opportunely took up parable,— 
Admonishing Miranda just emerged 
Pure from ITie Ravissante and Paris-proof,— 
Saiht Sganarelle: then slipped aside, changed 
mask, 

And made re-entry as a gentleman 
Bom of the Boulevard, with another speech 
I spare you. 

So, the year or two revolved, 
And ever the young man was dutiful 
To altar and to hearth: had confidence 
In the whole Ravissandsh history, 

Vditaire ? Who ought to know so much of 
- 

whom only boys think sage,— 
A| one whw Mier’s house upon the Quai 


Neighboured the very house where that 
Voltaire 

Died mad and raving, not without a burst 
Of squibs and crackers too significant ? 
Father and mother hailed their best of sons, 
Type of obedience, domesticity, 

Never such an example inside doors! 
Outside, as well not keep too close a watch; 
Youth must be left to some discretion there. 

I And wliat discretion proved, I find deposed 
At Vire, confirmed by his own words: to wit, 
JIow, with the sprightliness of twenty-five. 
Five—and not twenty, for he gave their names 
With laudable precision—were the few 
Appointed by him unto mistress-ship; 

While, meritoriously the whole long week 
A votary of commerce only, week 
Ended, “ at shut of shop on Saturday, 

Do I, as is my wont, get drank,” he writes 
In airy record to a confidant* 

“ Bragging and lies ’ ” replied the apologist: 
“ And do I lose by that ? ” laughed Somebody 
At the Court-edge a-tiptoe, mid the crowd, 
In his own clothes, a-hstening to men’s I.aw 

Thus while, prospectively a coml>atant, 

The volunteer t>ent brows, clenched jaws, 
and fierce 

Wbisticd the march-tune “ Warrior to the 
j wall! ” 

I Something like flowery laughters round his feet 
; Tangled him of a sudden >Mth “ Sleep fiistl ” 
And feirly flat upon the turf sprawletl he 
And let strange creatures make his mouth 
their home. 

Anyhow, ’tis the nature of the soul 
To seek a show of durability, 

Nor, changing, plainly be the slave of change. 
Outside the turf, the towers: but, round the 
turf, 

A tent may rise, a temporary shroud, 

Mock-faith to suit a mimic dwelling-place : 
Tent which, while screening jollity inside 
From the external circuit—evermore 
A menace to who lags when he should march— 
Yet stands a-tremblc, ready to collapse 
At touch of foot: turf is acknowledged grass. 
And grass, though pillowy, held cpntcmprible 
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Compared with solid rock, the rampired ridge. 
To truth a pretty homage thus we pay 
By testifying—what wc dally with, 
h'alsehood, (which, never fear we take for 
truth 1) 

We may enjoy, but then—how we despise ! ; 

Accordingly, on weighty business Iwund, 
Monsieur Leonce Miranda stooped to play, ! 
But, with experience, soon reduced the game 
To principles, and thenceforth played by rule: 
Rule, dignifying sport as sport, proclaimed 
No less that sport w'as s|X)rt and nothing more. ; 
He understood the worth of womankind,— 
To furnish man—provisionally—sport: 

Sport transitive—such earth’samusementsare: 
But, seeing tliat amusements pall by use, 
Variety therein is requisite. 

And since the serious work of life were 
wronged 

Should w^e V>estow importance on our play, 

It follows, in such womankind-pursuit, 
Cheating is lawful chase. We have to spend 
An hour—they want a lifetime thrown aw'ay: 
We seek to tickle sense—they ask for soul, 

As if soul hud no higher ends to serve I 
A stag-hunt gives llie royal creature law 
Bat-fowling is all fair with birds at roost, 

The lantern and the clapnet suit the hedge. 
Which must explain why, bent on Boulevard 
game, 

Monsieur LA>nce Miranda decently 
Was prudent in his plcfusure—jxissed himself 
Off on the fragile fair alKmt his path 
As the gay devil rich in mere g<Hxl looks, 
Youth, hojxj—what matter themgh the purse 
be void ? 

** If I were only young Miranda, now, 
Instead of a }x>or clerkly drudge at desk 
All day, poor artist vainly bruising brush 
On palette, poor musician scraping gut 
With horsehair teased that no harmonics come! 
Then would I love with liberality, 

Then would I pay !—who now shall be rejmid, 
Repaid alike for present pain and past, 

If Mademoiselle permit the contre-danse. 
Sing * Gay in garret youth at twenty lives,* 
And afterward accept a lemonade I ** 


Such sweet facilities of intercourse 
Afford the Winter-Garden and Mabille I 
“Oh, I unite”—runs on the confidence, 

Poor fellow, that was read in open Court, 

—“Amusement with discretion ; never fear 
My escapades cost more than market-price ! 
No durably-attached Miranda-dupe, 

Sucked dry of substance by two clinging 
lips, 

Promising marriage, and performing it! 

Tnisl me, I know the world, and know myself, 
And know where duty takes me—in good 
time ! ” 

Thus foitified and realistic, then, 

At all points thus against illusion armed, 

He wisely did New Year inaugurate 
By playing truant to the favoured five : 

And sat installed at “The Varieties,”— 
Playhouse appropriately named,—to note 
(Prying amid the turf that's flowery there) 
What primrose, firstling of the year, might 
push 

The snows aside to deck his button-hole— 
Unnoticed by that outline sad, severe, 
(Though fifty good long years removed from 
youth) 

That tower and tow’er,—our image, bear in 
mind ! 

No sooner was he sealed than, behold, 

Out burst a polyanthus I He was Svare 
Of a young woman niched in neighbourhood; 
And ere one moment flitted, fast was he 
Found captive to tlie beauty evermore. 

For life, for death, for heaven, for hell, her 
owm. 

Philost>phy, bew^ail thy fate I Adieu, 

Youth realistic and illusion-proof! 

Monsieur Leonce Miranda,—hero late 
Who “understood the worth of womankind,” 
“ Who found therein — provisionally — 
sport,”— 

Felt, in the flitting of a moment, fool 
Was he, and folly all that seemed so wise. 
And the best proof of wisdom’s birth would be 
That he made all endeavour, body, soul, 

By any means, at any sacrifree 
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Of labottri wealth, repute, and (—^welh the 
time 

Ror choosing between heaven on earth, and 
heaven 

In heaven, was not at tmnd immediately—) 
Made all endeavour, without loss incurred 
Of one least minute, to obtain her love. 

“ Sport transitive ? ” << Variety required ? ” 

“ In loving were a lifetime thrown away ?” 
How singularly may young men mistake ! 
The fault must be repaired with energy. 

Monsieur LA>nce Miranda ate her up 
With eye-devounng; when the unconsaous 
fair 

Passed from the close-packed hall, he pressed 
behind; 

She mounted vehicle, he did the same, 

Coach stopped, and cab fast folkjwed, at one 
door— 

Good house in unexceptionable street. 

Out steRJed the lady,—never think, alone ! 
A mother was not wanting to the maid, 

Or, may be, wife, or widow, might one say ? 
Out stepped and properly down flung himself 
Monsieur L^once Miranda at her feet— 

And never left them after, so to sfieak, 

For twenty years, till his last hour of life, 
When he released them, as precipitate. 

Love profiered and accepted then and there! 
Such potency in word and look lias truth. 

Truth I say, truth I mean: this love was true, 
And the rest happened by due conse<tuence. 
By which we are to learn that there exists 
A filsish ftilse, for truth’s inside the same, 
And truth that’s only half true, falsish truth. 
The better for both parties! folk may taunt 
That half your rock-built wall is rubble-heap; 
Answar them, half their flowery turf is stones! 
Out fidend bad hitherto l>een decking coat 
If not with stones, with weeds tliat stf»nes beflt, 
With dandelions—** primrose-buds,” smirked 
he? 

Thlf pmed a polyanthus on his breast, 

or prhse-Iawless, flower the same. 

Sp wdth Ms othe ins^ 

the Ka^ssante ? 


And what a flower of flowers he chanced on 
now 1 

To primrose, polyanthus I prefer 
As illustration, from the fancy-fact 
That out of simple came the composite 
By culture; that the florist bedded thick 
Hispnmrose-root in ruddle,^ bullock’s blood, 
Ochre and devils’-dung, for aught I know, 
Until the pale and pure grew fiery-fine, 

Ruby and topax, rightly namal anew. 

This lady was no product of the plain ; 

Social manure had raised a rarity. 

Clara de Millefleurs {note the happy name) 
Blazed in the full blown glory of her Spring. 
Peerlessly perfect, fonn and face i for lx>th— 
Imagine what, at seventeen, may have 
proved 

Miss Pages, the actress: Pages herself, my 
dear I ” 

Noble she was, the name denotes : .and rich ? 
“The apartment in this Coliseum Street, 
Furnished, my dear, with such an elegance, 
Testifies wealth, my dear, sufhnently • 

What quality, what style and title, eh ? 

Well now, waive nonsense, you and I are 
l)oys 

No longer: somewhere must a screw be 
slack ! 

Don’t fancy, Duchesses descend at door 
From carriage-step to stranger prostrate 
stretched, 

And bid him take heart, and deliver mind, 
March in and make himself at ease forth¬ 
with,— 

However broad his chest and black his beard, 
And comely his belongings,—all through love 
Protested in a world of ways &ive one 
Hinting at marriage! ”—^marriage which yet 
meaas 

Only the obvious method, easiest help 
To satisimtion of love’s first demand, 

That love endure eternally: “my dear, 
Somewhere or other must a screw be slack) 

Truth is the proper policy: from truth— 
Whatever the force wherewith you fling your 
igjeech,— 

^ Red earth or chalk. 
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Be mtt that speech will lift you, by rebound, 
Somewhere above the lowness of a lie I 
Monsieur I>^oncc Miranda heard too true 
A tale—perhaps I may subjoin, too trite ! 

As the meek martyr takes her statued stand 
Above our pity, claims our worship just 
Because of what she puts in evidence, 

Signal of suffering, tedge of torture l>omc 
In days gone by, shame then but glory now, 
Barb, in the breast, turned aureole for the 
front 1 

So, half timidity, composure half, 

Clara de Milleflcurs told her martyrdom. 

Of poor though noble parentage, deprived 
T<x) early of a father’s guardianship, 

What wonder if the prodigality 
Of nature in the girl, whose mental gifts 
Matched her extenial dowry, form and face— 
If these suggested a too prompt resource 
To the resourceless mother? “Try' the Stage 
And so e.scape starvation ! Prejudice 
Defames Mimetic Art: Ik? yours to prove 
That gold and flroas may meet and never mix, 
Purity plunge in pitch yet soil no plume ! ” 

All was prepared in I-ondon- (you conceive 
The natural shrinking from publicity 
In Paris, where the name excites remark) 
London was ready for the grand ; 
When some perverse ill-fortune, incident 
To art mimetic, some malicious thnist 
Of Jealousy who sidles ’twixt the scenes 
Or po^^s up sudden from the prompter’s 
hole,— 

Somehow the brilliant bubble bursts in suds. 
Want followed: in a foreign land, the t>air ! 
O hurry over the catastrophe— 

Mother tot> .sorely templed, daughter tried 
Scarcely so much as ciraimvented, ssiy 1 
Caged unsusf)ecting artless innocence I 

Monsieur L<^'once Miranda tell the rest!- 
The rather that he told it in a style 
To pusde Court Guide students, much more 
me. 

** Brief, she became the favourite of Lord N., 
An nged Imt illustrious Duke, thereby 


Breaking the heart of his competitor 
The Prince of O. Behold her palaced straight 
In splendour, clothed in diamonds ” (phrase 
how fit I), 

“ Giving tone to the City l>y the Thames! 
Lord N., the aged but illustrious Duke, 

Was even on the point of wedding her. 

Giving his name to her” {why not to us?) 

“ But that her better angel interposed. 

She fled from such a fate to Paris l>ack, 

A fortnight since: conceive Lord N.’s dc- 
spaii I 

Duke as he is, there’s no invading France. 

He must restrict pursuit to postal plague 
Of writing letters daily, duly read 
As darlingly she hands them to myself. 

The privileged supplanter, who therewith 
Light a cigar and see abundant blue ”— 
(pjther of heaven or else Havanna-smoke.) 
“Think! she, who helped herself todiamonds 
late, 

In ixrssion of disinterestedness 
Now—will accept no tribute of my love 
Beyond a paltry ring, three Louis’-w^orlh I 
Little she knows I have the rummaging 
Of old Paf>a’s shop in the Place Vendome 1 ” 
.Su wrote entiancedly to confidant 
Monsieur Leonce Miranda. Surely now% 

If Heaven, that sees all, understands no less, 
It finds temptation pardonable here, 

It mitigates the promised punishment, 

It recognizes that to tarry just 
An April hour amid such dainty turf 
Means no rebellion against task imposed 
Of journey to the distant wall one day? 
Monsieur Ivt^once Miranda puts the case ! 
Love, he is purposed to renounce, abjure ; 
But meanwhile, is the case a common one ? 
Is it the vulgar sin, none hales as he ? 

Which <|uesUon, put dirc*ctly to “his dear” 
(His brother—I will tell you in a trice) 

Was doubtless meant, by due ratnindering. 
To reach, to fall not unoljiserved before 
The auditory cavern ’neath the cope 
Of Her, the placable, the Ravissante. 
Buthere*sthe drawback, that the imagesmiles. 
Smiles on, smiles ever, says to supplicant 
** Ay, ay, ay”—like some kindly weathercock 
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Whidi, stuck fast at Set Fair, Favonian 
Breease,^ 

Still warrants you from rain, though Ausler’s 
lead 

Bring down the skyabovc your cloaktessrairlb. 
Had he proposed this question to, nor ** dear” 
Nor Ravissante, but prompt to the Police* 
The Commissary of his Quarter, now— 
There had been shaggy eyebrows elevate 
With twinkling apprehension in each orb 
Beneath, and when the sudden shut of mouth 
Relaxed,—Up pressing Up, lest out should 
plump 

The ]»ide of knowledge in too frank a flow,— 
Then, feet on feet forthcoming, dose were dealt 
Of truth remedial in sufficiency 
To save a chicken threatened with the pip, 
Head^staggers and a tumble from its perch. 

Alack, it was the lady’s self that made 
The revelation, after certain days 
—Nor so unwisely \ As the haschisch-man 
Prepares a novice to receive his drug, 
Adroitly hides the soil with sudden spread 
Of carpet ere he seats his customer : 

Then shows him how to smoke liimself alxmt 
With Paradise; and only when, at puff 
Of pipe, the Houri dances round the brain 
Of dreamer, does he judge no need is now 
For drcunispcctiun and punctiliousness; 

He may resume the serviceable scrap 
That niade the votary unaware of mucl^ 
Just thus the lady, when her brewage—love— 
Was well a-fiime about tiie novice-brain, 

Saw she might txildly pluck from underneath 
Her lover the preliminary lie. 

Clam de Millefleurs, of the noble race, 

Was Lucie Steiner, child to Dominique 
And Magdalen Commercy; born at Sierck, 
About the bottom of the Social Couch. 

The father having come and gone again, 

Tim mother and the daughter found their way 
To and professed mode-merchandise, 
mlflmers, we English roughlier say; 
jocm a fel}ow«lodger in the house, 

* West wind 



Monsieur Ulysse Muhlhausen, young and 
smart, 

Tailor by trade, perceived his housemate** 
youth, 

Smartness, and beauty over and above. 
Courtship was brief, and marriage followed 
quick, 

And quicklier—impecuniosity. 

The young pair quilted Paris to reside 
At Ix)ndon : which repaid the compliment 
Put scur\ ily, since not a whit the more 
Trade prospered ]>y the Thames than by the 
Seine. 

J‘'ailing all other, as a last resource, 

“ lie would have trafficked in lus wife,”— 
she said. 

If for that cause they quarrelled, ’twas, I fear, 
Rather from reclamation of her rights 
To wifely independence, than jis wronged 
Otherwise by the course of life proposed : 
Since, on escape to Pans back again 
From horror and the husband,—ill-exchanged 
For safe maternal home recovered thus,— 

I find her domiciled and dominant 
In that apartment, Coliseum Street, 

Where all the splcndul magic met and mazed 
Monsieur Ixonce Miranda’s \enturous eye. 
Only, the same was furnished at the cost 
Of someone notable in days long since, 
Carhno Centufeuli; he it was 
Found entertaining unawares—if not 
An angel, yet a youth in seaich of one. 

Why this revealracnl after reticence ? 
Wherefore, beginning “ Millefleurs,” end at 
all 

Steiner, Muhlhausen, and the ugly rest? 
Because the unsocial pursc-complrolling 
wight, 

Carlino Centofenti,—made aware 
By misadventure that his liounty, crumbs 
From taUe, comforted a visitant,^— 

Took churlish leave, and left, too, debts to 

pay* 

la)aded with debts, the lady needs must bring 
Her soul to 1>^ assistance from a friend 
Beade that paltry ring, three Louis’-worth $ 
.\iid thcrefi;ire might the little circumstantpe 
That Monsieur Lionce had the rummaging 
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Of old Papa’s shop in the Place Vend6me I Hoisted on pole, to dogs’ and cals’ despair J 


Pass, perhaps, not so unobservably. 

Frail shadow of a woman in the 6csh, 

These very eyes of mine saw yesterday, 
Would I re*tell this story of your woes, 
Would I have heart to do you detriment 
By pinning all this shame and sorrow plain 
To that poor chigmn ^—staying with me still, 
Though fonn and face have well-nigh faded 
now,— 

But that men read it, rough in brutal pnnt, 
As two years since some functionary’s voice 
Rattled all this—and more by very much— 
Into the ear of vulgar Court and crowd ? 
Whence, by reverberation, rumblings grew 
To what had proved a week-long roar in 
France, 

Had not the dreadful cannonry drowned all. 
Was, now, the answer of your advocate 
More than just this? “The shame fell long 
ago, 

The sorro\\ keeps increasing ; Cod forbid 
We judge man by the feulls of youth in age I ” 
[*ermit me the expression of a hope 
Your youth proceeded like your avenue, 
Stepping by bush, and tree, and taller tree, 
Until, columnar, at the house they end. 

So might your creeping youth columnar rise 
And reach, by year and year, symmetrical, 
To where all shade stops short, shade’s ser¬ 
vice done. 

Bushes on either side, and boughs above, 
Darken, deform the {xith else sun would 
streak; 

And, cornered half-way soinew here, I suspect 
Stagnation and a horse-pond; hurry past I 
For here’s the house, the happy half-and-half 
Existence«~such as stands for happiness 
True and entire, howe’er the squeamish talk ! 
Twenty years long, you may have loved this 
man; 

He must have loved you; that’s a pleasant life, 
Whatever was your right to lead the same. 
The white domestic pigeon pairs secure, 

Nay, does mere duty by bestowing tgg 
In authorked compartment, warm and safe, 
Boarding about, and gilded spire above, 


But I have spied a veriest trap of twigs 
On tree-top, every straw a thievery, 

Where the wild dove—despite the fowler’s 
snare, 

The sportsman’s shot, the urchin’s stone,— 
crooned gay, 

And solely gave her heart to what she hatched. 
Nor minded a malignant world below, 

/throw first stone forsooth ? ’Tis mere assault 
Of playful sugarplum against your cheek, 
Which, if it makes cheek tingle, wij)c > off 
rouge ! 

VoUf my worst woman? Ah, that touches 
pride, 

Puts on his mettle the exhibitor 
Of Night-caps, if you taunt him “ This, no 
doubt,— 

Now we have got to Female-garniture,— 
Crowns your collection, Reddest of the row ! ” 
O unimaginative ignorance 
Of what dye’s depth keeps best apart from 
worst 

In womankind! — how heaven's own pure 
may seem 

To blush aurorally beside such blanched 
Divineness as the women-wreaths named 
White; 

While hell, eruptive and fuliginous, 

Sickens to very pallor as I point 
Her place to a Red clout called woman too! 
Hail, heads that ever had such glory once 
Touch you a moment, like God’s cloven 
tongues 

Of fire ! your lambent aureoles lost may leave 
You marked yet, dear beyond true diadems : 
And hold, each foot, nor spurn, to man's 
disgrace, 

What other twist of fetid rag may ^11! 

Ixt slink into the sewer the cupping-cloth ! 

Lucie, much solaced, I re-finger you, 

The medium article; if ruddy-marked 
With iron-mould, your cambric,—clean at 
least 

I From poison**speck of rot and purulence. 

I Lucie Muhlhausen said—Su^ thing am I: 
I Love me, or love me not! ” Miranda said 
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** I love, more than ever, most for tlus.^* 

ttwe revelation of the very truth 
Proved the concluding necessary shake 
Which bids the tardy mixture crystalline 
Or else stay ever liquid ; shoot up shaft, 
Durably diamond, or evaporate— 

Sluggish solution through a minute^s slip. 
Monsieur L^once Miranda took lus soul 
In both his hands, as if it were a vase, 

To see what came of the convulsion there, 
And found, amid subsidence, love new-lx>rn 
So sparklingly resplendent, old was new. 

Whatever be my lady’s present, past, 

Or future, this is certain of my soul, 

I love her ; in despite of all I know, 
Defiance of the much I have to fear, 

I venture happiness on what I hope, 

And love her from this day for evermore : 

Ko prejudice to old profound resjxict 
For certain Powers! I trust they Ixjar in 
mind 

A most peculiar case, and straighten out 
What’s crooked there, Ix^fore we close ac¬ 
counts. 

Kenounce the world for them—some day I 
will: 

Meantime, to me let her Ixjcome tlie world ! ” 

Thus mutely might our friend soUlcx|ui 2 e 
Over the tradesmen’s bills, his Clara’s gift— 
In the apartment. Coliseum Street, 

Carlino Cento&nti’s legacy, ^ 

Provided rent and taxes were discharged— 
In face of Steiner now, De Millefleurs once, 
The taUoFs wife and runaway confcssecL 

On «uch a lady if election light, 

(According to a social prejudice) 
if henceforth all the world ” she constitute 
For any lover,—needs must he renounce 
Om world in ordimuy, walked alxait 
©ouplcs loving as its laws prescrilie,— 
Edsutneiation sometimes difficult. 

IKnti in this instance, time and place and 

thing 

to sttnplify experiment, 

in the current phrase, 
wtiWiiiv f ltt eituatioii nassablv. 


For first fecility, his brother died— 

Who was, I should have told you, confidant. 
Adviser, referee and substitute, 

All from a distance s but I knew how soon 
This younger brother, lost in Portugal, 

Had to dejxirt and leave our friend at large. 
Cut off ahniptly from companionship 
With hi other-soul of bulk about as big, 
(Obvious recipient—by intelligence 
And sympathy, jx>or little pair of souls— 

Of much affection and some foolishness) 
Monsieur I>conce Miranda, meant to lean 
Ily nature, needs must shift the leaning-place 
To his love’s bosom from his brother’s neck, 
Or fall flat unrelieved of freight sublime. 

Next died the lord of the Aladdin’s cave, 
Master o’ the mint and keeper of the keys 
Of chests chokeful with gold and silver 
changed 

By Art to forms where wealth forgot itself. 
And caskets where reposed each pullet-egg 
Of diamond, slipping flame from fifty slants. 
In short, the father of the family 
Took his departure also from our scene, 
Leaving a ht succession to his heir 
Monsieur L^once Miranda,—** fortunate 
If ever man was, in a father’s death,” 

(So commented the world,—not he, too kind, 
Could that be, rather than scarce kind 
enough) 

Indisputably fortunate so far, 

That little of incumbrance in his path, 

Which money kicks aside, would lie there 
long. 

And finally, a rough but wholesome shock, 
An accident which comes to kill or cure, 

A jerk which mends a dislocated joint! 

Such happy chance, at cost of twinge, no 
doubt, 

Into the socket Imck again put truth, 

And stopped the limb from longer dragging 
lie. 

For love suggested ** Better shamble on, 

And bear youi lameness with what grace you 
may r* 

And birt fm- this rude wholesome aaddeut» 



OR TURF ANI> TOWERS 


3§S 


Continuance of disguise and subterfuge, 
Retention of first falsehood as to name 
And nature in the lady, might have proved 
Too necessary for abandonment. 

Monsieur L^once Miranda probably 
Had else l>een loath to cast the mask aside, 

So politic, so self-preservalive, 

Therefore smj pardonable—though so wrong! 
For see the bugteir in the background! 
Breathe 

But ugly name, and wind is sure to waft 
The huslumd news of the wife’s whereal)Oul; 
From where he lies perdue in London town, 
Forth steps the needy tailor on the stage, 
Deitydike from dusk machine of fog, 

And claims his consort, or his consort’s worth 
In rubies which her price is far al>ove. 

Hard to propitiate, harder to oppose,— 

Who but the man’s self came to banish fear, 

A pleasant apparition, such as shocks 
A moment, tells a tale, then goes for good! 

Monsieur Ulysse Muhlhausen proved no less 
Nor more than “(lustave,” Uxlging oppt>site 
Monsieur I.eoncc Miranda’s diamond-cave 
And niby-mine, and lacking little thence 
Save that its gnome would keep the captive 
safe, 

Never return his Clara to his arms. 

For why ? lie was become the man in vc^uc, I 
The mdispensable to who went clothed 
Nor cared encounter Paris-fashion’s blame,— 
Such miracle could lAindon absence work. 
Rolling in riches—so translate ** the vogue”— 
Rather Ms object was to keep off claw I 

Should griffin scent the gold, sliould wife lay j 
claim j 

To lawfiil portion at a future day, 

Than tempt his fmrtncr from her private 
spoils. 

Best forage each for each, nor coupKnl hunt! 

Pumsontly, one morning,—knock at do<»r 
With knuckle, dry authoritative cough, 

And easy stamp of foot, broke startlingly 
On household slumber. Coliseum Street: 
**Admittaiice in the name of Law 1” In 
marched 


The Commissary and subordinate. 

One glance sufficed them. “A marital pair: 
We certify, and bid good morning, sir ! 

M adame, a thousand pardons! ” Whereupon 
Monsieur Ulysse Muhlhausen, otherwise 
Called “ Gustave” for conveniency of trade, 
Deposing in due form complaint of w^rong, 
Made his deimind of remedy—divorce 
From bed, tward, share of name, and part in 
goods. 

Monsieur Leonce Miranda owned his fault, 
Protested liLs pure ignorance, from first 
To last, of rights infringed in “Gustave’s” 
case: 

Submitted him to judgment. Law decreed 
“ BiKly and goods be henceforth separate ! ” 
And thereupon each party took its way, 

This right, this left, rejoicing, to abide 
Estranged yet amicable, opposites 
j In life as in respective dwelling-place. 

Still does one read on his establishment 
Ilugc-lettered “(kistavc,”—gold out-glitter- 
ing 

“ Miranda, goldsmith,’’just across the street— 
“A first-rate hand at riding-habits”—say 
The instructed—“special cut of chamber- 
robes.” 

Thus by a rude in seeming—rightlier judged 
Beneficent surprise, publicity 
Stopped further fear and trembling, and what 
tale 

Cowardice thinks a covert: one bold splash 
Into the mid-shame, and the shiver ends, 
Though cramp and drowning may begin 
perhaps. 

To cite just one more point which crowned 
success: 

Madame, Miranda’s mother, most of all 
An tilistacle to his projected life 
In licence, as a daughter of the Church, 
Dutei:ms, exemplary, severe by right— 
Moreover one most thoroughly lieioved 
Without a rival till the other sort 
Possessed her son,—^first storm of anger spent, 
She seemed, though gramblingly and grudg¬ 
ingly# 



$ 


REB COTtON NIGHt-CAP COUNTRY 



To lot be what needs must be, acquiesce. 

With Heaven—accommodation possible ! ” 
Saint Sganarellehad preached with such effect, 
She saw now mitigating circumstance. 

The erring one was most unfortunate, 

No question: but worse Magdalens repent, j 
Were Clara free, did only Law allow. 

What fitter choice in marriage could have 
made 

L^nce or anybody ? ” ’Tis alleged 
And evidenced, 1 find, by advocate 
** Never did she consider such a tie 
As baleful, springe to snap whate’er the cost.” 
And when the couple were in safety once 
At Ciairvaux, motherly, considerate. 

She shrank not from advice. “Since safe 
you be, 

Safely abide! for winter, I know well, 

Is troublesome in a cold country-house. 

1 recommend the south room, that we styled, 
Your sire and I, the winter-chamber.” 

Chance 

Or purpose,—who can read the mystery ?— 
Combined, I say, to bid “Entrench yourself, 
Monsieur Leonce Miranda, on this turf, 
About this flower, so firmly that, as tent 
Rises on every side around you both, 

The question shall become,—Which arrogates 
Stability, this tent or those fetr towers ? 

May not the temporary structure suit 
The stable circuit, co-exist in peace ?— 
Always until the proper time, no fear ! 

‘ Lay flat your lent I ’ is easier said than done.” 

So, witli the best of auspices, l)etook 
Themselves Leonce Miranda and his bride— 
I^oviaionary—to their Clairvaux house, 
Never to leave it—till the projjer time. 

I told you what was Clainwix-Priory 
Ere the improper time s an old demesne 
With memories,—relic half, and ruin whole,— 
tlWf very place, then, to repair the wits 
Worn out with Faris-trafli<!| when its lord, 
Mmuda’i ^her, took his month of ease 

Isy Wiat contrast here I 

%pose, nmd solitude, and healthy ways* 


That ticking at the back of head, he took 
For motion of an inmate, stopped at once, 
Proved nothing but the pavement’s rattle left 
Belund at Paris: here was holiday. 

Welcome the quaint succeeding to the spruce, 
The large and lumbersome and—might he 
breathe 

In whisf^er to his own ear—dignified 
And gentry-fashioned old-style haunts of 
sleep! 

Palatial gloomy chambers for parade. 

And passage-lengths of lost significance, 
Never constructed as receptacle, 

At his odd hours, for him their actual lord 
By dint of diamond-dealing, goldsmithry. 
Therefore Miranda’s father chopped and 
changed 

Nor roof-tile nor yet floor-brick, undismayed 
By rains a-U>p or rats at Ixsttom there. 

Such contrast is so piquant for a month ! 

But now arrived quite other occupants 
Whose cry was ‘ ‘ Permanency, - -life and death 
Here, here, not clscw'here, change is all we 
draid! ” 

Their dwelling-place must be adapted, then, 
To inmates, no mere truants from tlie town, 
No temporary sojourners, fors<:x>th, 

At Clairvaux : change it into Paradise I 

Fair friend,—who listen and let talk, alas!— 
You would, in even such a state of things, 
Pronounce,—or am I wrong?—for bidding 
stay 

The old-world inconvenience, fresh as found. 
All folk of individuality 
Prefer to be reminded now and then, 
Though at the cost of vulgar cosiness, 
lliat the j^ell-outside only harbours man 
The vital and progressive, meant to build, 
When build he may, with quite a difference, 
Some time, in that far land we dream about, 
Where every man is his own architect 
But then the couple here in question, each 
At one in project for a happy life, 

Were by no acceptation of the word 
So individual that they must aspire 
To architecture alFappropriate 
And, therefore, in this world impossible t 
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They needed house to suit the circumstance, 
Proprietors, not tenants for a term. 

Despite a certain marking, here and there, 
Of fleecy black or white distinguishment, 
These vulgar sheep wore the flock’s uniform. 
Tk^ love the country, they renounce the 
town? 

They gave a kick, as our Italians say, 

To Paris ere it turned and kicked themselves ! 
Acquaintances might prove too hard to seek, 
Or the reverse of hard to find, perchance, 
Since Monsieur Gustave’s apparition there. 
And let me call remark upon the list 
Of notabilities invoked, in Court 
At Vire, to witness, by their phrases culled 
From correspondence, what was the esteem 
Of those we pay respect to, for “ the pair 
Whereof they knew the inner life,” ’tis said. 
Three, and three only, answered the appeal. 
First, Monsieur Vaillant, music-publisher, 
Begs Madame will accept civilities,” 

Next, Alexandre Dumas,—sire, not son,— 
“Sends compliments to Madame and to you.” 
And last—hut now prefxire for England’s 
voice! 

I will not mar nor make—here’s word for 
word— 

“ A rich proprietor of Paris, he 
To whom Ixilonged that beauteous Bagatelle 
Close to the wood of Boulogne, Hertford 
hight, 

Assures of homages and compliments 
Affectionate ”—not now Miranda but 
“ Madame Muhlhausen.” (Was this friend, 
the Duke 

Redoubtable in rivalry before ?) 

Such was the evidence when evidence 
Was wanted, then if ever, to the worth 
Whereat atrquaintances in Pai is prized 
Monsieur L<$once Miranda’s household chann. 
No wonder, then, his impulse was to live* 

In Nommn solitude, the Paris life; 

Surround himself with Art transported thence, 
And nature like those femed Elysian Fields; 
Then, warm up the right arlour out of both, 
By Boulevard friendships tempted to come 
taste 

How Paris lived again in little there. 


Monsieur L^once Miranda practised Art. 

Do let a man for once live as man likes ! 
Politics? Spend your life, to spare the 
world’s; 

Improve each unit by some particle 
Of joy the more, deteriorate the orb 
Entire, your own : poor profit, dismal loss ! 
Write books, paint pictures, or make music 
—since 

Your nature leans to such life-exercise ! 

Ay, but such exercise l>egins too soon. 
Concludes too late, demands life whole and 
sole 

Artistry being liattle with the age 
It lives in ! Half life,—silence, while you 
learn 

W’^hat has lieen done; the other half,— 
attempt 

At speech, amid world’s wail of wonder¬ 
ment— 

“ Here’s something done was never done 
l)efore! ” 

To lie the very breath that moves the age 
Means not to have breath drive you bubble¬ 
like 

Before it—but yourself to blow : that’s strain ; 
Strain’s worry through the life-time, till 
there’s peace; 

Wc know where peace expects the artist-soul. 

Monsieur L^once Miranda knew as much. 
Therefore in Art he nowise cared to l>e 
Creative ; but creation, that had birth 
In storminess long years l)efore was bom 
Monsieur Leonce Miranda,—Art, enjoyed 
Like fleshly objects of the chace that tempt 
In cookery, not in capture—these might feast 
i The dilettante, furnish Uivem-fare 
I Open to all with purses open too. 

To sit free and take tribute rc/‘^/<?wr-like— 
j Now, not too lavish of acknowledgment, 
Now, self-indulgently profuse of pay. 

Always Art’s seigfteur^ not Art’s serving-man 
Whate’er the style and title and dqjree,— 
That is the quiet life and easy death 
Monsieur lAnce Miranda would approve 
Wholly—provided (back I go again 
To the first simile) that while glasses dink, 
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itods sleaiin» ajid Imnque^ting ku^s 

All tlijat^s out^de the temporary tent, 

The dim grim outline of the circuit-wall, 
Forgets to menace “Soon or late will drop 
Pai^on, soon or late you needs must march, 
And laggards will be sorry they were slack 1 
Always—^unless excuse sound plausible ! ” 

Monsieur Leonce Miranda Knew as much : 
Whence his determination just to paint 
So creditably as might help the eye 
To comprehend how painter’s eye grew dim 
Ere it produced L’Ingegno’s ^ piece of w^ork— 
So to become musician that his ear 
Should judge, by its own tickling and turmoil, 
Who made the Solemn Mass might well die 
deaf— 

So cultivate a literary knack 
That, by exjierience how it wiles the time, 
He might imagine how a poet, rapt 
In riiyming wholly, grew so poor at last 
By carelessness alx>ut his banker’s-lxx>k, 
That the Sieur Boileau (to provoke our smile) 
abruptly,—when he paid devoir 
To Louis Quatorze as he dined in state,— 

“ Sire, send a drop of broth to Pierre Comeille 
Now dying and in want of sustenance I ” 

—I say, these half-hour playings at life’s toil. 
Diversified by billiar<is, riding, sport— 

With now and then a visitor—Dumas, 
Hertford—to check no as|Mration’s flight— 
While Ckra< like a diamond in the dirkf^ 
Should extract shining from what <^se were 
shade. 

And multiply chance rays a million-fold,— 
How could he doubt that all offence outside,— 
Wrong to the towers, which, pillowed on the 
turf, 

He thus shut eyes to,'-*-were as good as gone ? 

fo, doim went Ckirvaux-Frioiy to dust. 

And up there rose, in lieu, yon structure gay 
Ahcahre the Norman ghosts: and where the 
alietch 

Of koricxt eountry girdled house about, 


Behold the Bark, the English preference t 
Thus made undoubtedly a desert smile 
Monsieur Leonce Minmda. 

Ay, but she ? 

One should not so merge soul in soul, you 
I think ? 

And I think : only, let us wait, nor want 
t Two things at once—her turn will come in 
! time. 

A cork-float danced upon the tide, we saw, 
This morning, bhndmg-bright with briny 
dews: 

There was no disengaging soaked from sound, 
Earth-product from the sister-element. 

But when we turn, the tide will turn, I think, 
And bore on beach will he exposed the buoy: 
A very proper time to try, with foot 
And even finger, which was buoying wave, 
Which merely buoyant substance,—power to 

I 

I And power to lie sent skyward passively. 
Meanwhile, no sepamtion of the |xur J 

HI. 

And so slipt pleasantly away five years 
Of Paradisiac dr tain ; till, as there flit 
Premonitory symptoms, pricks of pain, 
Because the dreamer has to start awake 
And find disease dwelt active all the while 
In head or stomach through his night-long 
sleep,— 

So hapjicned here disturbance to content. 

Monsieur I/*once Miranda’s last of cares, 

P>e hi* composed himself, had been to make 
iVovision that, while sleeping safe he ky, 
Somebody else should, dragon-like, let fidi 
Never a lid, coiled round the apple-stem, 

But watch the precious fruitage. Somelxjdy 
Kept shop, in short, played Paris-substitute. 
Himself, sdirewd, well-trained, carly-exer* 
cased, 

Could take in, at an eye-glance, luck or loss-*-* 
Know commerce throve, though krily upff^ 
On elbow merely: leave his bed, forsook ? 
Such active service was the substitute’s. 
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Bttt one October morning, at first drop 
Of appled gold, first summons to be grave 
Because rough Autumn’s pky turns earnest 
now, 

Monsieur Ldonce Miranda was required 
In Pans to take counsel, kce to iace, 

With Modame-mother • and be rated, too, 
Roundly at certain items of exj^ense 
Wliereat the go\emment provisional, 

1 he Pans substitute and shopkeefier, 

Shook head, and talked of funds inadequate 
Oh, in the long run,—not if remedy 
Occurred lietimes 1 Lise,—tap the generous 
lx>le 

Too near the quick,—it withers to the root— 
Leafy, prolific, golden apple tree, 

** Miranda,” sturdy in the Place Vcndbme ’ 

“ What IS this reckh ss life you lead ^ ” liegan 
Her greeting she whom most he feared and 
loved, 

Madame Miranda. ** Luxiuy, extravagance 
Sardanapalus’ self might emulate,— 

Did your good father’s money go for this ? 
Where are the fruits of education, where 
The morals which at first disUngiushed you, 
The faith which promised to adorn your age ? 
And why such wastefulnc‘ss outbreaking now, 
When heift<ifore you loved economy? 
Explain this pulling down and building up 
Poor Clairvaux, which your fother bought 
because 

Clairvaux he found it, and so left to you. 

Not a gilt-gingerbread big liaby house I 
True, we could somehow shake head and 
shut eye 

To what was past prevention on our part- 
I'his reprehensible illicit \yond . 

We, m a manner, winking, watchal convert 
Our modest well conducted pious von 
With Dalilah : we thought the smoking flax 
Would smoulder soon away and end in snufi 
Is spark to strengthen, prove consuming hre ? 
No lawful family calls Clairvaux ‘ home *— 
Why pky that fool of Scripture whom the 
voice 

Admonished * Whose to-night shall be those 

things 


Provided for thy morning jolhty ? 

To take one speamen of pure caprice 
Out of the heap conspicuous in the plan,— 
Puzrle of change, I call it,—titled big 
‘ Clairvaux Restored : ’ what means this Bel¬ 
vedere ? 

This Tower, stuck like a foolVcap on the 
roof— 

Do you intend to soar to heaven from thence ^ 
Tower, tnily! Better had you planted turf— 
More fitly would you dig yourself a hole 
Beneath it for the final journey’s help ^ 

O we poor {parents—could we prophesy ' ” 
Leonce was found affectionate enough 
To man, to woman, child, bird, beast, 
alike; 

But all affection, all one fire of heart 
I laming toward Madame mother. Had she 
jxised 

The question plainly at the outset “ Choose! 
Cut clean m half your all the world of love, 
The mother and the mistress then resolve, 
Take me or tike lier, throw away the one 
lie might have made the choice and marred 
my talc. 

But, much I apprehend, the problem put 
W<is Keep Ixith halves, yet do no detriment 
1 o eithei ’ Prize each opposite m turn ’ ” 
Hence, while he prized at worth tlie Clair¬ 
vaux life 

With all its tolerateti naughtiness, 

He, vnsiting m fancy (Juai Rousseau, 

Saw% cornered in the cosiest nook of all 
That range of rooms through number Thirty*^ 
three, 

The lad) mother lx?nt o'er hi-r 
While Monsieur Cur6 This, and Sister That 
Superior of no matter what good House— 
Did duty for Duke Hertford and Dumas, 
Nay—at his mother’s age—for Clara’s self. 

At Quai Rousseau, things comfortable thus. 
Why should poor Clairvaux prove so trouble- 
a>me? 

She played at cards, he bmlt a Belvedere. 
But here’s the difference: she had reached 
the Towers 

And there took pastime he was still on 
Turf- 
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Tboit^ fttUy ufkinded that, wh<Mi once he 
ynturched, 

No sportive tocy should distract him more. 

In brief, the man was angry with himself, 
With her, with all the world and much beside: 
And so the unseemly words were interchanged 
Which crystallise what else evaporates, 

And make mere misty petulance grow hard 
And sharp inside each softness, heart and 
sout 

Monsieur Leonce Miranda flung at last 
Out of doors, fever-flushed; and there the 
Seine 

Rolled at his feet, obsequious remedy 
For fever, in a cold Autumnal flow. 

“ Go and be rid of memory in a bath ! ” 
Craftily whispered Who b^ts the ear 
On such occasions. 

Done as soon as dreamed. 
Back divers poor L^nce to V>ed—where else? 
And there he lies a month ’twixt life and 
death, 

Raving. ** Remorse of conscience ! ” friends 
opine. 

** Sirs, it may partly prove so,” represents 
Beaumont—(the family physician, he 
Whom last yearns Commune murdered, do 
you mind ?) 

Beauniont reports “There is some active 
cause, ^ 

More than mere pungency of quarrel past?~ 
Cause that keeps adding other food to fire. 

I hear the words and know the signs, I say! 
Dear Madame, you have read the Bocik of 
SaintSi 

How Antony was tempted ? As for me, | 
Poor heathen, 'tis by fuctures I am taught, i 
I say then, I see standing here,—between 
Me and my patient, and that crucifix 
properly would interpose,— 

A certain woman-shape, one white appeal 
*Will you leave me, then, me, me, me for 

hmr 

ii^hce cold Sdne cotild not quench this flame, 

rinceim 

Of fever does not reddtm it away,— 


Be rational, indulgent, mute—should chance 
Come to the rescue—Providence, I mean— 
The while I blister and j^lebotomize t ” 

Well, somehow rescued by whatever power, 
At month*s end, back again conveyed himself 
Monsieur L^nce Miranda, worn to rags, 
Nay, tinder: stuff irreparably sprnled, 
Tliough kindly liand should stitch and patch 
its l>est. 

Ciaiiv^aux in Autumn is restorative. 

A friend stitched on, jjatched ever. All the 
same, 

Clairvaux looked greyer limn a month ago. 
Unglossed was shrubbery, unglorified 
Each copse, so wealthy once; the garden- 
plots, 

The orchard-walks showed dearth and dreari¬ 
ness. 

The sea lay out at distance crammed by cloud 
Into a leaden wedge; and sorrowfiil 
Sulked field and pasture with persistent rain. 
Nobody came so far from Paris now : 

Friends did their duty by an invalid 
I Whose convalescence claimed entire repose, 

I Only a single ministrant was staunch 
At quiet reparation of the stuff— 

Monsieur I^once Miranda, worn to rags: 

; But she was Clara and the world l)eside. 

Another month, the year packed up his plagues 
And sullenly departed, pedlar-like, 

As apprehensive old-world ware might show 
To disadvantage when the new-comer, 
Merchant of novelties, young ’Sixty-eight, 
With brand-new Imrgains, whistled o’er the 
lea. 

Things brightened somewhat o’er the Christ¬ 
mas hearth. 

As Oara plied assiduously her task. 

“ Words are but words and wind. Why let 
the wind 

Sing in your ear, bite, sounding, toyourbmin? 
Old folk andyoung folk, still at odds, of course! 
Age quarrels because spring puts forth a leaf 
WMIe winter has a mind that bough^stay bore; 
Or than qiiarrel--age descries 
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Bro|Mri< 9 ty in preaching hfc to death. 

* Enjoy nor youth, not Clairmux, nor poor 
me?’ 

Dear Madame, you enjoy your age, *tis 
thought 1 

Your number Thirty-three on Rousseau 
Cost fifty times the price of Clairvaux, tipped 
Even with our prmiigious Belvedere ; 

You entertain the Cure,— we, Dumas: 

We play charades, while you prefer bhique: 
Do lead your own life and let ours alone ! 
Cross Old Year shall tiave done his worst, 
my friend I 

Here comes gay New Vear with a gift, no 1 
doulit. i 

Look up and let in light that longs to shine— ! 
One flash of light, and where will darkness 
hide ? 

Your cold makes me too cold, h^ve! Keep 
me wann! ” 

Whereat LeVnee Miraiala raised his hc-ad 
Fiom his two white thin hands, and foiced a 
smile, 

And spoke : ** I dtj knik uj), and see your light 
Alx>ve me! I^t New Yeiii contribute 
wrarmth— 

I sltall refuse no fuel that may blare.” 

Nor did he. Three days after, just a sjxirk 
From Paris, answered by a snap at Caen 
Or wliither reached the telegraphic wire : 

“ Quickly to I^aris I On ariival, learn 
Why you arc wanted ! ” Curt and critical! 

Off starts XAmce, one fear from bead to foot; 
Cllacn, Rouen, Paris, as the railway helps; 
Then come the Quai and Numlxir Thirly- 
three. 

**Wbat is the matter, concieigc?”—a gri¬ 
mace 1 

He mounts the staircase, makes for the main 
seat 

Of dreadful mystery which draws him there— 
Bursts in upon a licdroom known too well— 
There lies all left now of the mother once. 
Tapers define the stretch of rigid white. 

Nor want there ghastly velvets of the grave. 
A blackness sits on either side at watch, 
vot. n. 


Sisters, good souls but ftightfui all the same, 
Silent: a priest is spokesman for his corpse. 

“ Dead, through Leonce Miranda ! stricken 
down 

Without a minute’s warning, yesterday ! 

What did she stiy to you, and you to her, 

Two months tigo ? This is the consequence! 
The dcM’tors have their name for the disease; 
I, you, and God say—heart-break, nothing 
more ! ” 

Monsieur I^'once Miranda, like a stone 
hell at the Ixidloot and found respite so, 
While the priest went to tell the company. 
What follf)ws you are free to dislielievc. 

It may l)c true or false that thus gcxxl priest 
Had taken his instructions,—who shall 
blame? -- 

Frtmi (juile another quarter than, perchance, 
Monsieur I><^once Miranda might suppose 
Would oflfei solace in such pressing need. 

All he lemcmliered of his kith and kin 
Was they were worthily his sulislitules 
In coinmcrco, did then woik and drew their 
pay. 

But ihey remembered, in addition, Uiis— 
They fairly might expect inheritance, 

As nearest kin, called Family by law 
And gos{rcl be>th. Now, since Miranda’s life 
Showed nothing like aUitement of distaste 
For conjugality, but preference 
Continued and confirmai of that smooth 
chain 

Which slips and lesives no knot behind, no 
heir— 

Presumption was, the man, l:)ecome mature, 
Would at a calculable diiy discard 
His old and outworn . . . what we blush 
to name. 

And make society the just amends; 

Scarce by a new attachment—Heaven forbid! 
Still less by lawful marriage: that’s reserved 
For those who make a proper choice at 
first— 

Not try both courses and would grasp in age 
The very treasure youth preferred to spurn. 
No I putting decently such thought aside, 
The penitent must rather give his powers 
To such a reparation of the past 

2C 



wm COTTON NIOHT-CAT COUNTHY 


4 <^ 


As, «4il^ng kindred, makes them rich. 

Now, how would it enrich prospectively 
The Cousins, if he lavished such expense 
On Clairvaux ?—^pretty as a toy, but then 
As toy, so much productive and no moie 1 
If all the outcome of the goldsmith's shop 
Went to gild Clairvaux, where remain the 
hinds 

For Cousinry to spread out lap and lake ? 
This must be thought of and provided for. 

I give it you as mere conjecture, mind ! 

To help explain the wholesome unannounced 
Intelligence, the shock that startled guilt. 
The scenic show, much yellow, black and 
white 

By taper-shine, the nuns—portentous p\ir, 
And, more than all, the priest’s admonish¬ 
ment— 

No flattery of self! You murdered her 1 
The grey lips, silent now, repiove by mine. 
You wasted all your liv ing, rioted 
In harlotry—she warned and I repeat! 

No warning had she, f«jr she neede<i none: 

If this should be the lai.t yourself receive?” 
Done for the best, no doulil, though 
clumsily,— 

Such, and so startling, the reception here, 
You hardly wonder if dowm fell at once 
The tawdiy tent, pictorial, musical, 

Poetical, besprent with hearts and darts; 

Its cdl)web-work, belinscled stitchery, 

Bay dust about our sleeper on the turf?i^ 

And showed the outer towers distinct and 
dread. 

Senseless he lell, and long he lay, and much 
Seemed salutary in his punishment 
To planners and performers of the piece. I 
When pain ends, pardon prompt may operate, j 
There was a good attendance dose at hand, 
Waiting the issue in the great saloon, 

Cmidns with comsolatian and advice. 

AH thus hapjnly performed to point, 
NdHiftoder at success commensarale. 

iWocwibg stopped, once anguish sub- 
1 lieqiient 


His blood and changed his swimming eyes 
to Slone, 

As the ixior fellow raised himself upright, 
Collected strength, looked, once for all, his 
look, 

Then, turning, put officious help aside 
And passed from out the chamber. ** For 
aflfairs ! ” 

So he announctni himself to tlie saloon : 

“We owe a duty to the living t<x)! ”— 
IMtmsRur Ixonce Miranda tried to smile. 
How did the hearts of Cousmry rejoice 
At their stray sheep returning thus to fold, 
As, with a dignity, precision, sense, 

All unsuspected m the man before, 

Monsieur L<Sonce Miranda made minute 
Detail of his intended scheme of life 
Thenceforward and for ever. “ V’anity 
Was ended : its redemption must l>cgin — 
And, certain, would continue; but since life 
Was awfully unceiiain -witness here ! -- 
Bthoveil him lo.se no moment but discharge 
Immediate burthen of the world’s affairs 
On backs that kindly volunteered to crouch. 
Cousins, with easier conscience, blamelessly 
Might carry on the goldsmith’s trade, in 
hri(*f, 

Unmicrfercd with by its lord who late 
Was used to sujx*r\ise and take due tithe. 

A stipend now sufiiced his natural need t 
I ThemseHes should fix what sum allows man 
I live. 

I But half a dozen words concisely plain 
; Might, first of all, make sure that, on demise, 
j Monsieur L^once M iranda’s property 
Passed by be(|ueathmcnt, every particle, 

To the right heirs, the cousias of his heart. 
As for that woman—they would understand! 
This was a step must take her by surprise. 

It were too cruel did he snatch away 
Decent subsistence. She was young, and 
fair, 

And . . . and attractive! Means must be 
supplied 

To save her from herself, and from the world, 
And . 4 • fl^om anxieties might haunt him else 
When he were &tn have other thoun^ti In 
snlni.^ 
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It was a sight to melt a stone, that thaw 
Of rigid disapproval into dew 
Of sympathy, as each extended palm 
Of cousin hasted to enclose those five 
Cold fingers, tendered so mistrustfully, 
Despairingly of condonation now ! 

You would have thought,—at every fervent 
shake, 

In reassurance of thase timid lips,— 

The penitent had squeezed, considciate. 

By way of fee into physician’s hand 

For physicking his soul, some diamond knob. 

And now let pass a week. Once more Ix^Iiold 
The same assemblage in the same sak>on, 
Waiting the entry of pr^itagonist 
Monsieur Leonce Miranda, ‘" Just a week 
Since the deatlnday,—was ever man trans¬ 
formed 

Like this man?” questioned cousin of his male. 
Last seal to the reixmtance had been set 
Three days licfore, at Sceaux inueighlxiurhood 
Of Paris, where they laid with funeral jKnnp 
Mother by father. 1 a*i me sjxirc the rest; 
How the poor fellow, in his misery, 

Buried hot facc,an<l Ixisom, where heaped snow’ 
Offered avsistance, at the grave’s black edge, 
And there lay, till uprooted by main force 
I'rom whcK* he prayed to grow and ne’er again 
Walk earth unworthily as heretofore. 

It is not wuth impunity priests teach 
The doctrine he was dosed with from his 
youth— 

“ Pain to the Ixxly—profit to the soul; 
Corporeal plejisure—so much woe to j)ay 
When disemlxxlied spirit gives account.” 
However, woe had done its worst, this time. 
Three days allow subsidence of much grief. 
Already, regular and etjuable, 

Forward went purpose to effect. At once 
The tejslament was written, signed and scaled. 
Disposurc of the commerce—that took time, 
And would not sufifer by a wetk*s delay; 

But the immediate, the imperious need, 

The call demanding of the Cousinry 
Co-operation, what convened them thus, 
Waa—how and when should deputation march 
To Coliseum Streeti the old abode 


Of wickedness, and there acquaint — oh, 
shame! 

Her, its old inmate, w'ho liad followed up 
And lay in wait in the old haunt for prey— 
Tliat they had rescued, they possessed h6oncc. 
Whose loathing at recapture equalled theirs 
Upbraid that sinner with her sinfulness. 
Impart the fellow-sinner’s firm resolve 
Never to set eyes on her face again: 

Then, after stipulations strict but just, 

Hand her the first instalment,—moderate 
Enough, no question,—of her salary: 
Admonish for the future, and so end.— 

All wliich gtxKi purfxises, d<‘cided on 
Sufficiently, were waiting full effect 
When presently the culprit should appear. 

Somehow ap{Xiarance was delayed too long ; 
C'hatling and chirping sunk inconsciously 
I'o silence, nay, uneasines.s, at length 
Alarm, till- anything for certitude!— 

A jKeixr was commissioned to explore, 

At ke\ hole, what the laggard’s task might be— 
What caused so |)alpablc a disrespect! 

Back came the tiptoe cousin from his quest. 

“ Monsieur Ltonce was busy,” he believed, 
“Contemplating—those love-letters, perhaps, 
He always carried, as if precious stones, 
Alxait with him. He read, one after one, 
Some sort of letters. But his back was 
turned. 

The empty coffer open at his side, 

He leant on ellxiw by the mantelpiece 
Before the hearth-fire ; big and blaring too.” 

“ Better he shovelled them all in at once, 
And burned the rubbish! ” w as a cousin’s 
quip, 

Waiming his own liands at the fire the 
while. 

i I told you, snow had iallen outside, I think. 

WIten suddenly a cry, a host of cries, 
Screams, hubbub and confusion thrilled the 
room. 

All by a common impulse rushed thence, 
reached 
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lOi® dcath*daamber, tricked with trap¬ 
pings still, 

Skulls, cross-lxjnes, and such moral broidery, 
liadame Muhlhausen might liave played the 
witch, 

Dropped down the chimney and appalled 
Lecmce 

By some propossil “ Parting touch of hand I 
If she but touched his fixdish hand, you 
know! I 

Something had lmp|>ened quite coni ran wise. 
Monsieur Leonce Miranda, one by one, 

Hid read the letters and the love they held, 
And, that task finished, had required his 
soul 

To answer frankly what the prospect seemed 
Of his own love’s departure—pledged to part! 
Then, answer Ixiing unmistakable, 

He had replaced the letters quietly, 

Shut coffer, and so, grasping cither side 
By its convenient handle, plunged tlie 
whole— 

Letters and coffer and lx>th hands to Imk)!, 
Into the burning grate and held them there. 
•* Bum, bum and purify my |xist ! ” said he, 
Calmly, as if he felt no pitn at all 

In vain they pulled him from the torture- 
place: 

The Strong man, with the soul of tenfold 
strength, 

Broke from their clutch: and there ^in 
smiled he, * 

The miserable hands re-bathed in fire— 
Constant to that ejaculation ** Burn, 

Burn, purify I And when, combining force, 
They lurly dragged the victim out of reach 
Ofhxthet harm, he had no hands to hurt— 
Two horrible remains of right and left, 

** Whereof the bones, phalanges formerly, 
Cillmilked, wae still crackling with the 
frame, 

Beaumonb And he fought them all the 

Wlfrle: 

am I himkied when I would be 
Why l^awelhe meiifrce still tncompleie? 


She holds me, I must have more hands to 

bum! ” 

They were the stronger, though, and bound 
him fast. 

Beaumont was in attendance presently. 

Wliat did I tell you? Preachment to the 
deaf I 

I wish he had l)een deafer when they preached, 
Thi>se priests! Bui wait till next Republic 
comes I 

As for L^>ncc, a single sentiment 
Possessed his soul and c>ccupied his tongue— 
Absolute satisfaction at the deed. 

Never he varied, *tis ohscr\ able, 

Nor in the stage of agonies (which proved 
Al>senl without have, — science seemed to 
think) 

Nor yet in those three months’ febricity 
Which followed,—never did he "vary tale-— 
Remaining happy Ixyond utterance. 

Ineffable l>c<\tilude” -1 quote 
The words, I cannot give the smile—“such 
bhss 

Abolished imin ! J*ain might or might not 
l>e: 

lie felt in heaven, where flesh desists to fret. 
Purihed now and henceforth, all the past 
Reduced to ashes with the flesh defiled i 
Why all those anxious laces round his bed ? 
What was to pity ih their patient, pray, 
When doctor came and went, and Cousins 
watched ? 

—Kindness, but in pure waste ! ” he said and 
smiled. 

And if a trouble would at times disturb 
The ambrosial mood, it came from other 
source 

Than the corporeal transitory pang, 

“ If sacrifice be incomplete ! ” cried he— 

“ if aj^es have not sunk reduced to dust, 

To nullity ! If atoms coalesce 

Till something grow, grow, get to be a shape 

I hate, 1 hoped to burn away from me! 

She Is my body, she and 1 are one, 

Yet, all the same, there, there at hed«ft90t 
stands 
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Tile womiui wound about my iosh and blood, 
There, the arms open, the more wonderful, 
The whiter for the burning . . , Vanish 
thou! 

Avaunt, fiend’s self found in the form I wore! ” 

** Whereat,” said Beaumont, **sincc his hands 
were gone, 

The patient in a frenzy kicked and licked 
To keep off some imagined visitant. 

So will it prove as long as priests may preach 
Spiritual terrors ! ” groaned the evidence 
Of Beaumont that his patient was stark mad— 
Produced in time and place : of which anon. 

Mad, or why thus insensible to pain ? 

Body and soul are one thing, with two names 
For more or less elalx)rated stuff,” 

Such is the new Reiigi^ Media. 

Though antiquated faith held otherwise. 
Explained that l>ody is not soul, hut just 
Soul’s servant: tluit, if soul l)c satisfied, 
Possess already joy or pain enough, I 

It uses to ignore, as master may, 

What increase, joy or |)ain,its servant brings— 
Superfluous contribution : soul, once servetl, 
Has nought to do with Ixxly's service more. 
Each, speculated on exclusively, 

As if its office were the only one, 

Body or soul, either shows service paid 
In joy and pain, that’s blind and objectless— 
A servant’s toiling for no master’s good— 

Or else shows good received and put to use, 
As if within soul’s self grew joy and pain. 
Nor needed body for a ministrant. 

I note these old unscientific ways: 

Poor Beaumont cannot: for the Commune 
ruled 

Next year, and ere they shot his priests, shot 
him. 

Monsieur L<$once Miranda raved himself 
To rest 5 lay three long months in bliss or bale, 
Inactive, anyhow: more need that heirs, 

His natural protectors, should assume 
The management, bestir their cousinship, 
And carry out that purpose of reform 
Such tragic work now made imperative. 


A deputation, with austerity, 

Nay, sternness, bore her sentence to the fiend 
Aforesaid,—^she at watch for turn of wheel 
And fortune’s fovom. Street—^you know the 
name. 

A certain roughness seemed appropriate: 
You— 

Steiner, Mublhausen, whatsoe’er your name, 
Cause whole and sole of this catastrophe I 
And so forth, introduced the emlmssage. 

“ Monsieur L<fonce Miranda was divorced 
Once and for ever from his—ugly word. 
Himself had gone for good to Portugal: 

They came empowered to act and stipulate. 
Hold ! no discussion ! Terms were settled 
now: 

So much of present and prospective pay, 

But also—good engagement in plain terms 
She never seek renewal of the past! ” 

This little harmless tale produced effect. 
Madame Miihlhausen owned her sentence just, 
Its execution gentle, “ Stern their phrase, 
These kinsfolk with a right she recogtiized— 
But kind its import proljably, which now 
Her Citation, her l>ewilderment 
Rendered loo hard to understand, perhaps. 
I.,et them accord the natural delay, 

And she would ponder and decide. Meantime, 
So far was she from wish to follow friend 
Who fled her, that she would not budge from 
place— 

Now that her friend was fled to Portugal,— 
Never ! She leave this Coliseum Street ? 

No, not a f(x>tstep! ” she assured them, 

So- 

They saw they might have left that tale untold 
When, after some weeks more were gone to 
waste, 

Recovery seemed incontestable, 

And the poor mutilated figure, once 
The gay and glancing fortunate young spark, 
Miranda, humble and obedient took 
The doctor’s counsel, issued sad and slow 
From precincts of the sick-room, tottered 
down, ^ 
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And carriage Ibr fresii atr. 

And m drove striught to Coliseum Street, 
And toltared upstairs, knocked, and in a 
trice 

Was clasped in the embrace of whom you 
know— 

With much asseveration, I omit. 

Of constancy henceforth till life should end. 
When all this happenetl,—What reward,'^ 
cried she, 

** For judging her Miranda by herself! 

For never having entertained a thought 
Of breaking promise, leaving home forsooth, 
To follow who was fled to Portugal! 

As if she thought they spoke a word of tnith ! 
She knew what love was, knew that he loved 
her; 

The Cbusinry knew nothing of the kind.” 

I will not scandalize you and recount 
How matters made the morning pass away. 
Not one reproach, nc»t one acknowledgment, 
One explanation : all was understood I 
Matters at end, the home-uneasiness 
Cousins were feeling at this jaunt j)rolonged 
Was ended also by the entry of— 

Not simply him whose exit had Ivjen made 
By mild command of doctor “ Out with you ! 
I warrant we receive another man ! ” 

—would that I could say, the married pair! 
And, ^uite another man assuredly, 

Monsieur I..^nce Miranda took on him 
Fmrthwith to bid the trio, jnicst and nuns, 
Constant in their attendance all this whiUk 
Take his thanks and their own departure too; | 
Politely but emphatically. Next, | 

The Cousiiis were dismissed: No protest, 
pray 1 

Whatever I engaged to do is done, 

Or shall be—-I but fcdlow your advice i 
Love I abjure; the lady, you liehold, 

Is chained as I myself; hci sex is changed: 
This li my Brother—He wSI tend me now, 
Be all world henceforth as la'otlier should. 

of a kinship I revere, 

Tour Ihtetest tn trade is laudable j 
T purpose to ttidu^e It: manage mine, 

place Venddnte, 


Wholly—^through purchase at the price ad^ 
judged 

By experts I shall have assistance from. 

If, in conformity with .sage advice, 

I leave a busy world of interests 
I own m 3 rself unfit for—^yours the care 
That any world of other aims, wherein 
I htipe to dwell, be easy of access 
Through ministration of the moneys due, 
iVs we determine, with all pro|>er speed, 
Since I leave Paris to repair my health. 

Say ferewell to our Cousins, Brother mine ! ” 

And, all submissiveness, as brother might, 
The lady curtseyed gracefully, and dropt 
More than mere curtsey, a concluding phrase 
I So silver-soft, yet penetrative ttx>, 

That none of it escaped the favoured ears; 

** Had I but creditetl one syllable, 

I should to-day lie lying stretched on straw, 

I The produce of your miserable rente! 

I Whereas, I hold him - do you comprehend?” 
I (Vnisin reganled cousin, turned up eye, 

An<l took dejxirture, a.s our I'uscans laugh, 
E^ch with hb addctl palm-brciidth of long 
nose,— 

Curtailed but imperceptibly, next week, 
Wlien transfer was accomplished, and the trade 
In Paris did indeed liecome their own, 

But Ixmght by them and sold liy him on terms 
’Twixt man and man,—might serve *lwixt 
w^olf and wolf, 

Substitute ** bit and clawed ” for ** signed and 
sealed”— 

Our ordinary business-terms, in short. 
Another week, and Clairvaux broke in bloom 
At end of April, to receive again 
Monsieur I.^once Miranda, gentleman, 
Ex-jeweller and goldsmith : never more,— 
According to the purpose he professed,— 

To quit this jmradise, his property, 

This Clam, his comjmnion; so it proved 

The Coiisim, each with elongated nose, 
Discussed their baTgain, reconciled them soon 
To hatd necessity, disbursed the cash, 

And hastened to subjoin, wherever type 
Fiocktmcd** Mimnda” to the p«yic, ‘‘Called 
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Now Firm^Miranda/^ There^ a colony, j 
They donrish underneath the name that still 
Maintains the old repute, I understand 
They built their Clairvaux, drcam-Chateau, in 
Spain, 

Perhaps—but Place Vend6me is waking wort h: 
Oh, they lost little !—only, man and man 
Hardly conclude transactions of the kind 
As cousin should with cousin,—cousins think. 
For the rest, all was honourably done, 

So, ere Uids break to blossom, it*t us (wreathe ! 
Never suppose there was one |)arlicle 
Of recrudescence—wound, half-healed before, 
Set freshly running—sin, repressed as such, 
New loosened necessity of life 1 
In all this revocation and resolve. 

Far Ijesin’s self-indulgence from your thought! 
The man had simply made discovery, 

By process I respect if admire, 

That what was, was ;—that turf, his feet had 
touched, 

I*elt solitl Just as much ;is ytmder towers 
lie saw with eyes, but did nut staiul u|x>n. 
And could not, if he would, reach in a 
leap. 

People had him llowoiy turf was false 
To footstep, tired the IravcUer soon, lK*side: 
Tliat was untrue. They told him “ One fair 
stride 

Plants on safe platform and st,n'ures man rest.” 
That was untrue. Some varied the advice : 
Neither was solid, towers no more than 
turf.*’' 

Double assertion, therefore twice as false. 

*‘I like these amateurs”—A>ur friend had 
laughed. 

Could he turn what he felt to what he thought, 
And, that again, to what be put in words; 

“ I like their pretty trial, proi>f of ^mslc 
Or precious stone, by delicate approach 
Of eye askance, fine feel of fimger-iip, 

Or touch of tongue inquisitive for cold. 

I tried my jewels in a crucible; 

Fierce fire has felt them, licked them, left 
them sound. 

Don’t tell me that my earthly love is sham, 
My heavenly fear a clever counterfeit f 
Each may oppose each, yet be true alike 


To build up, independent of the towers, 

A durable pavilion o’er the turf, 

Had issued in disaster. What remained 
Except, by tunnel, or else gallery, 

To keep communication ’twixt the two, 

Unite the opposites, VK>th near and far. 

And never try complete abandonment 
Of one or other ? ” so he thought, not said. 
An<l to such engineering feat, I siiy, 

Monsieur Ixonce Miranda saw the means 
Precisely in this revocation prompt 
Of just those benefits of worldly wealth 
Conferred upon his Cousinry—all but I 

This Clairvaux—you would know, were you 
at top 

Of yonder crowning grace, its Belvedere— 

Is situate in one angle-niche of three 
At et|uidistance from Saint-Rainbert—there 
Behind yem, and The Ravissante, Ixiside— 
There; steeple, steeple, and this Clairvaux- 
lop, 

(A sort of steeple) constitute a trine, 

With not a tenement to break each side. 

Two miles or so in length, if eye can judge. 
Now, this is native land of miracle. 

O why, why, why, from all recorded time, 
Was miracle not w rought once, only once. 
To help whoever waiUtd help indeed? 

If on the day when Spring’s green girlishness 
Crew nuliile and she trembled into May, 

And i>ur Miranda climlml to clasp the Spring 
A-tiptoe o’er the sea, those wafts of warmth, 

I Those cloudlets scudding under the bare bluCf 
And all that new sun, tliat fresh hope about 
I lis airy place of ol>serv'ation,—friend. 

Feel with me that if just then, just for ouce« 
Some angel,—such as the authentic pen 
Yonder records a daily visitant 
Of ploughman Claude, rheumatic in the joints 
And spinster Jeanne, with m^rim troubled 
sore,—' 

If such an angel, with nought else to do, 
Had taken station on the pinnacle 
And simply said “ Lwnce, look stmight be¬ 
fore ! 

Neither to right hand nor to left s lor why ? 
Iking a stupid soul, you want a guide 
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To ten th« gno<liM!S$ in fm to aocotmt 
And nmke stupidity submit itsdf* 

Go to Soint-Rambert! Straightway get such 
guide! 

There stands a man of men. You, icwellcr. 
Must needs have heard how once the biggest 
block 

Of diamond now in Europe lay exposed 
Mid specimens of stone and earth and ore, 
On huckster’s stall, — Navona names the 
Square, 

And Rome the city for the incident,— 
Labelled ‘quartz-crystal,price one halfpenny.* 
Haste and secure that ha’p’worth, on your 
lifel 

That man will read you rightly head to fool, 
Mark the brown iace of you, the bushy beard. 
The breadth *twixt shouIderbkdes,and through 
each black 

Castilian orbit, see into your soul. 

Talk to him for five minutes—nonsense, sense, 
Ho matter what—describe your horse, yo\ir 
hound,— 

Give your opinion of the policy 
Of Mtmsieur Rouher,—will he succour Rome? 
Your estimate of what may outcome lx: 

Frcan CEcuraenical Assemblage there 1 
After which samples of intelligence. 

Rapidly run through those events you call 
Your past life, tell what once you tried to do, 
What you intend on doing this next May ! 
There he stands, reads an Ei^Esh newspaper, 
Stock-still, and now, again upon the move, 
Races the beach to taste the Spring, like 
Since both arc human beings in God’s eye. 
He will have understood you, I engage. 
Endeavour, for your part, to understand 
He knows more, and loves better, than the 
world 

That never heard his name, and never may. 
He will have recc^niated, ere breath lie sjxmt 
And speech at end, how much that’s good in 

And generousi and aelf-devoting, makes 
Htedte LAmce Miranda worth his help; 
tending to dike bottom ignorance 
sted and 

tted and rd^ious, all one couch 


Of crassitude, a portent of its kind. 

Then, just as he would pityingly teach 
Your body to repair maltreatment, give 
Advice that you should make those stumps to 
stir 

With artificial hands of caoutchouc, 

So would he soon supply your crippled soul 
With crutches, from his own intelligence, 
Abie to help you onward in the path 
Of rectitude whereto your free is set, 

And counsel justice—to yourself, the first, 

To your associate, very like a wife 
Or something lx*tter,—to the world at large, 
Friends, strangers, horses, hounds and 
Cousimy— 

All which amount of justice will include 
Justice to God. Go and consult his voice! ” 
Since angel would not say this simple truth. 
What hinders that my heart relieve itself, 
Milsand, who makest warm my wintry world, 
.'\nd wise my heaven, if there we consort too? 
Mtinsieur I^^once Miranda turned, alas, 

Or was turned, by no angel, t't*ther way, 
And got him guidance of The Kavissante. 

Now, Into tlie originals of faith, 

Yours, mine, Mirandi’s, no intpiiry here! 

Of faith, as apprehended by mankind, 

The causes, w'cre they caught and catalogued, 
Would too distract, too desperately foil 
Inquirer. How may analyst reduce 
Quantities to exact their opposites, 

Value to zero, then bring zero Imck 
To value of supreme preponderance ? 

How substitute thing meant for thing ex¬ 
pressed ? 

Detect the wire-thread through that fluffy silk 
Men call their rope, their real compulsive 
power? 

Suppose effected such anatomy, 

And demonstmtum made of what belief 
Hass moved IjcUever—were the comeqvientt 
Reward at all? would each man straight 
deduce, 

From proved reality of cause, effect 
ConftmmaUe*--believ« and unbdieve 
According to your Tnie thtm disengaged 
From all hfr heap of False caUed mmn tea? 
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: b&nd 0tm used to hold a ]feofi thick twist. 
Cannot now gfope its way by wire alone: 
Childhood may catch the knack, scarce 
Youth, not Age! 

That's the reply rewards you. Just as well 
Remonstrate to yon peasant in the blouse 
That, had he justified the true intent 
Of Nature who composed him thus and thus, 
Weakly or strongly, here he would not stand 
Struggling with uncongenial earth and sky, 
But elsewhere tread the surface of the glol>e, 
Since one meridian suits the faulty lungs, 
Another bids the sluggish liver work. 

** Here I was l>orn, for l)elter or for wors»e: 

I did not choose a climate for myself; 

Admit, my life were healthy, led elsewhere/’ 
(He answers) “ how am I to migrate, pray?” 

Therefore the course to take is—spare your 
pains, ! 

And trouble uselessly with discontent 
Nor s<^ul nor liody, by jmrading pn>of 
That neither haply had known ailment, placed 
Precisely where the rircumstanre forkide 
Their lot should full to either of the fmir. 

But try and, what you find wrong, remedy. 
Accepting the conditions ? never ask 
** llow came you to Ijte iKim here with those 
lungs, 

That liver ? *’ But bid asthma smoke a pijx?, 
Stramonium, just as if no Tropics were, 

And ply with calomel the sluggish duct, 

N6r taunt “ The lx»rn Norwegian breeds no 
bileP* 

And as with Ixidy, so proceed with soul: 

Not less discerningly, where faith you found, 
I lowcver foolish and fantastic, gnidgc 
To play the tloclor and amend mistake, 
B<*causc a wisdom were conceivable 
Wlwmce faith had sprung robust aUive disease. 
Far beyond human help, that sfiurce of things! 
Since, in the first stage, so to speak,—^first stare 
Of apprehension at the invisible,— 

Begins divergency of mind from mind, 
Superior from inferior : leave tliis first I 
little you change there I What comes afier- 
ward*^ 

From apprehended thii^, eocli inference 


With practicality concerning life. 

This you may test and try, confirm the right 
Or contravene the wrong which reasons there. 
The offspring of the sickly faith must prove 
Sickly act also: stop a monster-birth 1 
When water’s in the cup and not the cloud, 
Then is the proper time for chemic test: 

Belief permits your skill to operate 
When, drop l^y drop condensed from misty 
heaven, 

’Tis wrung out, lies a lx>wlful in the fleece. 

I llow dew by spoonfuls came, let Gideon say: 

I What purpose water serves, your word or two 
I May teach him, should he fancy it lights fire. 

Concerning, then, our vaporous Ravissante— 
How fable first precipitated faith— 

Silence you get upon such point from me. 

Bui when I see come posting to the pair 
At Clairvaux, for the cure of soul-disease, 
This Father of the Mission, Pansh-priest, 
This Mother of the Convent, Nun I know— 
practise in tliat strond stage of things; 
I'hey lx)ast no fresli distillery of faith; 

Tis dogma in the Ixatle, bright and old, 
They bring ; and 1 pretend to pharmacy. 
They undertake the cure with all my heart! 
He tnists them, and they surely trust them¬ 
selves, 

I ask no l)eller. Never mind the cause, 

A'ffns et orig& of the malady; 

Apply the drug with courage! Here's our 
case. 

Monsieur L^once Miranda asks of God, 

—May a man, living in illicit tie, 

Continue, by connivance of the Church, 

No matter what amends he please to make 
Short of forthwith relinquishing the sin ? 
Physicians, what do you propose for cure ? 

Father and Mother of the Ravissante, 

Read your own records, and you find pre¬ 
scribed 

As follows, when a couple out of sorts 
Ratherthan gravely suffering, sought your skill 
And thereby got their 
Two and a half good ce^Btiies agO> 

Luc dc la Maison Rot^i a nobleman 
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<if {the river gives this ccmntry imme) 

Jiist es noblewoman, Maude bis wife. 
Having been married many happy years 
Spent in God’s honour and man’s service too, 
Conceived, while yet in flower of youth and 
hope. 

The project of departing each from each 
Forever, and dissolving marriage-Ix^nds 
That both might enter a religious life. 
Needing, before they came to such resolve, 
Divine illumination,—course was dear,— 
They visited your church in pilgrimage. 

On Christmas mom: communicating straight. 
They heard three Masses proper for the day, 
“ It is incredible with what effect ”— 

Quoth the Cistercian monk I copy from— 
And, next day, came, again communicants, 
Again heard Masses manifold, lait now 
With added thanks to Christ for special grace 
And consolation granted: in the night, 

Had been divorce from marriage, manifest 
By signs and tokens. So, they made great 
gifts, 

I,eft money for more Masses, and returncfi 
Homeward rejoicing—he, to take the rules. 
As Brother Dionpius, Capucin; 

She, to become first postulant, then nun 
According to the rules of Benetlict, 

Sister Scolastica: * so endetl they, 

And so do I-—not end nor yet commence 
One note or comment. What was done was 
done. 

Now, Father of the Mission, here’s your case! 
And, Mother of the Convent, here’s its culi^ 
If separation was permissible, 

And that decree of Christ God Imth 


Each from the other go, you guilty ones, 
Preliminary to your least approach 
Nearer the Power that thus could strain a point 
In favour of a pair of innocents 
W1 k> thought their weddetl hands not clean 
enough 

To touch and leave unsullied their souls’ 
snow ! 

Are not your hands found filthy by the world, 
Mere human law and custom ? N<»t a step 
Nearer till hands be washed and purified ! ” 

What they did say is immaterial, since 
Ortainly it was nothing of the kind. 

There was no washing hands of him (alack, 
Vou take me?—in the figurative sense !), 
But, somehow, gloves were drawn o’er dirt 
and all, 

And practice with the Church proaired 
thereby. 

Seeingthat,—^all remonstrance proved in vain, 
Persuasives tried and terrors put to use, 

I nowise tpiestion,—still the guilty jiair 
Only emhrricetl the clost^lier, ul*stinate,— 
Father and Mother went from Clairvaux hack 
Their weary way, with heaviness of heart, 

I grant you, but each jmlm well cr<meil with 
coin, 

And nothing like a smutch perceptible. 
Monsieur IA>nce Miranda might compinmd 
For sin ?— no, surely! but by gifts—prepare 
His soul the Ixjtter for contrition, say 1 
Ciifl followed U|X)U gift, at all events. 

Goo<l counsel was rejected, on one part; 

I lard money, on the other—may wc Impc 
Was unreflectingly consigned to purse ? 


joined 

Let no man put asunder” nulUfied 
Because a couple, blameless in the world, 
Had the conceit that, still more blamelessly, 
Oat of the world, liy breach of marriage- 
vow# 

Thdlr life was like to pass,--you oracles 
CHGoAf^dnce hfdy Paul says such you arc, — 
iHWtate, pot one moment, to pronounce 
Wliep iq^ieiticmed by the pair now needing 

> Snmr of 3t« Benedict 


Two years did this exjxjrimcnt engage 
.Monsieur Ldonce Miranda: how, by gifts 
To God and to God’s p(X)r, a man might stay 
In sin and yet stave off sin’s punishment. 

No salve could be ccmceived more nicely 
mixed 

For this man’s nature; generosity,— 
Susceptibility to human ills, 

Corporeal, mental,—self-devotedness 
Ma^ up Miranda—whether strong or weak 
Elsewhmi may be inquired anotlw time. 
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lo mercy he was strong, at all events. 

Enough ! he could not see a beast in pain. 
Much less a man, without the will to aid 5 
And where the will was, ofl the means were 
too. 

Since that good bargain with the Cousiniy, 

The news flew fast alx>ut the countryside 
That, with the kind man, it was ask and 
have; 

And ask and have they did. To instance 
you:— 

A mob of lx*ggars at The Ravissante 
Clung to his skirts one day, and cried We 
thirst! ’* 

Forthwith he bade a cask of wine lie broacherl 
To satisfy all comers, till, dead-drunk 
So satisfied, they strewed the holy place. 

For this was grown religious and a rite : 

Such slips of judgment, gifts irregular, 
Shower! but as spillings of the golden grist 
On either side the hoppr^r, through blind 7 eal; 
Steadily the main strairn went ixninng on 
From mill to nuuUh of 5 Hick-held wi<le and 
close 

By Father of the Mission, Parish-priest, 

And Mother of the Convent, Nun I know, 
With such efiect that, in the se<|ucl, pr<K>f 
Was tendereri to the ( Vmrt at Vire, last month, 
That in these same two years, expondilurc 
At quiet Clairvaux rose to the amount I 

Of Forty Thousand English I*oiinds: whereof 
A trifle went, no inappropriate close 
Of bounty, to supply the Virgin’s crown 
With that stupendous jewel from New-York, 
Now' blaxing as befits the Star of Sea, 

Such signs of grace, outward and visible, 

I rather give you, for your siike and mine, 
Tlmn put in evidence the inward strife, 
Sf^ritual effort to compound for fault 
By payment of devotion—thank the phrase! 
limt payment was as punctual, do not doubt, 
As its for easier fellow. Yesterday 
I trudged the distance from The Ravissante 
To Clairvaux, with my two feet: but our 
fHend, 

The more to edify the countryfolk, 


Was wont to make that journey on both knees. 

** Maliciously perverted incident! 

Snarled the retort, when this was told at 
Vire: 

‘‘ The man paid mere devotion as he passed. 
Knelt decently at just each wayside shrine I ** 
Alas, my lawyer, I trudged yesterday— 

On my two feet, and wdth both eyes wide 
(> 1 ) 0 ,— 

The distance, and could find no shrine at all I 
According to his lights, I praise the man. 
Enough i incessant was devotion, say— 

With her, you know of, praying at his side. 
Still, there be relaxations of the tense ; 

Or life indemnifies itself for strain, 

Or finds its very strain grow feebleness. 
Monsieur I.,^ouce Miranda’s days were passed 
Much as of old, in simple wdrk and play. 

His first endeavour, on recovery 
From that Siul ineflfectual sacrifice, 

Had t>ecn to set alxiut repairing loss; 

Never admitting, los.s was to rejxiir. 

No word at any time esca[x.'d his lij>s 
- Ifolmyeil a lurking prest*nce, in his heart, 
Of sorrow ; no regret for mischief done— 
Punidiment sufi'ered, he would rather say. 
(icxxl-tem[XTcd schooUjoy-fhshion, he pre- 
rcrrcxl 

To laugh away his flogging, fair price paid 
For pleasure out of Ijounds; if needs must be, 
Get pleasure and get floggctl a second time ! 
A sullen subject would have nursed the scars 
And made excuse, for throwing grammar by, 
That liench was grown uneasy to the seat. 

No: this poor fellow* cheerfully got hands 
Fit for his stumps, and w hat hands foiled to do. 
The other members did in their degree— 
Unwonted service. With his mouth alone 
He wrote, nay, painted pictures — think of 
that! 

He played on a piano ptxlal-keyed, 

Kicked out—if it was Bach’s—good music 
thence. 

He nxle, that’s readily conceivable, 

But then he shot and never missed his bird, 
With other feats as dexterous: I infer 
He was not ignorant what hands are worth, 
When he resolved on mining his own* 
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FooBjshly,—as one estimates mankindi 
The wcjdk they do, the play they leave un¬ 
done ?— 

Two whole years spent in that experiment 
I told you of, at Clairvaux all the time, 
From April on to April: why that month 
More than another, notable in life ? 

Does the awakening of the year arouse 
Man to new projects, nerve him for fresh feats 
0f what proves, hr the most part of mankind 
Playing or working, novel folly too ? 

At any rate, I see no slightest sign 
Of folly (let me tell you in advance). 

Nothing but wisdom meets me manifest 
In the procedure of the Twentieih Day 
Of April, ’Seventy,—folly’s year in France. 

It was delightful Spring, and out of doors 
Temptation to adventure. Walk or ride ? 
There was a wild young horse to exercise, 
And teach the w'ay to go aiKi pace to keep: 
Monsieur I.i^nce Miranda chose to ride. 

So, while they clapped soft saddle straight on 
back. 

And bitted jaw to satisfriction,—since 
The partner of his days must stay at home, 
Teas^ by some trifling li^^y of March 
To throat or shoulder,—visit duly paid 
And frtrewelJ ” given and received again,— 
As chamber-door considerately closed 
Behind him, still five minutes were to spend. 
How better, than by clearing, two and t!§b. 
The staircase-steps and coming out alofr 
Upon the platform yonder {raise your eyes!) 
And tasting, just as those two years befi>re, 
Spring’s br%ht advance upon the tow'cr a-top, 
Ihe f^ure of the front, the Belvedere? 

Look at It for a moment while X breathe. 


IV. 

Itendjr to hear the rest ? How good you are I 

tw this Twentieth spleiidki day of Spring, 
All In a wind, sky^ earth a^ 


To bid man Up, he doii^ I ” Mount the 
stair, 

Monsieur L6once Miranda mounts so brisk, 
And look—ere his elastic foot arrive— 

Your longest, far and wide, o’er fronting space. 
Yon white streak—Havre lighthouse! Name 
and name, 

I low the mind nins from each to each relay, 
Town after town, till I’aris* self lie touched. 
Superlatively big with life and deJtth 
To all the world, that very day perhaps ! 

He who stepped out upon the platform here, 
Pinnacled over the expanse, gave thought 
Neither to Rouher nor OlHvier, Roon 
Nor Bismarck, Emjieror nor King, Imt just 
To steeple, church, and shrine, The Ravis- 
sante! 

He saw Her, whom myself saw, but when 
Spring 

Was passing into Fall; not rolled and crowned 
As, thanks to him, and her you know about, 
She stands at present; but She smiled the 
«ime. 

Thither he turned —to never turn away. 

He thought . . , 

(Supjxise I should prefer ‘Hie said?” 
Along with every act—and speech is act-^ 
Tliere go, a multitude impalpable 
To ordinary human faculty. 

The thoughts which give the act significance* 
Who is a poet needs must apprehend 
Alike both speech and thoughts which prompt 
to speak. 

Part these, and thought withdraws to poetry s 
Speech is reported in the newspaper.) 

He said, then, probably no word at all, 

But thought as foUowsr--in a minute’s space-*- 
One particle of ore beats out such leaf 1 

**ThisSpring-mom I am fbrty-threeyeais old: 
In prime of life, perfection of estate 
Bod%, mental, nay, material too,— 

My whole of worldly fortunes leadi tbclif 
hei^t 
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lk>4y ADd soul aliko on aninence : 

It is not probable I ever raise 

Sottl above standard by increase of worth, 

Nor reasonably may expect to lift 
Body lieyond the preset»t altitude, 

** Behold jnt% Lady called Tlic Ravissanle ! 
Such as I atjt, I—gave myself to you 
So long since, that I ainnot say ‘ I give.’ 

AH my belongings, what is summed in life, 

I have submitted wholly—as man might, 

Al least, as / might, who am weak, not 
strong,— 

Wlioliy, then, to your rule and governance, 
So far as I had strength. My wcukncss was~- 
I felt a fascination, at each jioint 
And pore of me, a Power as absolute 
Claiming that soul should rect)gnire her sway. 
Oyou were no wdiit cleailier (^)u<„*en, I s<x*, 
Throughout the lile that ndls out rii>lK»n-like 
Its shot'Silk length liehind me, than the 
strange 

Mystery—how shall 1 denuniinate 
The unrol>t*d Onei* Rol>ed you gt> and 
crowne<l sis well, 

Named liy the natioiivS: she is hard t< > name. 
Though you have s|)elt out certain characteis 
Oliscure U|Hm what fdlct binds her bu>w, 
Lmt of the fleshy lust of the eye^ life's pride, 

* So call her, and contemn the enchantress! ^ 
—‘ Crush 

The despot, and recover liberty ! *— 

C'ried desjXit and enchantress at each ear. 

Wm were conspicu<)u.s and pre-eminent, 
Authoritative and imperial,—you 
Spoke first* claimed hoimige : <Ud I hesitate? 
liora for no mastery, but servitude, 

Men cannot serve two masters, say.s the Iknik; 
Master should measure strength with master, 
then. 

Before on servant is imjKised a task. 

¥ott spoke first, promised best, and threatened 

most; 

The other never threatened, promised, spoke 
A i|ingle word, but, when your part was 
done, 

UHed a finger, and I, prostrate, knew 
iNlma were about me, though you stood aloof 


m 

Smiling or frowning ‘Where is power like 
mine 

To punish or reward thee? Rise, thou fool! 
Will lie free, and, lo, I lift thee loose!’ 
Did I not will, and could I rise a whit? 
l^y I, at any time, content to lie ? 

‘ To lie, at all events, bring.s pleasure: make 
AmeiuK by iindemanded pain ! ’ I said. 

I )itl iKii you jirompt me ? ‘ Purchase now by 

pain 

Pleasure hereafter in the world lo come ! * 

I could not pluck my heart out, as you liade 
Un!)idtlen, I burned off my liands at least. 
Afy stmi letained its treasure ; but my purse 
Lightened itself with much alacrity. 

Well, where is the reward? what promised 
fruit 

Of sacrifice in peace, content ? what sense 
Of adde<i strength to l)ear or lo f<'»rl]»ear? 

What influx of new light assists me ikiw 
E ven lo guess you recognize a gain 
In wiuit was loss enfuigh to m<trial me? 

But .she, the less aulhorilalnc voice, 

()li, lu>w tlislinct enunciating, how 
ilain dealing! Oain she gave was gain 
indeed ! 

That, you deny ; that, you contemfitumis call 
I Actirns, sw me’s fwd not man’s meat! ‘ Spurn 
the draff!’ 

Ay, but tlutse Hfe-tree apples I prefer. 

Am I to die of hunger till they drop? ^ 
Husks keep flesh from starvation, anyhow. 
Give those life-apples !—one, worth woods 
of oak, 

Worth acorns by the waggon-load,—one shoot 
Through heart and brain, assurance bright 
and brief 

That you, my I.ady, my own Ravissante, 
Feel, through my famine, servetl and satisfied. 
Own me, your starveling, soldier of a sort! 
Your soldier ! do I read my title clear 
ICven to call myself your friend, not foe ? 
WTiat is the pact between us but a truce ? 

At best I shall have staved off enmity. 
Obtained a respite, ransomed me from wrath. 
I pay, instalment by instalment, lile, 

Earth’s tribate*money, pleasures great and 
small, 




m 
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Where<»f sboutdi at the last one penny i^ece 
Kali short, the whole heap Ijecomes forfeiture. 
Yon find in me deficient soldiership: 

Want the whole life or none, I grudge that 
whole, 

Because I am not sure of recompense: 
Because I want faith. Whose the fault ? I 
ask. 

If insufodent faith have done thus much, 
Contributed thus much of sacrifice, 

More would move mountains, you are warrant. 
Well, 

Grant, you, the grace, I give the gratitude ! 
And what were easier ? ‘ Ask and liave ’ folk 
call 

Miranda’s metluxl; * Ha\e, nor need to ask I ’ 
So do they formulate your <|uality 
Superlative beyond my human grace. 

The Ravissantc, >t>u ravish men away 
From puny aches and petty pains, assuaged 
By man’s own art with small expenditure 
Of pill or potion, unless, put to .shame. 
Nature is roased and sets things right herself. 
Your miracles are grown our commonplace; 
No day but pilgrim hobbles his Iasi mile, 
Kneels down and rises up, flings crutch away, 
Or else appends it to the reverend heap 
Beneath you, votive cripple-carpentry. 

Some few meet failure—oh, they wanted 
faith, 

And may betake themselves to Salette, 

Or seek Lourdes, so that hence the scandal 
limp! ^ 

The many get their grace and go their way 
Rejoiciiig, with a tale to tell,—most like, 

A staff to borrow, since the crutch is gone. 
Should the first telling happen at my house. 
And teller wet his whistle with my wine. 

/ tell this to a doctor and he laughs: 

* Give me permission to cry—Oul of Ixsd, 
You loth rheumatic sluggard! Cheat yon 
Chair 

Of laainess, its gouty occupant I— 

You should see miracles pei^rmed. But now, 
I give advice, and take as Ibe ten francs, 
do aa madb as does your Ravissante. 
liquid Ibf that case of cancer to be cured 


Bring back my would-be patient sound mid 
whole, 

And see me laugh on t’other side my moutli 1 * 
Can he lx; right, and are you hampered thus ? 
Such pettiness restricts a miracle 
Wrought by the Great Physician, who hears 
prayer, 

Visibly sealed in your molherdap I 
lie, out of nothing, made sky, earth, and sea. 
And all that in them is—man, beast, bird, fish, 
Down to this in'-ect on my jxirapet. 

IxK)k how the marvel of a minim crawls i 
Were I to kneel among the halt and maimed, 
And pray * Who mad’sl the insect with ten 
legs, 

Make me one finger grow where ten were 
once ! ’ 

The very priests would thrust me out of 
church. 

‘What folly dex.'s the madman dare expect? 
No faith obtains—in this late age, at least—- 
Such cure as that ! We exse rheumatics, 
though ! ’ 

“Ay, bring the early figes liark again, 

What prodigy were unattainable? 

I read your annals. J lore came Louis Onze, 
Gave thrice the sum he ever gi-ivc before 
At one time, some three hundred crowns, to 
wit— 

On pilgrimage to pray for—health, he found ? 
Did he ? I do not read it in Commines.^ 

1 lere sent jaxir joyous Marie-Antoinette 
To thank you that a Dauphin dignified 
Her motherhood—called Duke of Normandy 
And Martyr of the Temple, much the same 
As if no rotx; of hers had dressed you rich; 
No silver lamps, she gave, illume your shrine 1 
Here, following example, fifty years 
Ago, in gratitude for birth again 
Of yet another destined King of France, 

Did not the Duches^s fashion with her hands. 
And frame In gold and crystal, and prcuent 
A bouquet ma^ of artificial flowers? 

And was he King df Fmnce, and is not be 
Still Count of Chambord? 

1 FhifipimdeCommine&i thefSamomcluo^^ 
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‘‘ Such the days of jfkith, 
And such their produce to encoumge mine ! 
What now, if I Ux) count without my host ? 

I too have given money, ornament, 

And ‘ artiiicial flowers ’ — which, when I 
plucked, 

Seemed rooting at my heart and real enough; 
WhiU if 1 gain thcicby nor health of mind, 
Nor youth renewed which fX‘risheil in its 
prime, 

Burnt to a cinder *twixt the red-liot bars, 

Kor gain to see my second babydiojx- 
Of managing to Inc on terms with l)oth 
Opi>osing potentates, the Power and you, 

Cl ow ned with success ? I daw die out my days 
In evile here at Clairvaux, w'ith mock love, 
That gives — while whisjxring * Would I dart*d 
refuse I ’— 

What the loud voice declires my heart's free 
gift: 

Mock w^oiship, mock sujxriority 

O’er those I sf)lc (he world’s l>enight«i ones, 

Thai irrcligiims v»rl I pit) so, 

Dumas and even Hertfonl who is Duke. 

** Impiety? Not if I know m)self! 

Not if you know the henirt and soul 1 Iwrc, 

I bid 3 ’ou cut, hack, slash, anatomi/c, 

Till }K*c«int i>art fa* found and flung away ! 
Dcraonstral** w'hcre I need more faith ! 
Dcscrilx.* 

What act shall e\ddcnce sufficiency 
Of faith, your w^arrant for such exercise 
Of power, in my behalf, as all the w^orld 
Except jKKjr praying me declares profuse ? 
Pwr me? It is that world, not me alone, 
That world w'hirh prates of fixed laws and 
the like, 

I fain would save, pixir world so ignorant! 
And your jmrt w'ere—what easy miracle ? 

Oh, Lady, could I make your want like mine I ” 

Then his fiicc grew one luminosity. 

Simple, auflicient I Happiness at height! 
I solve the riddle, I persuade mankind. 

1 have been just the simpleton who stands— 
Summoned to claim his patrimonial rights— 
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At shilly-shally, may he knock or no 
At his ow n door in his own house and home 
Whereof he holds the very title-deeds I 
Here is my title to this property. 

Tin's power you holtl for profit of myself 
And all the world at need—which need is now^ 1 

“ My title—let me hear who controverts 1 
Omni Mailleville built yon church. Why 
did he so? 

liecause he found your image. How came 
that ? 

I lis shepherd told him that a certain sheep 
Was w^emt to scratch with hoof and scrape 
with horn 

At ground where once the Danes had razed a 
church. 

I'hilher he w ent, and there he dug, and thence 
He disinterred the image he conveyed 
In in>mp to Loncires yonder, his domain. 

You likeil the old place l>etler than the new. 
The Count might surely ha\ e divined as much; 
He did not ; someone might liave spoke a 
word : 

No one did. A mere dream had warned 
enough 

That Imck again in pomp you l>est w’ere lx>me: 
No dream w arued, and no need of convoy was; 
An angel auight you up and clapped you 
down — 

No mighty task, you stand one mHre high, 
And people carry >ou about at times. 

Why, then, did you despise the simple course? 
Because you are the Queen of Angels: when 
^"ou front us in a picture, there flock they, 
Angels around you, here and everywhere. 

“ Therefore, to prove indubitable fiiith, 
Those angels that acknowledge you their 
queen, 

I summon them to bear me to your feet 
From Clair\wx through the air, an easy trip! 
Faith without fkw I I trust your potency, 
Benevolence, your will to save the world— 
By such a simplest of procedures, too I 
Not even by affording angel-help, 

Unless it please you: there’s a simpler mode: 
Only suspend the law of gravity, 
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iivltile %t b^ky permitted to pre^!, 
'Ifte jail* Mps otiwudy iet tbe lur m front 
Cease to oppose myp^sage Chroi^h the midst 1 

** 'niQs I l>estride the railings leg o’er leg. 
Thus, lo, I stand, a single inch away, 

At dixzy edge of death,—no touch of fear, 

As safe on tower almve as turf Wlow I 
Your smile enswathes me in beatitude, 

You lift along the votary^—\i'ho vaults, 

Who, in the twinkling of an eye, re\ive.s, 
Dtopt safely in the .sfiace l>eft»re the (hurch - 
How crowded, since this mom is market«day ! 
I shall not need to speak. The news will run 
Like wild-fire. ‘Thousands saw Mirandas 
flight I ’ 

’Tis telegraphed to Paris in a trice. 

The Boukn^ard is one buzz ‘Do you iKdieve^ 
WVli, this time, thousands saw Miranda\ 
flight: 

You know him, g(vklsnuth in the Ilace Ven- 
d^me.’ 

In goes the Empress to the Emperor : 
*No'W'-—w^ill you hesitate lo make disgorge 
Your wicked King of Italy his gains, 

Oive the l^ations to the once more?’ 
Which done, — why, grace g«a*s lack to 
operate, 

They themselves set a good example Arst, 
Resign the empire twenty years usurfjcd, 

And Henry, the 13csir^ One, reigns o’er 
France I 

Regenerated France makes all things newJ 
My house no longer stands on Quai RoussSu 
But <iuai rechrisimed Alacocjue: * a quai 
'Where Renan bums his book, and Vcuillot * 
bums 

Eenan beside, since Veuillot rules the roast, 
Ke«edits now indeed *The 0niverse.’^ 

O Messiiig, O superlatively big 
With blessedness bey<md all blessing dreamed 
%inanl fl>r just promke has eflect, 
/tObI lhihg» pass awayand all be new t * 
Iptopi fer a ettlmiimtittg memyTeat, 

5 Mary Akooqne, fbundresa of a 

yiMUtttintaiie wmer* 

* vftttiaais paper* , 


Wherefore should I dare dream iinpoedible 
That I too have my portion in the change ? 
My past with all its sorrow, sin and shame, 
Becomes a blank, a nothing! There she 
stands, 

Clara de Millefleurs, all deodorized, 

Twenty years’ stain wifwjd off her innocence 1 
There never was Muhlhausen, nor at all 
Duke Ilerttord: nought that wits, remains^ 
except 

The l>eauty,—yes, the l>eauty is uncliangevl I 
Well, luul the soul loo, that must keep the 
same ! 

And so the trembling little virgin hand 
Melts into mine, that’s t*»ick again, of course I 
; - -Think not I care akaii my jxior old self I 
I only waiu my hand for Uiat one use, 

'Fo take her hand, and say ‘ I marry you— 
Men, women, arigels, you Itehold my wife ! 
There is m) secret, m^thing wicked here, 
Nothing she does not wish the world to 
i know I ’ 

j None ol your mained women have the right 
I 'I’o mutter ‘ \'es, indeed, she U'aLs us idl 
In l)eautyr-but our hsc^s are pure at least!’ 
Bear witness, for our marriage Ls no thing 
Done in a corner ! ’Tis The Ravivsiinte 
Repairs the w rong of Ptiris. See, She smiles. 
She Ijeckons, She bids * Hither, lx)th of you! * 
And may we kneel ? And will you bless us 
Ixjth? 

And may I worship you, and yet love her ? 
Then!”— 

A sublime spring from the balustrade 
Al>out the tower so often talked alxmt, 

A flash in middle air, tmd stone-dead lay 
Monsieur Ixonce Miranda on the turf* 

A gardener who watched, at work the while 
Dibbling a flower-bed for geranium-shoots, 
Saw the catastrophe, and, straightening back, 
Stood up and shook his lu'ows. Poor soul, 
poor soul! 

Just what I prophesied the end would be t 
the Red Night-c*^ I ” (as he raised t}ie 
}»sad| 

^*This must be what he meant by ttoie 
strai^e words 
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Wliik I we<sdwig larkspurs yesterday, 

* Angels would take liim I * Mad! ” 

No ! sane, I say. 

Siidi being the conditions of his life, 

Such end of life was not inrationaL 
Hold a Ijelief, you only half-believe, 

With all-mamentoub issues either way,— 
And I advise you imitate this leap, 

Put faith to proof, be cured or killed at once! 
Call you men, killed through cutting cancer 
out, 

The worse for such an act of bravery ? 

That*s more than / know. In my estimate, 
Iktier lie prt>strate on his turf at jxjace, 
Than, wistful, eye, from out the tent, the towTr, 
Racked with a doubt “Will going on I are 
knees 

All the way to The Ravlssante and l>ack, 
Saying my Ave Mary all the time, 

Somewhat excuse if I f)ostpone my march ? 
--^Make due amends for tlmt one kiss I gave 
In gratitude to her who held me out 
Superior Fricquot^s sermon, hot from press, 
A*spread with luuids so sinful yet so smooth?’’ 

And now, sincerely do I pray she stand, 
Clara, with interjxising sweep of robe. 
Between us and this horror \ Any screen 
Turns white by contrast with the tragic pall; 
And her dubiety distracts at leasts 
As well as snow, from such decided black. 
With womanhood, at least, we have to do: 
Ending with Clara—is the word too kind ? 

pass the shock I There’s poignancy 
enough 

Wlicn what one parted with, a minute since, 
Alive and happy, is retumc<l a wreck— 

All tlmt was, all that seemed alx>at to be, 
Raised out and mined now for evermore, 
Because a straw descended on this scale 
Rather than that, nmde death o’erbalance life. 
But think of cage-mates in captivity, 

Imired to day-long, night-long vigilance 
Each of the other’s tr«»d and angry turn 
If behind prison-bars the jailer knocked: 
These whom society shut out, and thus 
yot. n. 


Penned in, to settle down aiul regulate 
By the strange law, the solitary life— 

When death divorces such a fellowship, 

Theirs may pair off with that prodigious woe 
Imagined of a ghastly brotherhood— 

One watcher left in lighthouse out at sea 
With leagues of surf between the land and him 
Alive with his dead partner on the rock; 

One galley-slave, whom curse and blow 
compel 

To labour on, ply oar—l>eskie his chain, 
Encumljcred with a corpse-comjmnion now'. 
Such these: although, no prisoners, self- 
entrenched 

They kept the world off from their Ijarricade, 

Memory, gratitude was poignant, sure, 
Though pride bnmght conMjIation of a kind. 
Twenty years long had Clara Ixien—of whom 
The rival, nay, the victor, {mst dispute ? 

What if in turn The Ravissante at length 
Proved victor —which was doubtful—anyhow. 
Here lay the inconstant w ith, conspicuous too, 
I'he fruit of his good fortune ! 

“ Has he gained 

By leaving me?” she might st»Hloquire : 

“ All love could do, I did for him. I learned 
By heart his nature, what he loved and loathed. 
Leaned to with liking, turned from with dis¬ 
taste. 

No matter what his least velleity, 

; I was determined he should w^ant no wisli, 
And in conformity administered 
To his requirement; most of joy I mixed 
With least of sorrow in life’s daily draught, 
Twenty years long, life’s proper average. 

I And when he got to quarr||^ with my cup, 
Wtmld neals outsweelen honey, and discard 
That gaU-<lrop We require lest nectar doy,— 
1 did not call him feol, and vex my feiend, 
But quietly allowed experiment, 

Encouraged him to spice his drink, and now 
Grate i^Hum now bxuise so-caikd 

grains 

Of Paradise** atul pour now, for perfume, 

1 Guakeum wood, good for rheumatism. 

^ Name fee an aromatic drug. « 

3 D 
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DistRnieiit fare, the rose of Jericho, 
Eofy^thorn, passiott^flower, an^i what know I? 
Till beverage obtained the hnded smack, 
^Twas wild-fiower-wine that neither helped 
nor harmed 

Who sipped and held it for restorative— 
What harm ? But here has he been through 
the hedge 

Straying in search of simples, while my back 
Was turned a minute, and he finds a prize, 
Monkshood and belladonna ! O my child. 
My truant little boy, despite the beard, 

Hie body two feet broad and six feet long, 
And what the calendar counts middle age— 
You wanted, did you, to enjoy a flight ? 

\^y not have taken into confidence 
Me, that was mother to you ?—never mind 
What mock disguise of mistress held you 
mine! 

Had you come laughing, crying, with reijuest, 

* Make me fly, mother ! * 1 had run upstairs 
And held you tight the while I dance<l you 
high 

In air from tower-top, singing ‘Off we gt» 

(On jHlgrimagc to Lourdes some day next 
month) 

And swill we soar (to Rome with Peter-pence) 
And low we light (at Paris where we pick 
Another jewel from our store of stones 
And send it for a present to the Pope) t ’ 

So, dropt indeed you were, but on ray 
knees, , 

EoUtng and crowing, not a whit the worsUh 
Fot journey to your Ravissante and back. 
Now, no more Clairvaux—which I made you 
build, 

And think an inspiration of your own— 

No more fine li^^iise, trim garden, pretty 

park, 

Notl^ I used to busy you about, 

And nw^e believe you worked fer my sur- 
prwel 

WliM wnMumem to me will Work become 
Mow liiat 1 need not seem surprised again t 
ndi boudoir, ht example, with the doves 
IMy maid has dmaiaglfed, dusting one) 
fimbiMwS in stnceo o’er the looking-glass 
I liPlI il li r tlw tofteHKit^! dea|--Hdear me ! ” 


Here she looked up from her absorbing grief, 
And round her, crow-like grou))ed, the 
Cousinry, 

(She grew aware) sat witnesses at watch. 

For, two days had elapsed since fate befell 
The courser in the meadow, stretched so 
stark. 

They did not chister on the tree-tops, ck>se 
Their sooty ranks, caw and confal>ulate 
I For nothing: but, like calm determined croWs, 
They came to take possession of their corpse. 
And who sliall blame them ? Had not they 
the right ? 

One spoke. “They would be gentle, hot 
austere. 

They understood and were comptssionate. 
Madame Muhlhausen lay lOi> abjet't now 
For aught but the sincerest pity ; still, 

Since plain speech salves the wound it seems 
to make, 

They must speak plainly — circumstances 
spoke! 

Sin had conceived and brought forth death 
indeetL 

As the commencentent so the close of thiitgs; 
Just what might be exf>ected all along ! 
Monsieur la^imce Miranda launched his youth 
Into a cessjKK,)! of debauchery, 

And if he Ibence emerged all dripping slime, 
Where was the change excc|Jt from thin to 
thick, 

One warm rich mud-bath, Madame?—you, 
in place 

Of Paris-drainage anc! distilment, you 
He never needed budge from, l>otled to rags ! 
True, some gtxxi instinct left the natural man, 
Some touch of that deep dye wherewith 
imlaied 

By education, in his happier day, 

The hiipeful offspring of high parentage 
Was fieece^inarked moral and religions 
sheep,— 

Some ruddle, feint remainder, (we admit) 
Stuck to Miramia, rublied be ne’er so rude 
Agsdnst the goatly coarseness: to the last, 
Mora! he styled himself, rdiglotiif too! 
Which means—^hat ineradicable good 
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Vou found, you never left till good*s self 
proved 

Perversion and distortion, nursed to growth 
So monstrous, that the tree-stock, dead and 
dry, 

Were seemlier far than such a heap grotesque 
Of fungous flourishing excrescence. Here 
Sap-like affection, meant for family, | 

Stole off to feed one sucker fat—yourself; | 

While hranchage, traine<l religiously aloft 
To rear its head in reverence to the sun. 

Was pulled down earthward, {pegged and 
picketed, 

By tojwary contrivance, till the tree 
Became an arlxiur where, at vulgar ease, 

Sat suj>eiMilion grinning through the l(x»|>s. | 
Still, nature is too strong or else too weak j 
For cockney treatment: either, tree springs 
back 

To pristine .sliape, or else degradetl 
And turns to touchwmxl at the heart. So 
here— 

Botly ai»d mind, at last the man gave way. 
His bixly -there it lies, what jxirt was left 
Unmutilaled I for, the strife comiiK^nced 
Two years ago, wbci) U^tli liands burnt to 
ash, 

—A Ijrtunch biuke loose, by loss of what 
choice t wigs ! 

As for his mmd—lM.*hoId our register 
Of all its nicKxls, from the incipient nuid, 

Nay, mere erratic, to the stark insane. 
Absolute iditKy or what is worse t 
All have we catalogual—extravagance 
In worldly matters, luxury absurd, 

And zeal m crazed in its expenditure 
Of nonsense called devotion. Don’t we know 
—We 0»u»ins, Ixmnd in duty to our kin,— 
What mummeries were practised by you 
two 

At Clairvaux ? Not a servant got dist^harge 
But came and told his grievance, testifietl 
To acta which turn religion to a farce. 

And as Uie private ntock, so patent—see— 
The public scandal I Ask the neighbour¬ 
hood— 

Or rather, since we asked them long ago, 
Read what they answer, depositions down, 
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Signed, sealed and sworn to! Brief, the 
man was mad. 

We are his heirs and claim our heritage, 
Madame Muhlhausen, —whom good taste 
forbids 

We qualify as do these documents,— 

Fear not lest justice stifle mercy’s prayer ! 
True, had you lent a willing ear at first, 

Had you olieyed our call two years ago. 
Restrained a certain insolence of eye, 

A volubility of tongue, that time, 

Your prosix.*cls liad Ijcen none the worse, 
perhajK. 

Still, fciir not but a decent competence 
Shall smooth the way for your declining age t 
What we pro}X>se, then ...” 

Clara dried her eyes, 
Sat up, surveyed the consistory, spoke 
After due pause, vviih sometliing of a smile. 

“ (Gentlemen, kinsfolk of my friend defunct, 
In thus addressing me—of all the world !— 
You much misapprehend what part I play, 

I claim no pro{x;rly you sjx;ak about. 

You might as well address the park-keeper, 
Harangue him on some plan advisable 
For covering the park with cottage-plots. 

He is the servant, no proprietor, 

Ilis business is to see the sward kept trim, 
Unlrespassed over by the indiscreet; 

Beyond that, he refers you to myself— 
Another servant of another kind— 

Who again—<.|uitc as limited in act— 

Refer you, with your projects,—can I else? 
To who in mastery is ultimate, 

The Church. The Church is sole adminis- 
trant, 

Since sole possessor of what worldly wealth 
Monsieur I.xk>nce Miranda late possessed. 
Often enough has he attempted, nay, 

Forced me, well-nigh, to occupy the post 
\'ou seemingly suppose I fill,—receive 
As gift the wealth entrusted me as grace* 
This—for quite other reasons than appear 
I So ctigent to your perspicacity— 

I This I refused ; and, firm as you criuld wish^ 
I Still was wiy answer * We two understand 
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Kancli mu the I am intimate 

-^As Imw can be mere fools and knaves— 
dr* say, 

Blfea your Cousins with your love to me, 
Bevotion to the Church. Would Providence 
A^pcunt, and make me certain of the same, 
That I survive you (which is little like, 
Seeing ym hardly overpass my age 
And more than match me in alaindant health) 
In such case, certainly I would accept 
Your bounty i better I than alien hearts 
Should execute your planned benevolence 
To man, your proposed largess to the Church. 
But though I be survivor,—weakly frame, 
With only woman s wit to make amende,— 
When I shall die, or while I am alive, 
Cannot you figure me an easy mark 
Fof hypocritical rapacity, 

Kith, kin and generation, couching low, 

Bver on the alert to pounce on prey ? 

Far be it I should say they profited 
By that first frenzy-fit themselves induced,— 
Cold-blooded scenical buffoons at sp(»rl 
With horror and damnation o*er a grave: 
That were too shocking—I absolve them 
there! 

Nor did they seize the moment of your swoon 
To rifle pocket, wring a paper thence, 

Thrir Cousinly dictation, and enrich 
rbereby each mother’s son as heart amid 
wish, 

Bsid nobody supplied a codicil. 

^ when the pain, poor fiiend! had pro¬ 
strated 

iTour body, though your soul was right once 
mm-e, 

I §mr they twimed your weakness to account! 
^y else to me, who agonizing watched, 

cap in handy now bribe me to forsake 
^y main^ l^^once, now bully, cap on head, 
{% impudent {n'etenriem to assuage 
inch sorrows as demanded Courias’ care 

you* will the unkind ones hesitate 
Vlijif imnrfnrions unth my helpleimmy-- 
l^dittmo cm mod mi s use your depict* | 


Helped by advantage that bereavement lendf 
Folk, who, while yet you lived, played tricks 
like theise? 

You only have to die, and they detect, 

In all you siiid and did, insanity I 
Your feith was fetish-worship, your regard 
For Christ’s prime prcc^ept which endows the 
poor 

And strips the rich, a craze from first to last! 
They so would limn your likeness, paint your 
life. 

That if it ended by some accident,— 

For instance, if, attempting to arrange 
The plants lielow that diingerous Belvedere 
I cannot warn you from sufficiently, 

You lost your balance and fell headlong— 
fine 

Occasion, such, for crying Suicide! 

Non compos puentisy naturally next, 

Hands over Clairvaux to a Cousin-tribe 
Who nor like me nor love The Ravissanle : 
Therefore be ruled by both ! Life-interest 
In Clairvaux, - conservation, guardianship 
Of earthly gotai f<>r heavenly |.>urfK)se,—-give 
Such and no other pnxif of confidence 1 
Let Clara represent the Ravissanle ! * 

—To whom accordingly, he then and there 
Be<jueathed each stick and stone, by testa¬ 
ment 

In hol(»graph, mouth managing the quill: 
Go, see the same in Londres, If you doubt I ’* 

Then smile grew laugh, as sudden up she 
^ stood 

And out she spoke: intemperate the speech! 
“ And now, sirs, for your special courtesy, 
Your candle held up to the diaracter 
Of Lucie Steiner, whom you qualify 
As aiming short of perfect womanlKKKl. 

Yes, kindly critics, truth for once you tell I 
True is it that through childhood, poverty, 
Sloth, pressure of temptation, I succumbed, 
And, ere 1 found wlmt honour metuit, io»t 
mine. 

So was the riieep lost, which the Shefdtefd 
fiamd 

And never lost again. My friend fmtnd me; 
Or better say, the l^hephei^ found m both— 
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Silica be, my friend^ was much in the same 
mire 

When first we made acquaintance. Each 
helped each,— 

A two-fold extrication from the slough ; 

And, saving me, he saved himself. Since 
then. 

Unsmirched we kept our cleanliness of coat. 

It is his perfect constancy, you call 
My frieiurs nmin fault— he never left his love! 
While as for me, I dare your worst, impute 
One breach of loving bmd, these twenty- 
years, 

To me Mrhom only cobwebs lx>und, you count! 

‘ He was religiously disposetl in youth! ’ 

That may lx;, though we did not meet at 
church. 

Under my teaching did he, like you scamps, 
Eecome Voltairian -- fools who mock his (aith? 

* Infirm of Ixxiy ! ’ I am silent there : 

Even yourselves acknowle<lge service done. 
Whatever motive your own souls supply 
As inspiration, lx)ve made lalxair light,” 

Then laugh grew frown, and frown grew 
terrible. 

Do rccollert what sort of person shrieke<l — 
“Such wm I, saint or sinner, what you 
plaise: 

And who is it casts stone at me but you ? 

By your own showing, sirs, you l)ought and 
sold, 

Took what advantage Imrgain promised liiag. 
Abundantly did business, and with whom ? 
The man whom you pronounce iml>ecilc, ptish 
Indignantly aside if he presume 
To settle his affairs like other folk ! 

How k it you have stepjxxl into his shoes 
And stand there, lx>ld as brass, * Miranda, 
late, 

Now, Firm - Miranda' ? Sane, he signed 
away 

That little birthright, did he? Hence to 
trade t 

I know and he knew who ’twas dipped and 
ducked, 

Truckled and played the jmeasite in vain, 

As now one, now the other, here you cringeti,. 
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Were feasted, took our presents, you—those 
drops 

Just for your wife’s adornment! you—that 
spray 

Exactly suiting, as most efiamonds would. 
Your daughter on her marriage ! No word 
then 

Of M>mebody the wanton ! Hence, I say, 
SulBcribers U) the Sihle^ every snob— 

For here the post brings me the Universt 
Home and make money in the Place 
Veil dome, 

Sully yourselves no longer by my sight, 

And, when next Schneider wants a new 
parttre^ 

Be careful lest you stick there by mischance 
That stone beyond compare entrusted you 
To kindle faith with, when, Miranda’s gift, 
Cr<,>wning the very crown, the I^vissante 
Shall claim it! As to Clairvaux—talk to 
Her! 

She answers by the Chapter of Raimbaux ! ” 
Vitu{x;rative, truly ! All this w-rath 
Because the man’s relations thought him mad! 
Whereat, I hofx; you see the Cousinry 
Turn each to other, blankly dolorous, 

Consult a moment, more by shrug and shrug 
Than mere man’s language,—finally conclude 
To leave the reprtftsite untroubled now 
In her unholy triumph, till the l-aw 
Shall right the injured ones ; for gentlemen 
Allow the female sex, this sort at least, 

Its privilegt?. So, simply “ Cockatrice ! ”— 
“ Jercliel! ”—“ Queen of the Camellias ! ”— 
cried 

Cousin to cousin, as yon hinge a-creak 
Shut out the party, and the gate returned 
To custody of Clairvaux. “ Pretty place ! 
What say you, when it proves our property# 
To trying a ctmcurrence with ha. RoChe, 

And laying down a rival oyster4>ed ? 

Where the park ends, the sea begins, you 
know.** 

So took they comfort till they came to Vire, 

But I would linger, fiun to snatch a look 
At Clara as she stands in pride o£ place, 
Somew'hat more satisfying than my glaiK^ 
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So itrtivie, m near iutile, y«stenlay, 

B&cmsG one must be courteous. Of the 
inasks 

That figure in this little histor)% 

She only has a claini to my respect, 

Aad one-eyed, in her French phrase, rules 
the blind. 

Miranda hardly did his best with life : 

He m%ht have opened eye, exerted brain. 
Attained conception as to right and law 
In certain points respecting intercourse 
Of man with woman—love, one likes to say; 
Which knowledge had dealt rudely aith the 
claim 

Of Clara to play representative 
And from perdition rescue soul, tbrsooth ! 
Also, the sense of him should have suffice<l 
For building up some better thefMy 
Of how God operates in heaven and earth, 
Than would establish Him participant 
In doings yonder at the Ravissante. 

The heart was wise according to its lights 
And limits; Imt the head refused more sun. 
And shrank into its mew and craved less 
space. 

Clara, I hold the happier specimen,— , 

It may he, thrtiugh that artist-preference | 

For work complete, inferiorly proposed. 

To Incompletton, though it aim aright. j 
Morally, no! Aspire, break hounds ! I saj, 
Endeavour to be good, and f>etter still, 

And best! Success is nought, tmdeavour’s 
all 

But intellect adjusts the means to ends. 

Tries the low thing, and leaves it done, at 
least; 

No prejudice to high thing, intellect 
Would do and will do, only give the means. 
jMIranik, in my pictuie-galleiy, 

I^Mssents a Blaiee | be Clam—Mdssonicr 1 
Merely comfidered so by artist, mind! 

Fmr, bfeak through Art and rise to poetry, 
Being Alt to tremble nearer, touch enough 
Tho imige of vastness to inform our soul 
Whfl orb mak^ transit tbrmigji the dark 
% 

%m tdompii l^there the incom* 
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More than completion, matches the im¬ 
mense,— 

Then, Michelagnolo against the world I 
With this proviso, let me study her 
Approvingly, the finished little piece ! 

Born, bred, with just one instinct,—that of 
grow th,— 

Her quality was, caterpillar-like, 

To all-unerringly select a leaf 
And without intermission feed her fill, 
Become the Painted-|>eacock, or l>eHke 
The Brimstone-wing, when time of year 
should suit; 

And *tis a sign (say entomologists) 

<')f sickness, when the creature stops its meal 
One minute, either to kx)k up at hearen, 

Or turn aside for change of 'iJiment. 

No doubt there was a certain ugliness 
In the l>egmning, ns the grub grew worm t 
She amid not find the projx^r plant at once. 
But crawled and fumbled through a whole 
{larterre. 

Husltand Muhlhausen serval for stuff not 
long: 

Then came ronfiision of the slimy track 
From I^^ndon, ** where she gave the tone 
awhile,*' 

To Paris : let the stalks start up again, 

Now she is off them, all tfie greener they t 
But, settled on Miranda, how she sucked. 
Assimilated juices, took the tint, 

Mimickal the form and lexlure of her food! 
l^pTas he for pastime ? Who so frolic-foml 
As Clara ? Had he a devotion-fit ? 

Clara grew serious with like qualm, Ik‘ sure ! 
In health and strength he,—healthy t<Ki and 
strong. 

She danc^, rode, drove, took piMol-practice, 
fishal, 

Nay, “ managed »ea-skrff with coinummate 
skill” 

In pain and weakness, he, — she patient 
watched 

And wiled the slow drip-dropping hours away. 
She bound again the Imiken self-resj>ect, 

She fficked out the tnte meaning from mistake, 
Praiic<2 in each stumble, laughed ** Well- 
dtinbed 1 ” 
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When others groaned **Notic ever grovelled 
so!*’ 

** Rise, you have gained experience ! ” was 
her word; 

** Lie satisfied, the ground is just your place 
They thought appropriate counsel. “ Live, 
not die, 

And take my full life to eke out yom own : 
That shall repay roe ai\d with interest I 
Write I—is your mouth not clever as my 
hand ? 

l^aint!~ the last Exposition warrants me, 
Plenty of people must ply brush with toes. 
And as for music—look, what folk nickname 
A lyre, those ancients played to ravishment,— 
Over the pendnUy see, Apollo grasps 
A three-Stringed gimcrack which no Liszt 
could coax 

Such music from as jew’s-lmrp makes to-day! 
IK> your endeavour like a man, and Icsive | 
The rest to ‘ fortune who a-ssisls the Indd * - 
fxani, you, the l.atin which y<Hi taught me 
first, 

Vou clever creature—clever, yes, I say !'* 

If he smiled “ us love, love's wrong comes 
right, 

Shows reason last of all ! Necessity 
Must mejinwhile serve for plea—so, mind 
not much 

Old Fricqu«)t’s menace—back she srailetl 
Who mimls?’’ 

If he sighed Ah, but She is strict, the)’ say. 
For all Her mercy at the Ravissante, 

She scarce will be pul off*so- straight a sigh 
Returned ** My lace must go to trim Her 
gown! ” 

I nowise douU she inwardly Ixdieved 
Smiling and sighing had the same effect 
Upon the vcneraietl image. What 
Sl^ did believe in, I as little doubt, 

Was—Clara’s seifs own birthright to sustain 
Existence, grow from grub to butterfly. 

Upon unlimited Mimnda-leaf; 

In which prime article of fiuth confirmed, 
Acc^>rdittg to capacity, she fed 
On and on till the leaf was eaten up 
That April morning. Even then, I praise 


Her forethought which prevented leafless 
stalk 

Bestowing any hoarded succulence 
On earwig and blackbeetle squat beneath 
Clairvaux, that stalk whereto her hermitage 
She tacked by golden throw of silk, ao fine, 

So anything but feeble, that her sleep 
Inside it, through last winter, two years long* 
Recked little of the storm and strife without. 

** But—loved him ? *’ Friend, I do not praise 
her love ! 

True love works never for the loved one so, 
Nor spares skin-surface, smoothening truth 
away. 

Love bids touch truth, endure truth, and 
embrace 

Truth, though, embracing truth, love crush 
itself. 

“ Worship not me but God! ” the angels urge; 
That is love’s grandeur : still, in pettier love 
The nice eye can distinguish grade and grade. 
Shall mine degrade the velvet green and puce 
Of caterpillar, |mlmer-wonn—or what— 

Ball in and out of Ixill, each ball with brush 
Of Venus’ eye-fringe round the turquoise egg 
That nestles soft,—compare such paragon 
With any scaralxeus of the brtxxl 
Which, lx)m to fly, keeps wing in wing-case, 
walks 

IVrsistently a-tnmdling dung on earth? 

F^jypt may venerate such hierophants. 

Not I-—the ample yonder, Father Priest 
And Mother Nun, who came and went and 
came, 

Beset this Clairvaux, trundled money-muck 
To midden and the main heap off enough. 

But never Imde unshut from sheath the gauze. 
Nor show'ed that, who w*ould fly, must let friU 
filth, 

And w arn “ Your jewel, brother, is a blotch : 
Sister, your lace trails ordure! Leave your 
sins, 

And so best gill with Crown and grace with 
Robe!” 

The superstition is extinct, you hope? ^ 

It were, with my good will! 

Bethink you likewise of the latest ^ ' 
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a Hlgiil*ca|i is convertible, 

4t»d <ltaw your very thickest, threud and 
thrum, 

CFer &iich a decomposing hce of things, 
Opce so alive, it seemed immortal too t 

iThis happened twoyears since. The Cousinry 
Betum^ to Paris, called in help from Law, 
And in due form proceeded to dispute 
Momteur Lecmce Miranda’s competence, 
Being insane, to make a valid WilL 

Mddi testimony volunteered itself; 

The issue hardly could be doul^tful—but 
Fen that fiad ’Seventy which must intervene, 
Provide poor France with other work to mind 
Than settling lawsuits, even for the sake 
Of such a party as the Ra^nssante, 

It only was this Summer that the case 
Oadd ocHne ai>d be disposed of, two wrecks 
Mnce, 

At Vire—Tribunal Civil—Chamlier First, 

Here, issued with all r<^larity, 

I hold the judgment—'just, inevitable, 
Nowise to be amtesled by w hat few 
Can judge (he judges; sum and sulistancc, 
thus-^ 

** Ina^uch as we find, the Cousinry, 

Ourii^ that very period when they take 
Monaiear L^once Miranda for stark mad, 
CemaSdered him to be quite sane enougii 
For much important taisiness with— 
Kor showed susjackm of his competence 
Until, by turning of the tables, loss 
Instead of gain accrued to them thereliy,— 
Flea of incompetence we set aside. 

^**Thc rather, that the dispositions, sought 
To be impugned, are naltira! and right, 

Hot Jar with any reasonable daim 

fif Wfldied, trimddiip or acquaintance here. 

.Nobody is despdied, none overlooked; 

the testator leaves his property 
Td jnill that |Marson whom, of all the world, 
he was most indebted to. 
til then, of txinsfiiciious debl^ 


Madame Muhlhausen has priority, 

Enjoys the usufiuct of Clairvaua. 

^‘Neat, 

Such debt discharged, such life determining, 
Such earthly interest provided for, 

Monsieur L<^nce Miranda may bequeath, 

In alisence of more fit recipient, fund 
And usufruct together to the Church 
Whereof he was a spedal devotee. 

“ —Which disposition, being consonant 
With a long series of such acts and deeds 
Notorious in his life-time, needs must stand, 
Unprejudiced by eccentricity 
Nowise amounting to distemper : since, 

In every instance signalized as such, 

We recognize nt» overleaping liounds, 

No straying out of the permissible : 

Duty to the Religion of the I-and,— 

Neither excessive nor inordinate. 

♦ 

** The minor accusations are dismissed ; 

They prove mere freak and Ikncy, lioyish mood 
In age mature of simple kindly man. 
Exuberant in gtHierosities 
To all the world : no lact confirms the fear 
He meditated mischief to himself 
That morning when he met the accident 
Which ended fatally. The case is closed.” 

How otherwise ? So, when I grazed the skirts, 
And hadtheglimpReofwboinade, yesterday,— 
^oman and retinae of goats and sheep,— 
The sombre path one whiteness, rision-like, 
As out of gate, and in at gate again, 

They wavered,—she was lady there for life: 
And, after life—I hope, a white success 
Of some sort, wheresoever life resume 
School interrupted hy vacation—death j 
Seeing that liome she goes with prize in hand, 
Confimied the CMtelamc of Clairvaux* 

True, 

Such priae fiides soon to insignificance* 
Though she have eaten her Miranda ap, 

And sptiii a ara4l^*coiie tlirov^ wbldi she 

pricks 
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Hw passage, and prwes Peacock-butterfly AU this poor story—truth and nothing else. 
This Atttuinn-*-wait a little week of cold ! Accept that moment’s flashing, amplified. 
Peacock and death’s-head-moth end much the Impalpability reduced to speech, 

same. 1 Conception proved by birth,—noother change! 

And could she still continue spinning,—sure, Can what Saint-Rambert flashed me in a 
Cradle would soon cmve shroud for substitute, thought, 

And o’er this life of hers distaste would drop Good gloomy Lx>ndon make a jxjem of? 

Red-cotton-Night-cap*wise. Such ought to 1>e whatever dares precede. 

Play ruddy herald-star to your white blaze 
1 Aljout to bring us day. How fail imbibe 
How say yon, friend? ^ Some foretaste c>f effulgence? Sun shall 
Have I rcrleemed my promise ? StiuIc assent' wax, 

Througli the dark Winter-gI<Kwn l)etween us And star shall wane: what matter, so star 
iKUh ! tell 

Already, months ago and miks away, The drowsy world to start awake, mb eyes 

I just as gtKvl as told you, in a flash, And stan<l all ready for mom’s joy a-blush ? 

The while we jiacerl the sands l)eforc my 
house, 


January 23 , 1873 . 


THE INN ALBUM, 

1875 


fFor the alleged fotmdation of this sloiy, see N'oits ami Qmn’eSt March 25 , 1876 .] 

THE INN ALBUM. Perched on a view-commanding eminence j 

* —Inn whi( h may lie a veritable house 

Where somelxMly once lived and pleased 

‘That oblong hookas the Album ; IliihI it g<K>d taste 

here I Tdl tourists found his coign of vantage out, 

Exactly! page on page of gratitude And fi«gere<l blunt the indivulual mark 

For breakfast, dinner, supper, and the view ! And vulgariw:»rl things comfortably smooth. 

I praise these pfK*ts: they leave margin- On a sprig-|xitt€*rn-pa^)ered w^all there brays 
space ; Complaint to sky Sir Pklwin’s <lripping stag ; 

Each stanza seems to gather skirts around, I!is rouchant rtmst-guard creature corre- 

And primly, trimly, keep the fm>t’s confine, s|K>ncls ; 

Mtxlest and maidlike; lublKT prose oVt- They face the Huguenot and Light the 
sprawls World. 

And straddling stops the path from left to < Jrim o’er the mirror on the mantelt>iece, 
right. \’arn!shed and cofiinerl, Sa/mo ferox glares 

Since I want space to do my cipher-w ork, —INissibl) at the List of Wines which, frametl 
Wliich poem spjires a corner? What comes And gla 7 e<I, hangs somehat prominent on 
first ? |>cg. 

* Ifaiif cairn acclivity^ sainbriom spot / ’ 

(Open the window, w^e bum daylight, l»oy !) So much descriliCHS the stiifly little room— 

Or sec—siiccincter Ixsauty, brief and lx>ld— Vulgar fiat smooth resf)ectability : 

* 1/a feilma can cine On rumpsicaks ami port Not so the burst of landscajx' surging in, 

wtne^ Sunrise and all, as he who of the juair 

Pie needs not despair Of dining well here —’ ips, plain enough, the younger persfmage 

Draws sharp the shrieking curtain, sends aloft 
The sash, spreads wide and fastens liack to 
wall 

Shutter and shutter, shows you England's 
l)est. 

H« leans into a living glory-liath 
Of air and light where seems to float and 
move 

The wocxled watered country, hill and dale 
And steebliright thread of stream, a-smoke 
with mist, 

A-S|iarkle with May morning, diamond drift 
Cy the sun-touched dew. Except the red- 
roofed patch 

Of half a dmen dwelling# that, crept dose 
496 


* Morel* I myself could find a Ix-tter rhyme! 
That hard’s a Brow'ning; he neglcct!i the 
form: 

But ah, the sense, ye gcxls, the weighty sense! 
Still, I prefer this dassic. Ay, throw wide! 
Ill quench the hits of candle yet unfmmt. 

A wiinute^s fireah air, then to cipher-work ! 
Ifhree little columns hold the whole account: 

after which Blind Hof>key, then 
Cutltiig-the-Pack, Uve hundred pounds the 
mu 

TSs easy reckoning : I have Ictet, I think.” 


Two peisonages occupy this rohm 
Shal^-geiiteel, that*# parkmr the inn 
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For hiH-side shelter, make the village*clamp* 
This inn is perched above to dominate— 
Except such sign of human neighbourhood, 
(And this surmised rather than sensitde) 
Therein nothing to disturb absolute |>eace. 

The reign of English nature—which means 
art 

And civilized existence. Wildness’ self 
Is just the cultured triumph. Presently 
Deep sc^litude, lx* sure, reveals a I'lace 
7’hat knows the right way to defend itself: 
Silence hems round a burning sj>ot of life. 
Now, where a Place burns, must a village 
bro<Ml, 

And where a village bnxxis, an inn should 
boast— 

Close and convenient: here you have them 
lioth. 

This inn, the Something-arms -ihe family's-- 
(IXm’t trouble (luillim:* heralds k*a\e out 
half!) 

Is dear to lovers of the picturcsf|ue, ! 

And epics have Ikjcu plannc<l here ; but who i 
plan 

Take holy orders and find work to do. 
f*ainters are more pr<Klurtivt‘, stop a week, 
Dt*c!arc the pros{X*ct quite a CortJt,—ay* 

For lender sentiment, -themselves incline 
Kalher to hamisweep large and lilK'nil; 

Then go, hut nol without success achieved 
—Haply some {lencibdravidng, oak or lxx,‘ch. 
Ferns at the bise and ivies up the 1 k»Ic, 

On thijs a slug, on that a butterfly. 

Nay, he who hcK>kcd the saZ/mf pendent 
here, 

Also exhibited, this same May-month, 

a sZfte/jf inspires the .scene, 
The air, which now the younger |x*rHonage 
Inflates him with till lungs o’erfnmght are 
lain 

Sigh forth a satisfaction might liestir 
Even those tufts of tree-tops to the South 
I* tile distance where the green dies off to 

Wlikh, easy of conjecture, front the Place; 
He eyes them, ellxiws wide, each hand to 
clieek. 

^ Famous author on heraldry. 


His fellow, the much older—either say 
A youngish-old man or man oldish-young— 
Sits at the table : wicks are noisome-deep 
In wax, to detriment of plated ware ; 

Aliove—piled, strewn—is .store of playing- 
cards, 

Counters and all that’s proper for a game. 

He sets down, rubs out figures in the book, 
Adds and subtracts, puts Uick here, carries 
there, 

Until the summed-up satisfaction stands 
.\pparent, and he [lauses o’er the work : 
SrKithes what of brain was Imsy under brow. 
By passage of the hard palm, curing so 
Wrinkle an<l crow fix vt for a second’s space ; 
Then lays down l)ook and laughs out. No 
mistake, 

Such the sum-total—ask Colenso ekse ! 

RoiLse<l by which laugh, the other turns, 
laughs t<w>— 

The youth, the g(KKl strong fellow’, rough 
l-ierhapfs. 

**WelI, uhat’s the damage—three, or four, 
or five ? 

How many figures in a row ? Hand here! 
Come imw, there’s <»ne expense all yours not 
mine - 

Scribbling the jieople’s Album over, leaf 
The first anrl foremost t<H>! You think, 
|xjrhaps. 

They’ll only charge you for a brand-new 
Inxik 

Nor estimate the Hterar)' loss ? 

Wail till the small account comes! * me 

- for Mieds,’ they can’t say,— 
or w ; 

Dinner^ Ap&Hinaris^—wZtai ihey //mjfC, 
Aitcmhme n&t imimiiA last looms large 
‘ />e/areme»Z of ewr Album^ late enrkked 
iVfth ’—let’s see what \ 11 ere, at the window, 
though! 

Ay, breathe the morning and forgive your 
luck ! 

Fine enough country for a fool like me 
To ow'n, as next month I su|>|)ose I sliall! 
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Eb? Tmt <bolVfoitun« t soc0ns<^eyou¥sell. 
Let’s see, liowever— hand the lxx>k, I say I 
1?Wl, yottVe imjMroved the classic byromance. 
Queer reading I Verse with parenthetic 
prose— 

ca/m accikfii^, sal$ihrt 0 us spot 
(Three-two fives) */t/e kmo profitably spent* 
(Five-nought, five-nine fives) * yonder humble 
eat* 

(Mote and more noughts and fives) ‘ in mild 
content; 

And did my feelings find the natural wnt 
In frimdsMp and in hmo blest my /*»/'' 
Then follow the dread figures— five ! ‘ Con- '\ 
tentf* 

That’s apposite ! Are you content as he— 
Simpkin thcsonncteer? Ten thousandpounds 
Give pmnt to his efiti^on—hy so much 
Leave me the richer and the poorer ymi 
Afier our night’s play; who’s content the most, 
L you, or Simpkin ? ” 

So the polished snob. 
The elder man, refinement every inch 
From brow to boot-end, cjuietly replies; 

'^Siinpkin’s no name I know. I bail my 
whim.” 

** Ay, had you! Ami such things make 
firiendshtp thick. 

Intimates 1 may IxmRt we were; henceforth, 
Friends—sliall it not lie?—who discard re¬ 
serve, 'll 

Use plain words, put each dot up<3n each i, 
Till death iis twain do part ? The bargain s 
struck f 

Old fellow, if you fancy—(to begin—) 

I felled to penetmle your scheme last werek, 
Vou wrong your poor disdple. Oh, no airs I 
Because you happen to be twice my age 
And twenty times my master, must perforce 
Ho bHnk of daylight struggle through the web 
IliefeV no tmwindtng? You entoii my kgs,; 
And welcome, for I tike it; blind me,—no! | 
A Wy pretty piece of shuttlc^ork 
Wits that—your mere cliance question at the 
cfeib— 


Pm off for Parisi /Amr’r the Opera—ikerds 
The Salmi ikerds a ckma-saley^beside 
Ckaniilly; md^ for good compamiomhipi 
There's Such-and-such md ^-and-so. Sup¬ 
pose 

tVe start together f * * No such holiday / * 

I told ytiu : * Paris and the rest be hanged I 
Why plague me who am pledged to home- 
delights f 

Pm the engaged now ; through whose fmdt 
but yours ? 

On duly* As you u*ell know* Dodt /drmtm 
7he toeek awey down with the Aunt aftdNieref 
No help: ids tenure, l&nelinm and lo7*e. 
Wish / eould fake you ; but fame travels 
fast;- 

A man of much newspaper-paragraph, 

Vou scare domestic cireles; and beside 
IVould tu>f you like your lot, that second taste 
Of nature and appfOSHil of the grounds t 
You might walk early or lie late, so shirk 
Week-day detmtions .* but stay Sunday o'er. 
Ami morning church is obligatofyt 
No mundane garb perfnimbU, or dread 
The butler's privileged monition / No ! 

Pack off to Paris, nor wipe tear away t* 
VV'hereon how artlessly the Imppy flash 
Ktillowcti, by inspiration ! ‘ 'Tellyou what— 
last's turn thar flank, try things on t'other 
side / 

Inns for my money I Jdberiy's the life I 
We'll lie in hiding; I he re's the rrmo-nesl nook^ 
The tourist's joy, the hm they ram about. 
Inn that's out --out of sight and out of mind 
And out of mischief to all four of or— 

Aunt and niece,you and me* At nighd arrive; 
At mom, find time for just a Pispth-view 
Of myfriend's Land of Promise; then deparf* 
And while I'm whitting onward by first 
train, 

Bommi for our own place (sinee my Breaker 
sulks 

And says t shun him like the piagm)fmrself-^ 
Why, you have stepped thence, start from 
platform, gay 

Despite the sleepless fbumey, — lot^ l0tdt 
wings, 

Nugmnt and niece who, mme the wiser, wtdt 
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Th$ fifMhfid €tdvmi! Mk f ’ * IVM ati my 
iuart^ 

Said I to you ; said I to mine own self: 

^ Dms k€ Miem /fail io camfreheiid 
He wants just am mare final frietuiiy snack 
Atfrimt^sexcktqmr erefriend runs to eof ih^ 
Marriest renmnccs yielding friends such 
sport V 

And did I spoil sport, pull face grim,—nay, 
grave ? 

Yotir pupil docs you Wtler credit! No ! 

I imrieyed with my ixiss-l)oolv,—rublxrd iny 

At the big lisdance in my l*ankcr’s bamls,— 
Folded a che<|iie cigar-case-shaijc,—^jusit wants 
Filling arul signing,-—and toi^k train, resoIve<l 
To execute myself with decency 
And let you win—if not Ten thousjind tjuite, 
Sometlnng by way of wimi-up-farewell burst 
Of firework-nosegay ! Wlicyre’s your fortune 
fled? 

Or is not fortune constant after all ? 

Vou lose ten tlu»usand jxiunds: had I lost lialf 
Or half that, I should bite my lij>s, I think. 
Vou man of marl >le I Strut and stretch my l>esl 
On lifHtie, I shall never reach your height. 
How docs the loss feel! Just one lesson 
more I 

The more refine«l man smiles a firowm away. 

'Fhe lesson shall l*e — only Ixjys like you 
Ihlt mdi a <|Ucsiion at the present stage. 

I had a ImH hdge in my shoulder once. 

And, full five minutes, never guessed the fact; 
Next day, I felt decidctlly: and still, 

At twelve years* distance, when I lift my arm 
A twinge reminds me of the surgeon’s prtjlic. 
Ask me, this day month, how I feel my luck! 
And meantime plea:*c to stop imficrtinence, 
For-*‘don*t I know its object ? All this chaff! 
Covers the com, this preface leads to speech, 
UsM boy stands forth a hero. * Tkere, my 
hrdt 

Owr flay was Irne play^ fun not earnest / I 
Smptyymr fmrse^ inside out^ while my poke 
M^ges U kursHmgf earn hadly spare '' 

A Mt^ em/$s$ nom^ JMk thot^A Ar&iAer be t 


While Pm ^old-datdnsd so thkkly^ spangles 
drop 

Ami show my fed he As wareiwuse-aprofs: 
pshaw I 

Kftottgh I Wdi>e hail a palpilaiing night ! 
Gooii morning i Breakfast and forget our 
dreams / 

My tnoutHs shutf mind / I tell nor man nor 
mouse, * 

There, see! He don’t deny it 1 Thanks, 
my lioy ! 

Hero and welcome—only, not on me 
Make trial of your ’prentice-liand ! Enough ! 
WeVe played, Tve lost and owe ten thousand 
pKmnds, 

Whereof I muster, at the moment,—well, 
Wliat’s for the bill here and the Imck to town. 
Still, IVe my little character to keep: 

You may expect your money at month’s end.’* 

The young man at the window turns round 
quick— 

A clumsy giant handsome creature ; grasps 
In his large red tlie little lean white hand 
Of the other, looks him in the sallow lace. 

“I say now—is it right to so mistake 
I A fellow, force him in mere self-defence 
To sjKHit like Mister Mtld Acclivity 
! In album-language ? You km>w w ell enough 
Whether I like you— like ’s no allaim-w^ord 
! Anyhow : {H>int me to one soul beside 
In the wide world I care one straw about 1 
I first set eyes on you a year ago ; 
i Since when you’ve done me good—I’ll stick 
to it — 

More than I got in the whole twenty-five 
That make my life up, Oxford years and all— 
Throw^ in the three I fooled away abroad. 
Seeing myself and nobody more sage 
Until I met you, and you made me man 
Such as the sort is and the fetes allow, 

I do think, since we two kept company, 

Tve learnt to know a little—all throi^b you! 
It*s nature if I like you. Taunt away I 
As if I need you teaching me my place— 
Hie snob I am, the Duke your brother is, 
Whenjustthe good you did was—teadbing me 



Tim IKN AtBtJM 




Mf own tjude, how a snob and nuiUonaice 
May lead his life and let llie Dnke^s alone, 
Clap wings, free jackdaw, on his steeple-perch, 
Bnniish his black to gold in sun and air. 

Nor pick up stray plumes, strive to match in 
strut 

Regular peacocks who can't fly an inch 
Over the courtyard-paling. Head and heart 
(That's album-style) are older than you know, 
For all your knowletlge : boy, perhaps—^ay, 
boy 

Had his adventure, just as he were man— 
flis ball-experience in the shtiiilder-blade. 

His bit of life-long ache to reojgnize. 
Although he bears it cheerily about, 

Because you came and clapped him on the 
back. 

Advised him * tVM ami wear the aching aff!' 
Why, I was minded to sit down for life 
Just in Dalmatia, build a sea*side t<#wer 
High on a rock, and so expend my days 
l^irsuing chemistry or l»otany 
Or, very like, astronomy because 
I noticed stars shone when I pa&sed the place; 
Lettiitg my cash accumulate the while 
In England—to lay out in lump at last 
As Kuskin should direct me 2 All or some 
Of which should I have done or tried to do, 
And preciously repented, one fine day, 

Had you discovered Tiinon, cUhiIkxI his rixrk 
And scaled his tower, some ten years thence, 
suppose. 

And coaxed his story from him ! Don't I se^ 
The pair conversing ! It’s a novel writ 
Already, Til be bound,—our dialogue ! 

‘ fVhat^* cried the elder and yet yotdkful 
man — 

S& did ike ^ejfmh ^necUh the htdly frani^ 
And ike impasing presence sweH with scat w, 
As ike koMgki kigk-hred bearing and disp&se 
CmirosM wiik his isderheutar 
IkeJUsbby Ima-bam mka, a/buih be/at e^ 

Mad siendily incremed^ am Siam per week^ 
kk abskniim fram karse^xercise :— 

* W%0it yen, as rick m MaiksekiMg ie/tf ym 

imsAkn ^ m^y year ym came ef ngs, 
A^mm0iy0$ir^$iker mernsfmiimd gmds^ 


Cammissien^agetU hight cf Manckesier — 
Partly, and partly throngh a baby case 
Of disappointment Pvt pumped mi at iast*^ 
And here yen spefid life's prime in gaming 
fUsh 

And giving scieme am mare asteroid I ’ 

Brief, my dear fellow, you instructed me, 

At Alfred’s and not Istria ! proved a snob 
May turn a million to account although 
His brother lx: no Duke, and see gooti days 
Without the girl he lost and someone gained. 
The end is, after one year’s tutelage, 

Having, by your help, touched s<»ciety, 

Polo, Tent-pegging, Hurlingham, the Kink— 
I leave all these delights, by your advice, 
And marry my young pretty cousin here 
Whose place, whose otiks ancestral you behold. 
(Her fiither was in jxirtnership with mine — 
Docs not his put chase look a jxxligreei*) 

My million will lie tails and tassels smart 
To this plump-bodied kite, this house and 
land 

Which, set a-soaring, pulls me, M)ft as sleep, 
Along life’s pleasant maidow,—arm left free 
To lock a Iriend's in,—whose but yours, i>k! 

Arm in arm glide we over rough and snaxith. 
While hand, to jxicket held, saves cash frtiin 
cards. 

Now, if you don’t esteem ten thousand |K>utKis 
(—W^hich I shall prolxibly discover snug 
Hid line where in the column-corner cap{x.*d 
^W’ilh * Credit,' Ixised on ^Balame,' —which, 
I swear, 

By this lime next month I shall quite forget 
Whether 1 lost or won—ten thousand |x>umis, 
Which at this instant 1 wmtld give . . . let’s 
see, 

For Gakqiin ^—nay, for that Gainslxirough 
Sir Richard won’t sell, and, if Ixuigbt by me. 
Would get my glance and praise some twice 
a year,—) 

Well, if you don't esteem that price dirt-cheap 
Por teaching me Dalmatia was mistake ^— 
Why then, my last illusion-lmbbie breaks, 
My one discovered phcenix proves a goose, 
My deveiest of all companions—oh, 

% Aiuoehocse. 
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Wiis worth nor ten pence nor ten iboitsand 
pounds I 

Come ! Be yourself again ! So cndeth here 
The morning’s lesson 1 Never while life lasts 
Do 1 touch card again. To breakfast now ♦ 
To bed—I can’t say, since you needs must 
start 

For station early—oh, the down-train still, 
First plan and bc*sl plan—townward trip l>e 
hanged ! 

You’re due at your big brotlier’s—pay that 
debt, 

Tlien owe me not a farthing I Clrdcr eggs— 
And who knows but there’s trout obtainable?” 

The fine man looks well-nigh malignant: 
then— 

“Sir, please sulxlue your manner! Debts 
are debts: 

I {>ay mine -debts of this soil - certainly. 
What do I care how you regard your gains. 
Want them or want them not? The thing 1 
want 

Is —not to have a story circulate 
From club to club—how, l>ent on clearing out 
Young So-and-so, >oung Si^.ind-wj cleaned | 
me, ! 

Then set the empty kennel flush again, 
Ignored advantage and forgave his friend- 
For why? 'Fhere was no wringing bkKxl 
from stone I 

Oh, don’t lx: savage 1 You wtmkl hold your 
tongue, 

Bite it in tw^o, as man may ; but those small 
Hours in the smoking-rcK>m, when instance 
apt 

Rises to tongue’s root, tingles on to lip. 

And the thinned com|i«any consists of six 
Capital well-known fellows one may trust ! 
Next week, it’s in the ‘World.* No, tlmnk 
you much. 

I owe ten thousand p(,>unds: Til pay them ! ” 

“ Now',— 

This becomes funny. You’ve made friends 
with me: 

I can’t help knowing of the ways and means! 


Or stay ! they say your brother closets up 
Corrqjgio’s long-lost Leda: if he means 
To give you that, and if you give it me . . 

“ / j)olLshed snob off to aristocrat? 

You compliment me ! father’s apron still 
Sticks out from son’s court-vesture ; still silk 
purse 

Roughs finger with some bristle sow-car- 
lK>rn! 

Well, neither I nor you mean harm at heart! 

I owe you and shall j>ay you : which premised, 
Why should what kilhiws sound like flattery? 
The fact is—you do compliment too mudi 
Your humble master, as I own I am; 

You ow'e me no such thanks as you protest. 
The jKilisher needs precious stone no less 
Than precious stone needs ^ndisher: lx*lieve 
I struck no lint from out you but I found 
Snug lying first ’neath surface hair-breadth- 
(leep ! 

Beside, I liked the exercise : with skill 
Goes love to show skill for skill's sake. You 
.see, 

Fm old and understand things : Umj alisurd 
It were you pitched and U»ssed away your life, 
.*\s diamond were Scotch - pebble! all the 
more, 

That I myself misused a stone of price. 

Ikmi and bred clever—jx'ople u.sed to say 
Clever as most men, if not something more— 
Vet here I stand a failure, cut awry 
Or left o^wjuc,-—no brilliant nameti and 
known- 

V\^ateVr my inner stuff, my outside’s blank ; 
I'm nobody—or rather, hxik that same — 

Fm—whtr I am—and know it; but I hold 
in my hand out for the worltl to see ? 
What ministry, what mission, or what book 
—I’ll say, lx>uk even ? Nt>t a sign of these ! 
I Ixjgar*—laughing--*.4// Mcftf 7 v^eft / //^/' 
I end with—well, you’ve hit it!—* 

For Jmt as masty tAousands as hdil spare F 
The first—I could, and would not j >* 01 ^ 
spare c'ash 

1 would, and could not; have no scruple, 
pray, 
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IM* mi 1 ittified to podtet pouch ntae 
-wWheB you are aWe t" 

** Which is-^when to he ? 
heard, great characters require a fell 
Of fettme to show greatness by u]Mise; 

imck ikg grmnd i& jollify r^undy 
Add to the Album ! Let a fellow share 
Your secret of superiority! 

I Itnow, my banker makes the money breed 
Money; I eat and sleep, he simply takes 
The dividends and cuts the coupons off, 

Sdife ont, buys in, keeps doubling, tripling 
' cash, 

While I do nothing Imt receive and spend. 
But you, spontaneous generator, hatch 
A wind-egg; cluck, and forth struts Capital 
As Interest to me from egg of gold. 

I am grown curious; |.iay me by all means! 
flow will yoa make the money 

“ Mind your own— 

Not my alfeir. Enough : or money, or 
Motie/s worth, as the case may Ixr, expect 
Ere month’s end,—keep but patient for a 
month! 

Wlio^s Ibr a stroll to station ? Ten’s the time; 
Your man, with my things, follow in the trap; 
At stoppageof the down* train, play the arrived 
On idatferm, and you’ll show the due fetiguc 
Of the D^t-joumey,—^not much sleep,— 
perhaps. 

Your thoic^ts were on before you—yes, in¬ 
deed. 

You jotn them, being happily awake 
Wilh thov^r’s sole object os she smiling sits 
At bfieakfest^table. I shall dodge meantime 
In and ont station-precinct, wile away 
Hie hour till up my engine pants and smokes. 
No doubt, she goes to fetch you. Never fear! 
Sic gets no ghinoe at me» who shame such 
saints I ^ 

ih 

So, they ling bell, give orders, pay, depart 
acknowledgment boW 
Whd well knows what may brii^ the younger 
hack. 

dfar, descend in twttity steps 
The milMfy,** inhale-^heyond 


Tobacco’s balm—'the better smoke Of ttiif 
And wood fire,—cottages at cookery 
I’ the morning,—reach the main road straiten* 
ingon 

’Twixt wood and wood, two black walls ftdl 
of night 

Slow to disperse, though mists thin fest belbre 
The advancing ftxrt, and leave the Hint-diist 
frne 

Each speck with its 6re-sparklc* Presently 
The road’s end wHh the sky’s beginning mix 
In one magmficence of glare, due East, 

So high the sun rides,—May’s the merry 
month. 

They slacken \mcg : the younger stops abrupt, 
Discards cigar, looks hLs friend full in fece. 

‘‘All right; the station comes m view at end; 
1 ne minutes from the lieech-clump, there you 
arc ! 

I say : let’^ halt, let's borioa yonder gate 
Of Its two magpies, sit and have a talk! 

Do let a felloa s{icak a moment! More 
I tlunk alx>ut and less 1 like the thing— 

No, you must let me ! Now', l>c giKxi fer 
once I 

Ten thousand p(.iunds l>e done for, dead and 
damned ! 

We played for love, not hate ; yes, hate ! I 
hate 

Thinking you lx*g or borrow or reduce 
To strychnine some poor devil of a lord 
licked at Unlimited Loo. I had the cosli 
To lose—^you knew that!—lose and none the 
•r less 

Whistle to-morrow; it’s not every chap 
Affords to take hts punishment so well! 
Now, don’t be angry with a friend whose 
feuit 

Is that be thinks—upon my soul, I do— 
Your head the best head going. Oh, one 
sees 

Names in the newspaper-—great this, great 
that, 

Ghidsfriiie, Carlyle, the Laureatemuch I 
core! 

Othem have ikdx t^pinionf I kec^ mtne i 
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WMch means—by right you ought to have 
the things 

I want a head for. Here’s a pretty place. 

My oousin’s place, and presently niy place, 
Not yours! I’ll tell you how it strikes a 
man. 

My cousin’s fond of music and of course 
Plays the piano (it won’t lie for long !) 

A brand-new bore she calls a ^ semt^j^and,^ 
Rosewfiod and {>ear!, that blocks the drawing- 
r<w>in, 

And cost no end of money. Twice a week 
Down comes Herr Somelxxly and seats him¬ 
self, 

Sets to work teaching—with his teeth on 
e^lge — 

I’ve watched the rascal. * Does he flayjirst- 
rmie I ’ 

I ask : ‘ / rather think $o^^ answers she— 

* Hds WhatU-his-NaPHe ! *—* give yott 

lessons then f '— 

* //kfy three guineas and the train hsideJ *— 

* This instmment, has he one such at 

home f ’— 

* He f lias to poetise on a table-top^ 

When he can't hire the proper thingP / see/ 

Von'm the piano^ he the skilly and Cod 

The distribution of such gifts' So here: 
After your teaching, I shall “sit and strum 
Polkas cm this piano v>f a Place 
You’d make resound with Rule Britannia /” 

** Thanks I 

I don’t say but this pretty cousin’s place, 
Appendaged with your million, tempts my 
hand 

As key-board 1 might touch with some effect. ” 

**Then» why not have obtained the like? 
House, laiui. 

Money, are things olitainable, you see. 

By clever hcad-w’ork : ask my fether else! ! 

You, who teach me, why not have learned, 
yourself? 

Flayed like Herr Sonielxidy with power to 
thump 

And flourish and the rest, not bend demure 
Foititing out blunders—* Skasp, not natural / 
VOL. IL 


Permit me-*--on the black key me Ike thumb I ' 
There’s some Vitality, I’m sure! You say 

* Marry the cousin^ thafs your proper mtmeP 
And I do use the thumb and hit the sharp: 
You should have listened to your own he^’s 

hint, 

As I to you ! The puzzle’s past my power, 
How you have managed—with such stuff, 
such means— 

Not to be rich nor great nor happy man : 

Of w hich three good things where’s a sign at 
all? 

Just look at Dizzy Come,—what tripped 

your heels ? 

Instruct A goose that l)oasts wings and can’t 
fly ! 

I wager I have guessed it!—never found 
The old solution of the riddle fail! 

* was the woman?' I don’t ask, but— 

‘ Where 

r the path of life stood she who tripped you?"' 

“Goose 

You truly are ! I own to fifty years. 

Why dim’t I inter}x>se and cut out—you? 
Compete with five-and-twenty ? Age, my 
boy! ” 

“ Old man, no nonsense !—even to a boy 
That’s ripe at least for rationality 
Rapped into him, as may be mine ivas, once ! 
I’ve had my small adventure lesson me 
Over the knuckles !—likely, I forget 
The sort of figure youth cuts now and then, 
Competing with old shoulders but young head 
Despite the fifty grizzling years I ** 

I “Aha? 

Then that means—just the bullet in the blade 
Which brought Dalmatia on the brain,—that, 
too, 

Came of a fiital creature ? Can’t pretend 
Now f(>r the first time to surmise as much! 
Make a clean breast! Recount 1 a secretes 
safe 

Twixt you, me and the gate post! ** 

^ Mr. Disraeli. 

2 E 


tm nw Mmu 




Caw*t |M*efe»ci, 

Neither, to never have surmised your wish f 
' Ifs no use,—case of unextracted ball— 
Winces at finger^louching* Let things be 1 ” 

** Ah, if you love your love still! I hate 
mine.” 

“ I c»n*t hate.” 

“ I won’t teach you ; and won’t tell 
You, therefore, wlmt you please to ask of me: 
As if I, also, may not have my ache ! ** 

My sort of ache ? No, no ! and yet—per¬ 
haps ! 

AU comes of thinking you superior still. 

But live and learn I I say ! Time’s up! 
Good jump 1 

You old, indeed ! I fancy there’s a cut 
Across the wood, a grass path: shall we try ? 
It’s venturesome, however 1 ” 

** Slop, my boy I 
Don’t think Fm stingy of experience ! Ltfe 
—It’s like this wood we leave. Should you 
and I 

Go wandering about there, »hough the ga}>s 
We went in and came out by were oppose<l 
As the two poles, still, somehow, all the 
same, 

By nightfall we should proljabJy have chanced 
0« much the same main points of interest— 
Both of us measured girth of mossy trunk, 
Slript ivy from its stmr^led prey, clapped 
hands’^ ^ 

At squirrel, sent a fir-cone after crow, 

And so forth,—never mind wimt time tietwixt. 
So in our lives; allow I entered mine 
Ane^er way than you; *iis possible 
I toded just by knocking he^ against 

plaguy low-hung branch yourself tx^gan 
i\ Vbump frcun; as at last you too 
^Way stumble o’er that stump which first of all 
Side me walk drcutnspectly. Head and feel 
Ale vulnerable both, and I, foot-sure, 

Pmgot that ducking down saves brow from 

bruise. 


I, early old, f^yed young man four years 

since 

And foiled confoundedly: so, hate alike 
Failure and who caus^ follure,—curse her 
canti” 

** Oh, I see I You, though somewhat past 
the prime, 

Were taken with a rosebud beauty! Ah—■ 
But how should chits distinguish ? She ad¬ 
mired 

Ytmr marvel of a mind, FU undertake! 

But as to body . . . nay, I mean . . . that is, 
When years have lt>ld on face and figure . . 

** Thanks, 

Mister SitpcimUy-ImlruHed i Such 
No doubt was bmnd to In; the consef|uencc 
To suit your self-cornpUicency i she liked 
My head enough, l>ut loved some heart be¬ 
neath 

Some head with plenty of brown hair a-top 
After my young friend’s fashion I What 
becomes 

Of that fine speech you made a minute since 
Aliout the man of middle age you found 
A formidable peer at tw'enly-one ? 

So much for your mock-modesty! and yet 
I Iwick your first against this second sprout 
Of ohserv^ation, iasighi, what you please. 

My middle age, Sir, had too much success 1 
It’s o<ld : my case occurred four years i^;o— 
I finished just while you commenced that 
turn 

I’ the wood of life that takes us to the wealth 
Of honeysuckle, heaped for who can reach. 
Now, I don’t Ixmst; it's bad style, and beside, 
The feat proves easier tlmn it looks: I plucked 
Full many a flower unnamed in that bouquet 
{Mostly of peonies and poppies, though !| 
Gtx)d nature sticks into my button-hole. 
Therefore it was with nose in want of snuff 
Rather than Ess or Psadiuin,' that I clmnced 
I On wliat—so far from ‘ , 

Well— 

She’s dtauJ: at least you never heard her 
name • 

t Soenta* 
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Slits WM no courtly creature, had nor birth 
Nor breeding— mere i5ne-lady-breeding;^ut 
Oh, such a wonder of a woman ! Grand 
As a Greek statue! Stick fine clothes on that. 
Style that a Duchess or a Queen,—you know, 
Artists would make an outcry: all the more. 
That she had just a statue’s sleepy grace 
Which broods o’er its own b^uty. Nay, 
her feiult 

(Ihin’t laugh I) was just perfection: for 
supj)ose 

Only the little flaw, and I had peeped 
Inside it, learned what vnil inside was like. 

At Rome some tourist raised the grit Ijeneath 
A Venus’ kuchead with his whittbng-knife— 

I wusli,—no\\, I had playeti that brute, 
brought blo(xl 

To surface from the depths I fancied chalk! 
As it was, her mere face H\ir])rised much 
That I stopjxjd short there, struck on heap, 
as stares ! 

The cockfiey stranger at a certain bust 
With drooixxl eyts,—she’s the thing I have 
in mind,— 

Tkiwn at my Hrothcr’s, All sufficient prize— 
Such emtside ! Now,—confound me for a 
prig!— 

Who cares? I’ll make a clean breast once 
for all! 

Beside, you’ve hea»d the gossip. My life long 
I’ve been a woman-liker, —liking means 
liOving and so cm. There's a lengthy list 
By this lime 1 shall have tcj answer for— 

So my the gotni folk: and they don’t guess 
half— 

For the worst is, let once colleclingdtch 
Possess you, »and, wdtb perspicacity, 

Keeps growing such a greetliness that theft 
Follows at no It mg distance, —there’s the fiict! 
I knew that on my I^porello^dist 
Might figure this, that, and the other name 
Of feminine desimbilily, 

But if I happenctl to desire inscrilie, 

Along with these, the only Beautiful— 

Here was the unique s|x>cimcn to snatch 
Or now or never. * Beautiful ’ I said— 

^ Don Giovanni^s valet 


* Beautiful ’ say in cold blood,—boiling then 
To tune of * Mrs/t, tenure whatever tke casi 
This rarity^ die in the act, he damned^ 

So you complete collection^ croton your list!' 

It seemed as though the whole world, once 
aroused 

By the first notice of such wonder^s birth, 
Would break bounds to.contest my priae 
with me 

The first discoverer, should she but emerge 
From that safe den of darkness where she 
dozed 

Till I .stole in, that country-parsonage 
Where, country-jiarscm’s daughter, mother¬ 
less, 

Hrotherless, sisterless, for eighteen years 
She liad lieen vegetating lily-like. 

Her father was my brother’s tutor, got 
The living that way *. him I chanced to see— 
Her 1 saw—her the world would grow 
one eye 

To see, I fell no sort of doubt at all! 

* Secure her / ’ cried the devil: ‘ afterward 
Arrau^ for the disposal of ike prize 

The devil’s doing ! yet I seem to think— 
Now, when ail’s done,—think with *a head 
reposed^ 

In French phrase—hope I think I meant to do 
All reipiisite for such a rarity 
WTien I should be at leisure, have due time 
To learn requirement. But in evil day— 
Bless me, at week’s end, long as any year, 
The father must l>cgin * Vounp^ Samehody^ 

A fuck riiommended-^for I break a rule — 
Comes here to read, ftext Loftg Vacation^' 
* Vouns^T 

That did it. Had the epithet heen * riek* 

* AWa’ ^ a ^emus^* even ‘ handsome —but 
— ‘ Young^ 

“ I say—^jiist a vrord! I want to know— 
You are not marrietl?" 

4.J^» 

“ Nor ever were?” 

Never! Why?” 
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** Olv thea—never mind! Go on ! 
I had a reason for the question/* 

“Come,— 

Vou could not be the young man ? ’* 

“ No, indeed! 

Certainly—if you never married her ! ” 

“ That I did not: ami there’s the curse, you’ll 
see! 

Nay, all of it*s one curse, my life’s mistake 
Which, noiirish<‘d with manure that’s war¬ 
ranter! 

To make the plant l)ear wisdom, blew out full 
In folly l>eyond fie Id-dower-foolish ness ! 

The lies I used to tell my womankind. 
Knowing they dlslielieved me all the time 
Thmigh they required my lies, their decent 
due. 

This woman—not so much btdieverl. I’ll say, 
As just anticipated from my inoutli: 

Since being true, devoted, a>nstant—she 
Found constancy, devotion, truth, the plain 
And easy cf»mmonpIace of chanuier. 

No mock-heroics hut seemed natural 
To her who «ndernt*ath the face, I knew 
Was fairness* selfi possemsl a heart, I judgeil 
Must correspmd in folly just as far 
Beyond the comnion,—andamind to match,— 
Not nuide to puzzle conjurers like me 
Who, therein, proved the fool who fronts 
you. Sir, 

And begs leave to cut slion the? ugly rest! 

* Tlrusi «wr / * X said t she tnutted. * Marry 
nttV 

Ormther, ‘ Wi are mmried: when^ the riteV 
That brought on the collector’s next-day qualm 
At counting acc|uisilion’s cost^ There lay 
My marvel, there my jnjrsc more Hgfit l>y 
much 

Because of its lahe itc-expendtiure: 

Ilbjudged such moment to make fresh de¬ 
mand— 

To cage as well as catch my rarity! 

$o, ! begnti explaining. At first word 
Outbroke the horror. * Tken^ my truths were 


I tell you, such an outbreak, such new strange 
Aft-unsuspected revelation—soul 
As supeniaturally grand as fiice 
Was foir beyond example—that at once 
Either I lost—or, if it please you, found 
My sensses,—stammered somehow —Jest I 
and now^ 

Earnest! Forget ail else hnt—heart has Imfed^ 
Foes Itwe^ shall Im^eyou et^erI tahe the hand!* 
Not she ! no marriage for superb disdain, 
Contempt incarnate ! ” 

“ Ves, it’s dilTerent,— 
It’s only like in lieing four years since, 

I see now ! ’* 

“ Well, what ilkl disdain do next, 
Think you > ” 

“ ITial’s past me : did not marry you !— 
Thai’s the mam thing I uire for, I supixxse. 
Turmsl mm, oi what?” 

“ Why, marncil in a month 
Some jmrson, some smug crop-hiUred snKxxth- 
chiimed sort 

Of curate-crcalurc, 1 susjMTt,-“-divt*d down, 
I)<Avn, decqx.*r still, and came up wxmewhere 
else - 

I don’t know where*™rve not tried much to 
know,— 

In short, she’s hap|>y : w'hat the ch)djH»les call 
‘Countrified’ with a vengeance! leads the 
life 

Kesfx*ctablc and all that drives you mad : 
Still— where, 1 don’t know, and iliat’s Ix^st 
for Ixah.” 

“ Well, that she did not like you, I conco^ive. 
But why tdioukl you hate her, I want to 
know ? ” 

“ My good young friend,—liccnuse or her w 
else 

Malicious 1’rovklence I have to hate. 

For, what I tel! you the tuitiing-point 

Of my w'hole life ami fortune toward succeti 
Or iiithire. If I drown, I lay the iiuU 
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Much on myself who caught at reed not rope, 
But more on reed which, with a packtiiread’s 
pith. 

Had buoyed me till the minute’s cramp could 
thaw 

And I strike out afresh and so be saved. 

It’s easy stiying—I had sunk liefore, 
Disqualified inystdf by idle days 
And busy nights, long since, from holding 
hard 

On cable, even, had fate cast me such ! 

You lx»ys don’t know how many limes men 
fail 

Ferfori'e o’ the little to succeed i’ the large, 
Huslxind their strength, let slip the petty 
prey. 

Collect the whole jiower for the final pounce. 
My fault was the mistaking man's main prize 
For intermediate Uiy's diversion ; clap 
Of lK>yish hands here frightened game away 
Which, once gone, goes for ever. Oh, at first 
I took the anger ciisily, nor much 
Minded the anguish—having learned that 
storms 

Subside, and t«i{KJt'tempests are akin. 

Time would arrange things, meiul whate’er | 
might be 

Somewhat amiss ; precipitation, eh? 

Reason and rhyme [irompt—re^Mration! 
Tiffs 

End |)roi>erly in nuirriage and a dance ! 

I said ‘We’ll marry, make the past a blank'— 
And never was such damnable mistake I 
That interview, that laying Imre my staff, 

As it was first, so was it last chiuice—one 
And only. Did I write ? Back letter came 
Unopened as it went. Inexorable 
She Bed, I don’t know where, consoled her¬ 
self 

With the smug curate-creature: chop and 
cliange I 

Sure am I, when she told her shaveling all 
His Magdalen’s adventure, tears were shed, 
Forgiveness cvaitgelically shown, 

^ Loose hair aiKi lifted eye,’—as someone 
saya 

And now, he’s worshipped for his pains, the 

aneakl” 


“Well, but your turning-poiiit of life*—' 
what’s here 

To hinder you contesting Finslmry 
With Orton,^ next election ? I don’t 
see . . 

“ Not you! But / see. Slowly, surely, creeps 
Day by day o’er me the conviction—here 
Was life’s prize gras^xx! at, gained, and then 
let go! 

—That with her—may be, for her—I had 
felt 

Ire in me melt, grow steam, drive to effect 
Any or all the fancies sluggish here 
r the head that needs the hand she w ould 
not take 

And I shall never lift now. Lo, your wood— 
Its turnings which I likened life to ! Well,—^ 
There .she stands, ending every avenue. 

Her visionary presence on each goal 
I might have gained had we kept side by side! 
Still siring nerve and strike foot? Her frown 
forbids: 

The steam congeals once more: I’m old 
again ! 

Therefore I hate myself—but how much worse 
Do not 1 hate w ho would not understand, 

Let me rejiair things—no, but sent a-slide 
My folly faUeringly, stumblingly 
Iknvn, down and deeper down until I drop 
Ujx>n—the need of your ten thousand pounds 
And consequently loss of mine ! I lose 
Character, cash, nay, common-sense itself 
Recounting such a lengthy cwk-and-bull 
Adventure—lose my temper in the act • . 

“ i\nd lose beside,—if 1 may supplement 
The list of losses,—train and ten-o’clock 1 
1 lark, pant and puff, there travels the swart 
sign 1 

So much the better! You’re my captive now! 
I’m glad you trust a .fellow; friends grow 
thick 

This way—that’s twice said; W'c were thickish, 
though, 

Even last night, and, ere night comes again, 

I Arthur Orton, the Tichbome daimant 
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I fxrqpiiesy goiod luck to both of os I 
For see now !-^back to * haimy rndmuce * 

Or * cairn or what’s the word ! 

Bestow you there an hour, concoct at ease 
A sonnet for the Album, while I put 
Bold fece on, best foot forward, make for 
house, 

March in to aunt and niece, and tell the 
truth— 

(Even white-lying goes against my taste 
After your little story). Oh, the niece 
Is mlionality itself I The aunt— 

If she’s amenable to reason Ux>— 

Why, you stopped short to jMty her due 
respect, 

And let the Duke wait (I’ll work well the 
l>uke). 

If she grows gracious, I return for you ; 

If thunder’s in the air, why—liear yonr doom, 
Dine on nimpsteaks and port, and sliakc 
the dust 

Of aunty from your sh<xjs as off you go 
By evening-train, nor give the thing .i thought 
How you ^lall piiy me- that’s as sure as fote. 
Old fellow I Off with you, face left aUmt! 
Vondcr’s the path I have to pad. You see. 
I’m in gtxxl splints, (k»d knows why! I’crhaps 
Because the woman did mit marry you 
—Who look so liard at me,—and liave tlic 
right, 

On»£! must be fr,ir and own.” 

The two stand still 

Under an oak* 

Lot^ liere J ” resumes the youth. 
“ I never ciuite knew how 1 came h' like 
You—so much '—whom I ought not court at 
all: 

Nw how you had a leaning just to me 
Wbo am assuliCdly not worth y<mr fialns. 

F#r there must necds^be plenty such as you 
Sennewhere about,—^thougji I can’t say 
where,— 

A|le and willing to teach all you know; 
IK^te—how can you have missed a score 

itid no wit, precisely each 


A pupil frir your purpose, were it—ease 
Fool’s poke of tutor’s Am&tarmm^k^ f 
And yet, howe’er it came about, I felt 
At once my master: you as |>rompt deserted 
Your man, I warrant, so was liargain struck- 
Now% these same lines <if liking, lo%ung, run 
Sometimes so close together they converge— 
Life’s great adventures— you know what I 
mean— 

In fxfople. Do you know, as you advanced, 
It got to be unaunmonly like feet 
We two hiid fellen in with—likeil and lovcti 
J ust the same woman in our different ways ? 

I l)egan life—jKK>r groundling as I prove— 
Winged and amlutious to fly high : why not ? 
There’s something m * Don Quixote ’ to the 
point. 

My shrewd old father used to quote and 
praise — 

^ Am f b&m ttumf asks Sancho: ^ being mupt., 
By p^nthihty I may be /h/r/’ 

So, Po|k: I meant to make myself, by step 
And step, whert*of the first should iic to find 
A perfcit a Oman ; and I tell you this— 

If what I fixed on, in the tuder due 
Ot undertakings, as next step, had first 
Of all disjKised itself to suit my tread, 

And I had Ixjen, the day 1 came of age, 
Ketiiraed at head jx>ll foi Westminster 
—Nay, and moreover summoned by the 
Queen 

At week’s end, when my maiden-sjx'ech lx»re 
fruit. 

To fiirm and head a Tory ministry— 

It Wimld not have seemed stranger, ik), nor 
lieen 

More strange to me, as now I estimate, 

Than w liat did hapt>en —solier t ruth, n< Hlream. 
I saw my wonder of a wonmn, -laugh, 

I’m i>ast tliat!—in Commemoration-week. 

A plenty have I seen since, feir and foul,— 
With eyes, t<x>, hcljx-d by your sagacious wink; 
But one to match tliat marvel—no least tince, 
I.x^st touch of kinship and <x>mmumty 1 
The end was— I did somehow saiate the feet, 
Did, with no matter what imperfect words, 
One way or other give to understand 
llmt woman, soul and body were her slave 
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Would she but take, but try them—any test 
Of will, and some poor test of power lieside; 
So did the strings within my brain grow tense 
And capable of , . . hang similitudes ! 

She answered kindly but beyond appeal. 

sm't of h4>p€ for me, who canu too late. 

She mts another's. Love went—mine to her. 
Hers just as loyally to someone else' 

Of course! I might expect it! Nature’s law— 
Given the peerless woman, certainly 
Somewhere shall be the peerless man to match! 

I acquiesced at once, submitted me 
In something of a stupor, went my way. 

I lancy there had Ixjen some talk before 
Of somebody—her father or the like— 

To coach me in the holidays,—that’s how 
I came to get the sight and speech of her,— 
But I had sense enough to break off sharp, 
Save both of us the pain,” 

“ Quite right there \ ” 

“Eh? 

Quite wrong, it happens! Now comes worst 
of all! 

V^es, I did sulk akx)f and let alone 

The lovers—/ disturb the angel-mates ? ” j 

j 

“ Seraph paired off with cherub \ ” 1 

“ Thank you ! While 
I never plucked up courage to inquire 
Who he was, even,—certain-sure of this. 
That nobody 1 knew of had blue wings 
And wore a star-crown as he needs must do,— 
Some little lady, — plainish, pock-marked 
giri,— i 

Finds out my secret in my woeful &ce, 

Comes up to me at the Apollo Ball, 

And pityingly pours her wine and oil 
This way into the wound : ' Dear fffriend, 
Why waste e^eetion thm on—must / say, 

A somewhat worthless ofy'eetf Who's her 
ehoko-^ 

IrremcaNe at deliberate — 

Ont of the wide world f / skaii name m 
mmes-^ 

But thirds a fersm in society. 


Who, blessed with rank asui talent, has grown 
grey 

In idleness and sin of every sort 
Except hypocrisy: kds thrice her age, 

A by-wordfor “ successes with the sex" 

As the French say — and, as we ought to say, 
Cons'ummately a liar and a rogue, 

Since—show me wherds the woman Won 
without 

The help of this one lie which she believes — 
ThcU—never mind how things have come to 
pass. 

And lei who loves have loved a thousand 
times — 

All the same he now loves her only, loves 
Her evert if by **wofd'you just mean **sold" 
Thai's quite another compaxL Well, this 
scamp. 

Continuing descent from bad to worse, 

I Afust leave his fine and fashionable prey 
1 ( Who — fathered, hroihered, hml*anded,—art 
hedged 

About with thorny danger) and apply 
His arts to this poor country ignorance 
Who sees forthwith in thefirst rag of man 
Her model hero I Why continue waste 
On such a woman treasures of a heart 
Would yet find solcue, — yes, my fffriend — 
In some congenial —6ddle-diddle-dee ?* ” 

“ Pray, is the pleasant gentleman described 
Exact the portrait which ray ^fffrkndd 
Recognbe as so like ? ’Tis evident 
You half surmised the sw’eet original 
Could be no other than myself, just now I 
Your stop and start were flattering! ” 

“Of course 

Caricature’s allowetl for in a sketch ! 

The longish nose becomes a fix>t in lengthi 
The swarthy cheek gets copper-coloured,— 
still, 

Prominent beak and dark-hued skin are 
facts: 

And *parsm's daughter'—'youngman foack- 
able'-- 

^Ekkriy party '— ^fmr years since'—ww 
&cts 
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To & 9 I 011 on, a moment I Marriage, though 
That made the difference, I hope,” 

** AU right I 

I never married; wish I had-and then 
UnwIsh it; |ieople kill their wives, some¬ 
times ! 

I hale my mistress, but Fm murder-free. 

In your case, where’s the grievance? You 
came last, 

The earlier bird picked up the worm. Sup¬ 
pose 

Vou, in the glory of your twenty-one, 

Had happenetl to precede myself! his odds 
But this gigantic juvenility, 

This offering of a big arm’s bony hand — 

I’d rather shake than feel shake me, I know— 
Had moved m/ dainty mistress to admire 
An altogether new Ideal—deem 
Idolatry less due to life’s decline 
Productive of experience, powers mature 
By dint of usage, the made nmn—no Ixjy 
That’s all to m^e! I was the earlier bird — 
And what I h»und, I let fall; what you 
missed 

Who is the fool tlmt blames you for ? ” 

Myself— 

For nothing, everything! For finding out 
She, whom I worshipped, was a w<»rshipper 
In turn of . . • but why stir up settled mud? 
She tnarried him—the hfiy-years-okl rake — 
How you have teased the talk from me I At 

My aecret’s told 5 ^, I inquired no more, 
Kayi stopped esuT when informants unshut 
mouth; 

Enough that she and he live, deuce take 
where, 

Miurlted and happy, or else miserable— 

It’s * Ctit*the'*pi^; ’ she turned up ace or 
knave, 

And I leff Oxibrd, Et^hind, dug my hok 
Out in Dalmatia, till you drew me thence 

Lmdm^ was the 

5iV0fd— 

0 ymfitmy hard^ 

/W tm easy! ’-Hthe advlc^ 


1 took it, had my twelvemonth’s ffsng with 
you— 

(Little hand holding large hand pretty %ht 
For all its delicacy—eh, my lord?), 

Until when, t’other day, I got a turn 
Somehow and gave up tired : and * Rest t 
hade you, 

* Many your cousin^ douhk your esiate^ 

And take your ease by all means So, I loll 
On this the springy sofii, mine next month— 
Or should loll, but that you muM needs beat 
rough 

The very down you spread me out so smooth. 
I wish this confidence were still to make ! 
Ten thousand pounds? You owe me twice 
the sum 

Ft>r stirring up the black depths 1 There’s 
repose 

Or, at least, silence when misfortune seems 
AH that one has to liear ; but folly—yes, 
Folly, it all was ! Fool to lx* so meek, 

So humble, —such a coward rather say ! 

F<x)l, to adore the adorer of a AhjI ! 

Ntit to have faced him, tried (a usefiil hint) 
My big aj>d lx>ny, here, against the bunch 
Of lily-coloured five u-ilh signet-ring, 

Most like, for little-finger’s sole defence— 
Much as ytm fljuint the blazon there I I grind 
My teeth, that bite my very heart, to tliink— 
To know I might liave made that woman mine 
But for the folly of the coward —know— 

Or what's the gcxxl of my apprenticeship 
This twelvemonth to a master in the art ? 
Mine—had she been mine—just one moment 
mine 

For hoiKHir, for dishonour—anyhow. 

So that my life, insteacl of stagnant« . . Well, 
You’ve poked and proved stagnation is not 
sleep— 

Hang you! ” 

** Hang yew for an ungiateful goose! 
All this means—I who since I knew you first 
Have helped you to conceit yourself this cock 
O’ the dunghill with all hens to pick and 
choose— 

Ought to have helfied you when tdtell first 
was chipped 
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By chick thAtwJiiited promptirig * Use ike spurt'' 
While I was elsewhere putting mine to use. 

As well might I blame you who kept aloof, 
Seeing you could not guess I was alive, 

Never ^vised me 'Do as I herve dmte 
Remrence suck a jewel as your luek 
Has scratched up to enrich unwortkiness I ’ 

As your behaviour was should mine have been, 
—Faults which we both, too late, are ‘wirry for: 
Opt^osile ages, each with its mistake! 

* If youth but would—if age but could you 

know. 

Doii’t let us quarrel. Come, we’re—young 
and old— 

NeitVier so l>adly off. (iro you your way, 

('ut to the Cousin ! I’ll to Inn, await 
The issue of diplomacy with Aunt, 

And wait my hour on aultvtiy'' 

In rumination manifold - jK'rhaps 

About ten thousand pounds I have to jxiy !” 

III. 

Now, as the elder lights the fresh cigar 
Conducive to resource, and saunleringly 
Betakes him to the left-hand backward fKith,- - 
While, much sedate, U)e younger strides away 
To right and makes for-“islanded in lawn 
And e<lgeil with shrublxTy--the brilliant bit 
Of Barry's building that's the Place,—a pair 
Of women, at this nick of time, one young, 
One very young, are ushered with due jxunp 
Into the same Inn-parlour— 

Eutinly notoU* the obseejuious landlord 
smiles, 

** Since the laic occupants—whereof Imt one 
ffdi quite a —(smile enforced by 

Ijow) 

* ‘ Left^ a full two hou f s si m c, to (Obh ilte trains 
IVi^ably for the stranger's sake!*'' (Bi>w, 

smile ,> 

Andlmckingout from d(K>r sofi-clostxl l»ehind.) 

Woman ami girl, the twi>, alone inside, 
Begin their talk: the girl, with s|mrkling eyes — 
** Oh, I forewent him purjuosely ! but you, 
Who joined at—journeyed from tire Junction 
here— 


I wonder how lie fruled your notice. Few 
Stop at our stathm: fellow-passenga^ 
Assuredly you were—I saw indeed 
His servant, therefore he arrived all right. 

I wanted, you know why, to have you safe 
Inside here first of all, so dodged about 
The dark end of the platform; that’s his way— 
To swing from station straight to avenue 
And stride the lialf a mile for exercise. 

I fancied you might notice the huge boy. 

I le soon gets o’er the distance; at the house 
He’ll hear I went to meet him and Imve 
mibsed; 

He’ll wait. No minute of the hour’s too much 
Meantime for our preliminary talk : 

First word of which must Ije— O good beyond 
h"xpression of all goodness—you to come ! ” 

: The elder, the superb one, answers slow. 

“There was no helping that. You called 
for me, 

Cried, rather: and my old heart answere<i you. 
Still, thank me I since the effort breaks a 
vow— 

At least, a prt»misc It) myself.” 

“ I know ! 

How selfish get you happy folk to Ijc ! 

If I should love my husljand, must I needs 
Sacrifice straightway all the world to him, 

As you do? Must I never dare leave house 
On this dread Arctic expedition, out 
And in again, six mortal hours, tliough you. 
You even, my own friend for evermore, 
.Adjure me—fast yv>ur friend till rude love 
pushed 

Poor friend^ip from her vantage—just to 
grant 

The (juarter of a whole day’s company 
And counsel ? This makes awnsel so much 
more 

Need and necessity. For here’s my bkxrk 
Of stumbling; in the face of happiness 
So alisidute, fear chills me. If such char^ 
In heart K* but love’s easy consequence, 

Do I love? If to marry mean—let go 
All I now live Ibr, should my marriage be ? ” 
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Tlie never cmce has ceased to gase 
On the great elm^iee in the 6pen, posed 
Flacidiy fbli in hroni» smooth bole> broad 
branch, 

And lea&ge, one green plenitude of May. 

The gathered thougiit runs into speech at last. 

•* O you exceeding beauty, bosomhd 
Of lights and shades, murmurs and silences. 
Sun-warmth, dew-coolness, — squirrel, bee 
and bird, 

H%h, higher, highest, till the blue proclaims 
^iMimemrihy thtr^snothtngbetter till next step \ 
Bmemnmani! * —so, off dies what lias wings 
to help I 

And henceforth they alternate. Says the girl — | 

“Thai's saved then: marriage sfiares the early 
taste.” 

“ Four years now, since my eye took note of 
tree t ” 

“ If t had seen no other tree but this 
My lifo long, while yoiurself came straight, you 
said. 

From tree which overstretched you and was! 

just 

One Mrf tent with pitcher-leaves that held 
Wine, and a dowery wealth of suns and moons, 
And niagic fruits whereon the angels feed— 

I iodking out of window on a tree 
Like yonder—otherwise well-known, much- 
Hked, ^ 

Yet |ust an Ei^li^ ordinary elm — 

What marvel if you cured me of conceit 
My elm’s biid-bee-and-sc{Uimi tenantry 
Was quite the proud possession 1 suppoiMxi ? 
And there 1$ evidence you tell me true. 

The foiry maniage-tree reports itself 
Good guardian eSf the fierfect face and form, 
Ffuii of four years’ protection ! Married 

You me w/m beautifol than ever! ” 

^•Ye«: 

fbaitiltdir# I emM weh diipeit^ 


With all thought fok In feature, mine or no, 
I.eave hut enough of face to know me by— 
With all found fresh in youtli except such 
strength 

As lets a life-long labour earn repose 
Death sells at just that price, they say; and so. 
Possibly, what I care not for, I keep.” 

“ How you must know he loves you! dull, 
before, 

Fear sinks to freezing. Could I sacrifice— 
Assured my lover simply loves my soul-— 
One nose-breadth of fair feature ? No, in¬ 
deed ! 

Your own love . . 

“ The preliminary hour— 

Don't waste it! ” 

“ But I can’t begin at once! 
Tlie angel’s self that comes to hear me speak 
Drives away all the care about Uic speedi. 
What an angelic mystery you arc— 

Now—tlwt is certain! when I knew yiut first, 
No break of halo and no bud of wing ! 

I thought 1 knew you, saw you, rcHind and 
through, 

Like a glass liall; suddenly, four years since, 
You vanished, how and whither ? Mystery I 
Wherefore ? No mystery at all; you loved, 
Were loved again, and left the world of 
course: 

Who would not ? Lapped four years in feiry- 
land, 

Out comes, by no less wonderful a chance, 
The changeling, touched athwart her trelltsed 
bliss 

Of blush-rose bower l»y just the old firiend’s 
voice 

That’s now struck dumb at her own potency. 
/ talk of my small fiirtunesi’ Tell me yours 
Rather 1 The fool I ever was—I am, 

You sec that: the true friend you ever had, 
You have, you also recognke. Perhaps, 
Giving you all the love of all my heart, 
Nature, that’s niggard in me, h^ denied 
The ailer-birth of love there’s someone claims 
—This huge boy, swinging up the mvmm; 
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And I want cotinsel: is defect in me, 

Or him who has no right to raise the Jove? 
My cousin asks my band: he’s young enough, 
Handsome,—my maid thinks,—manly’s more 
the word: 

He asked my leave to Vw/’ the elm-tree 
theie, 

Some morning Ix^fore breaklast. Gentleness 
(foes with the strength, of course. He’s 
honest too, 

Limpidly truthful. For ability— 

All’s in the nHigh yet. His first taste of life 
Seems to have somehow gone against the 
tongue: 

He travelled, tried things-~cairie back, tried 
still more — 

He says he’s sick of all. He’s fond of me 
After a certain careless-earnest way 
I like : the iron’s crude,—no pijlished steel 
SomeU>dy forgerl lieforc me. I am rich— 
I'hat’s not the reason, he’s far richer : no, 
Nor is it that he thinks me pretty,—frank 
UndoulHedly on that jxnnt J He saw once 
The pink of fece-perfecti<*n—oh, not you— 
Content youiself, iny lx‘auiy !—for she provetl 
So thoroughly a cheat, his charmer . . . 
luiy, 

He runs into extremes, I’ll say at once, 

Ixst you .say! Well, I umlerstand be wants 
Sitmeone to serve, something to do: and lx>lh 
Kcijuisites so al)Ound in me ami mine 
That here’s the ol>slacle which stops consent: 
The smoothness is too smixilh, and I mistrust 
The unseen ait lieneath the counterjiane. 
Therefore I thought ske hut judge fer 

/I judging f&r herself stHceeded sq / ’ 

Do 1 love him, does he love me, do l>oth 
Mistake for knowledge-'-easy ignonince ? 
Appeal to its proficient in each art! 

I got rough-smooth through a piuno-piecc, 
Rattled aw^ay last week till tutor came, 
Heard me to end, then grunted * mein 
Goft! 

S&gen Sm ** Emty fwie is wnmg, 

A ii thumped mdi wnst: wdll trmhk fingers 

nam, 

Tk$ Mulitn ndli pUme r&ll up again 


And exereise at Cwmy for om month /* 

Am I to roll up cousin, exercise 
At Trollope’s novels for one month? Pro¬ 
nounce 1 ” 

“ Now, place each in the right position first. 
Adviser and advised one 1 I perhaps 
Am three—nay, four years older; am, beside, 
A wife : advantages—to balance which, 

You have a full fresh joyous sense of life 
That finds you out life’s fit food everywhere, 
Detects enjo)m[ient where I, slow and dull, 
Fumble at fault. Already, these four years. 
Your merest glimpses at the world without 
Have shown you more than ever met my 
gare; 

And now, by joyance you inspire joy,-—learn 
While you profess to teach, and teach, 
although 

Avowedly a learner. I am dazed 
Like any owl by sunshine which just sets 
The sjmrrow preening plumage I Here’s to 
spy 

I —Your cousin ! You have scanned him all 
I your life, 

! Little or much ; I never saw his fece. 

You have detennined on a marriage—used 
Deliberation therefore—I’ll believe 
No otherwise, with opportunity 
For judgment so abounding I Here stand 
I— 

Summoned to give my sentence, for a whim, 

(W>U, at first cloud-fleck thrown athwart your 
blue) 

Judge what is slraiigeness* self to me,—say 
i ‘ /Frt?/’ 

I Or ‘ f^Veii not! ’ whom you promise I shall 
judge 

Presently, at pro|utious lunch-time, just 
While he carves ducken 1 Sends he leg for 
vring? 

That revelation into character 
And conduct must suffice me! Quite as well 
Consult with yonder solitary crow 
That eyes us from your elm-top 1 ” 

“ Still the same ? 
Do you remember, at the library 
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We saw together somewhere, those two books 
Somebody said were noticeworthy ? One 
Lay wide on table, sprawled its painted 
leaves 

For all the world’s inspection; shut on shelf 
Reclined the other volume, closed, clasped, 
locked— 

Clear to be let alone. Which page Imd we 
Preferred the turning over of? You were, 
Arc, ever will be the locked lady, hold 
Inside you secrets written,—soul-al)sorl>ed, 
My ink upon your blotting-jjaper. /— 
What trace of you have I to show in turn ? 
Delicate secrets! No one juvenile 
Ever essayed at croquet and perfonned 
Superiorly but I confidetl you 
The Stort of liat he wore and hair it held. 
While you ? One day a calm note comes by 
post: 

* /Just marrieJ^ you may tike ta 
Most men would hate you, or they ought; we 
love 

What we fear,—/ do! * CM ’ I sliall cxfxjcl 
My cousin calls you. I—dislike not him, 
But (if I comprehend what loving means) 
Love you immeasurably more—more—more 
Than even he who, loving you his wife, 
Would turn up nose at w^ho itnjx;rlinent, 
F'rivolous, forward —imes that excellence 
Of all the earth he lows in worship to! 

And wIk>’s this paragon of privilege ? 

Simply a country fmrson : his the charm 
That worked the miracle ! Oh, tw absurd 
But that you stand Ixrforc me as you stand! 
Such beauty does||rove something, every¬ 
thing ! 

Beaut/s the priiw-dower which dLsptenses eye 
From peering into what has nourished root— 
Dew or manure: the plant best knows its 
{dace. 

Enough, from teaching youth and tendir^ age 
Aiid hiparingsermons,—^hapiy writing tracts,— 
Flrom aueh strange lovedassprinkled compost, 
lo, 

Out Mows this triumph! Therefore Icn^e’s 
the soil 

FlanM dud or»All of. Y<ni, with wit to find, 

wit«. the <4d6i«Kr. behalf, 


Keep me horn ddlure ! Scan and scrutintee 
This cousin t Surely he’s as worth your pains 
To study as my elm-tree, crow and all, 

You still keep staring at. I read your 
thoughts.” 

“At last?” 

“ At first ] * tree, a4op aj'thee 

/ winged u^re, like trow perched 
(here. 

AndSQ couldstraighitmy soar^ eseape this hore^ 
Ptaek to my nest where broods ivhom / love 
besl— 

The parson o^er his parish—‘garis h —; at tsh — ’ 
Oh I could bring the rhyme in if I trial: 

The Album here inspires me! Ouitc aimrt 
From lyrical expression, have I read 
The stare aright, and sings not soul just so?” 
^ * Or lather so f ‘ Cool eomforiable elm 
That men make eoffins out of,—none Jor me 
At thy ewpense, so ilmt permit I glide 
Vnder thy Jerny feet, and there sleep, sleep, 
A^or dread awaking ihough in heaven itself! ’ ” 

The younger looks with face struck sudden 
white. 

The elder answers its inquiry. 

“Dear, 

You arc a guesscr, not a elaitioyanteP 
ril s<j far otxjn you the hn'kal and shelveil 
\%>hime, my soul, tliat you desire to see, 

As let you profit by the title-{logc-” 

“ Paradise LostV^ 

** /ft/etmo !—All which comes 
Of tempting me to brmk my vow. Stop here! 
Friend, whom I love the best in the whole 
world, 

Come at your call, l>e sure that I will do 
All your requirement—see and say my mind. 
It may tie that by sad apprenticeship 
1 have a keener sense; I’ll task the same. 
Only indulge me-—here let sight and speech 
Happen—^ihis Inn is neutral ground* you 
know! 
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I auiBcit visit the old house and home, 
Encounter the old sociality 
Aljgured for ever. Peril quite enough 
In even this first—^last, I pray it prove— 
Renunciation of my solitude ! 

Back, you, to house and cousin ! Leave me 
here, 

Who want no entertainment, carry still 
My occupation with me. While I watch 
The shadow inching round those ferny feet, 
Tell him * J school-friend wants a word 
with me 

Up at the inn: time^ tide and train wofCt 
wait: 

/ must go see her—on and ojf again — | 

Yon it keep me company ? ’ Ten minutes^ talk, i 
With you m presence, ten more afterward 
With who, alone, convoys me station-lnHind, 
And I see clearly—and say honestly 
'fo-morrow : pen shall play tongue’s part, 
you know. 

(;o—(piick t for I have nm<le our hand-in-hand 
Return imim&ihle. So scared you look,— 

If cousin d<»es not greet y<Hi with ‘ What ghost 
Has cf'osscd your path U I set him dowm 
obtuse.” 

And after one more look, w ilh (ace still white, 
Tlie younger dot*s go^ w’hilc the elder stands 
Occupied by the elm at window there. 

IV. 

Ocnipicrl by the elm; and, as its shade 
Has cixqU clock-hand-wise till it ticks at fern 
Five inches further to the South, the door 
0 {X"ns abruptly, someone enters sharp. 

The elder man rcturncii to w'ait the youth: 
Never oli«<*r\'es the room’s new^ occut^int, 
Throws hat on table, stoo^xs (piick, elljow-1 
propped 

Over the Album wide there, l>ends down brow 
A cogitative minute, whistles shrill, 

Then,—with a cheery-hopeless laugh-anddose 
Air of flefisince to fate visibly 
Casting the li>ils about him,—mouths once 
mtwe 

ca/m atdmtyf sa/uhrions spot U* 


Then clasps-to cover, sends bcK4c spitmttigoif 
T’other side table, looks up, starts erect 
Full-face with her who,—roused from that 
abstruse 

(Question, Witt next tick tip ike ftm or 
noU \— 

Fronts him as fully. ^ 

All her languor breaks. 
Away withers at once the weariness 
I k'rom the hlack-blmded brow, anger and hate 
I Convulse. Speech followsslowlier,butatlast— 

** You here! I felt, I knew it would Ijefall! 
Knew’, by v>me subtle undivinable 
Trick of the trickster, I should, silly-sooth, 
Late or s<x)n, somehow l>e allured to leave 
Safe hiding and come take of him arrears, 

My torment due on four years’ respite! Time 
T(» pluck the bird’s healed breast of down 
o’er wound! 

Have your success ! Be satisfied this sole 
Seeing )ou has undone all heaven could do 
Tliese four years, puts me Imck to you and 
hell! 

What will next trick l)e, next success? No 
doubt 

When I shall think to glide into the grave, 
There will you wait disguised as l>eckomng 
l>eaih, 

And catch and capture me for evermore! 

But, God, though I am nothing, l)e thou all! 
Contest him fi>r me! Strive, for he is 
strong! ” 

Already his surprise dies palely out 
In laugh of actjuiescing mqwtence. 

He neither gasps nor hisses : calm aiwi plain— 

“ I also felt and knew—but otherwise ! 

Von out of haiKl and sight and care of me 
These four years, whom I felt, knew, all the 
while . . . 

Oh, it’s no su|>erstition ! It’s a gift 
O' the gamester that he snufls the unseen 
powers 

Wliich help or harm him. W’ell I knew 
what lurked, 
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peMiuepATulysing iae,*^nigged* drowsed 
And dftiKinified tuy soil! and body both! 
Down and down, sec where you have drajj^ed 
me to, 

You and your malice 1 I was, four years 
since^ 

—^Well, a poor creature! I become a knave. 
I s(|liandered my own pence: I plump my 
purse 

With other people's pounds. I practised play 
Because I liked it: play turns l.alxjur now 
Because there’s prrifit also in the spt>rt. 

1 gamed with men of e<|usil age and craft: 

I steal here with a Ixiy as green as grass 
Wlioin I have tightened hold on slow and 
sure 

This long while, just to bring about to-tiay 
When the boy l)eais me hollow, buries me 
Fn ruin who was sure to bqjgar him. 

O time indeed I should Uw>k up and laugh 
‘ Snreif she closes on me / ’ 1 lere you stand! ” 

And stand she drxjs: while volubility, 

With him, kecfjts on the increase, for lus 
tongue 

After long locking*up is l<»osed for once. 

‘‘Certain the taunt is happy! ” he resumes: 
“So, I it was allured you—only I 

and none other—to this spectacle— 

Your tfiumph, my despair — you wonun-ficnd i 
That front me! Well, I Imve my wish, then ! 
See 

The low wide brow oppresssed by swec[)s of 
hair 

Darker and darker as they coil and swathe 
The cfrowned corpse-warmess whence the 
eyes bum black 

Not asleep now 1 not pin-points dwarfed 
beneath 

Either; great bridging eyebrow—poor blank 
beads— 

$ial»e4 IVe pleased to pity in my time % 

How |h«y protrude and glow immense with 
h#l«i 

The long triumphant nose Jd tains—retains 
Jitjg tbe jfjcfjfcction; and there’s scarlet*skein 
My anci^ enetiiy» her lip ami lip, 


Sense-ftee, aense*ff%htmg Ups clenched cold 
and bold 

Because of ciiin, that based resolve beneath t 
I Then the columnar neck completes the whole 
Greek-sculpture-baffling body I Do I see ? 
Can I observe ? You wait next word to 
come ? 

I Well, wait and want ! since no one blight 
I I bid 

Consume one Iea.sl perfection, lilach and all, 
As they arc rightly shocking now to me, 
fvi may they still continue 1 Value them ? 
Ay, as the vendor knows the money*worth 
Of his Greek st.itue, ftx>ls jispirc to buy, 

And he to see the l«ick of! Ixl us laugh ! 
You have al*solvc<! me from my sin at leikst! 
You stand stout, strong, in the rude htsalih 
of hate, 

No touch of the tame timid nullity 
My cowardice, forso<uh, lias practised onj 
Ay, while y<m w'emtHl to hint sarnie fine fifth 
act 

Of tragedy should freere bkKxl, end the farce, 
I never doubted all was joke. I kept, 

May lx*, an eye alert on jxiragmphs, 
Newsjxi|XTOKHicc, - let no inquest slip, 
Accident, disiif>pcaranee : sr>und aiwl sjife 
Were yc»u, my victim, not of mind to die ! 
So, my w'orst fancy that could sp>ii the sm<x>lh 
Of pillow, and arrest descent of sleep 
Was * /n/o dtm hoh am ike htm divide 
She <tnd her mron^t^ her woe /Aa/’y WMrMf%* 
flesh 

Ami hloiki emayf^ Wherms, see, sorrow 
swells! 

Or, fattenc<l, fulsome, have you fed on me* 
Sucked out my siilrstantT ? How^ much 
gloss, I pray, 

OVrbh xmKxl th*TiM5 hair-swathes when there 
crept fmm you 

To me that craze, else unaccouniaWe, 

Which urged me to crmlest our county-seat 
With wb<im but my own brother’s nominee? 
Did that mtmlh’s pulp glow ruby fr<im carmine 
While I misused my moment, pushed,—one 
word, -- 

One hair's breadth more of gesture,—idiot¬ 
like 
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Fust Umindared m to the grotesque. 

And lost the heiress in a grin ? At least, 

Vm nmde no such mistake I You tickled fish, 
Landed your prize the true artistic way I 
How did the smug young curate rise to tune 
Of * Frimd^ a fatal fact divides us. Love 
Suits me no longer, / have suffered shame. 
Betrayed: past is past; the fttture-^yours — 
Shall never be contaminate by mint. 

/ might have spared me this confession, not 
—04, never by some hideousest of lies. 

Easy, impenetrable ! A^o ! but say. 

By fust the ^uiet answer—**/ am cold.^^ 
Falsehood avaunt, each shadow of thee, hence! 
Had happier fortune ivtlled . . . but dreams 
are 7^ain, 

Now, lecrve me—yes, for pitfs sake!'* Aha, 
Who fails to see the curate as his face 
Kerldened and whitened, wanted handkerchief 
At wrinkling brow and twinkling eye, until 
Out burst the proper * Angel, whom the fiend 
Has thought to smirch,—thy whiteness, atone 
wipe 

Of holy cambric, shall disgrace the swan I 
A/inebe the task* . , . and so forth! Fool? 
not he! 

Cunning in flavours, i-alhcr ! What hut sour 
Sus{)ected nmkes ihe sweetness doubly sweet, 
And what stings love from faint to flainlx>yant | 
But the fear-sprinkle? Even horror helps— | 
‘ Lovtls fiame in me by such recited wrong 
Drenched, qmmhed, indeed? It burns the 
fiercelier thence I * 

Why, I liave known men never love their 
wives 

Till -somebody — myself, suppose — had 
‘ drenched 

And quenched lo/ifc^ so the blockheads whined: 
as if 

The fluid fire that lifts the torpid limb 
Were a wrong done to }>alsy. But 1 thrilled 
No palsied person: half my age, or less, 

The curate was. Ill wager; o’er young blood 
Vour beauty trium died! Eh, but—was \i he? 
Then, it was he, 1 heanl of! None l)eside! 
How Drank you were about the audacious boy 
Who fell upon you like a thunderbolt— 
Fmkm and iwotestation I He it was 


Reserved in petto! Ay, and *rich * beside — 
*'Rich *—^how suparemely did disdain cutl 
nose! 

All that I heard was—* wedded to a priest; * 
Informants sunk youth, riches and the rest 
And so my lawless love disparted loves, 

That loves might come together with a rush 1 
Surely this last achievement sucked me dry : 
Indeed, that way my wits went. Mistress- 
queen, 

Be mercifel and let your subject slink 
Into dark safety ! He’s a beggar, see— 

Do not turn hack his ship, Australia-lx>und. 
And hid her land him right amid some crowd 
Of creditors, assembletl by your curse ! 

Don’t cause the very rope to crack (you can!) 
Whereon he spends hi.s last (friend’s) sixpence, 
just 

The moment w'hen he hoped to hang himself! 
Be satisfied you beat him ! ” 

She replies— 

“ Beat him ! I do* To all that you confess 
Of abject failure, I extend belief. 

Your very face confirms it: (iod is just! 

Let my face—fix your eyes!—in turn confirm 
What I sliall say. All-al yect's hut half truth; 
Add to all-abject knave as perfect fool! 

So is it you prolaxi human nature, so 
Bri^t>stiaiLcd of me ? Lay these words 
To heart then, or where Ciod meant heart 
should lurk ! 

That moment when you first revealed your¬ 
self. 

My simple impulse prompted—end forthwith 
The ruin of a life uprooted thus 
To surely perish ! How should such spoiled 
tree 

Heitceforward Ixiulk the wind of its worst 
sport, 

Fail to go falling deeper, falling down 
From sin to sin until some depth were reached 
Doomed to the weakest by the wickedest 
Of weak and wicked human kind ? But when. 
That self-display made absolute,—behold 
A new revealment!—round you pleased to 
veer, 
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Propose me what should prompt annul the 
past, 

Make me ^am**nds hy marriage’*—m your 
phrase, 

IncorjKimte me henceforth, Ixxiy and s»oul, 
With soul and Ixxiy which mere brushing past 
Brought leprosy upon me—* marry * these ! 
Why, then despair broke, re^assurance 
dawned, 

Clear-sighted was I that who hurled contempt 
As I—thank God !—at the conteraf>tible, 
Was scarce an utter weakling. Rent away 
By treason from my rightful pride of place, 

I was not destined to the shame Ix^low*. 

A cleft had ainght me : I might perish there, 
But thence to l>e dislodged and whirled at last 
Where tlte black torrent sw^eeps the sewage— 
no! 

‘ Bare breast be an bard raeb^* laughed out my 
soul 

In gratitude, ^ however reek's gtip may grind ^ 
l%e plain lougk tvretched haldfasi shall mffue 
This wreek of me ! ’ The wind, —I broke in 
bloom 

At passage of,—which stripped me l>ole and 
branch, 

Twisted me up and tossed me here,—turns 
liack, 

And« playful ever, would replant the spoil ? 
Be satisfied, not one least leaf that’s mine 
Shall henceforth help wind’s sjy>rt to exercise! 
Rather I give such remnant to the rock 
Whfch never dreamt*d a straw would settle 
there. 

Rock may not tlfctnk me, may not feel my 
lueast, 

Even: enough that / feel, hard and cold, 

Its safety my mlvationv Safe and saved, 

I lived, live. When the tempter shall persuade 
Hh prey to slip down, slide off, trust the 
wind,— 

Now that I know if God or Satan be 
Prliiee of the Power of the Air,—then, ilien, 
' indeed, 

IM my life end and degradation too !" 
**iimdt** he aiailcs, ‘*tnie Byron! 


* Bath ’-^there’s advancement I He*s at first 
a youth, 

Rich, worthless therefore; next he grows a 
priest: 

Youth, riches proven notable resource, 

When to leave me for their possessor gluts 
Malice abundantly ; and now, last change, 
The young rich parson represents a rock 
—RltMxlstone, no doubt. He’s Evangelwml? 
Your Ritualists prefer the Church for spouse!” 

She speaks. 

“ I have a story to relate. 
There was a parish-priest, my father knew, 
Elderly, jkkit : I used to pity him 
Before I learned what woes are pity-worth. 
Elderly w’as grown old now, scanty means 
Were straitening fast to poverty, l)eside 
The ailments which await in such a case. 
Limitc<l ever>' way, a j)erfec‘t man 
Within the l>ounds built up ami up since birth 
Breast-high alxHU him till the outside world 
VV'as blank save o’erhead one blue bit of sky— 
Faith: he had faith in dogma, small or great, 
As in the feet that if he clave his skull 
He’d find a brain there: who proves such a 
feet 

No falsehood by experiment at price 
Of soul and Kxly ? The one nde of life 
Delivertni him in childhood was ^^Obeyf 
Jssbaurf^ He ha*i olxjyed and laboured— 
tame, 

True to the mill-track blinked on from above. 
Some Mrholarship he may Imve gamed in 
youth : 

Gone -^dropt or flung behind. Some blossom- 
flake, 

Spring’s lKK>n, descends on every vernal hmd, 
I used to think ; but January joins 
Decemlxjr, as his year had known no May 
Trouble its snow-deposit,--^Id and old I 
I heard it was his will to take a wife, 

A helpnmte. Duty Imde him tend and teadi^ 
How ? with exfierience null, nor sympathy 
Almndant,—while himself worker! dogmii 
dead, 

Who would play iiilnb^rant to sickness, ttge. 
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Womankind, childhood? These demand a 

wife. 

Supply the want, then I theirs the wife; for 
him— 

No coarsest sample of the proper sex 
But would have served his purpose equally 
With God’s own angel,—let but knowledge 
match 

Her coarseness : zeal does only half the work. 
I saw this—knew the purblind honest drudge 
Was wearing out his simple blameless life, 
And wanted help l>eneath a burthen- Ixjine 
To treasure liouse or dust-heap, what cared 1? 
Tartuer he needed: I pio|>used rajscdf, 

Nor much surprised him—duty was so dear! 
Gratitude? What for? (iam of Paradise— 
Escape, perhaps, from the dire penalty 
Of who hides talent in a napkin ? No : 

His scruple was—should I lie strong enough 
—In bexiy ? since of weakness in the mind, 
Weariness in the heart -no Imr of these ! 

He lot^k me as these Arctic voyagers 
Take an aspirant to their tod and [lain : 

Can he endure them ?—that’s the fxjint, and 
not 

—W^ill he ? Who would not, rather! Where 
u{X>n, 

I pleaded for more earnestly for leave 
To give myself away, than you to gam 
What you called priceless till you gamed the 
heart 

And siiul aiui iKxly! which, as beggars serve 
Extorted alms, you straightway sjiat u|K>n. 
Not so my huslxmd, tor I gaintd my suit, 
And hud my value pul at once to 
Ask him! These lour years I liave died 
away 

In village-life. The village? Ugliness 
At Ixast and fdihthess at worst, inside. 
Outside, sterility —earth sown with salt 
Or what k€e{:is even grass from growing fresh. 
The life ? I teach the po4>r and Icam, myself. 
That cmnmonplace to such stupidity 
Is all-feoondite. Iking brutalized 
Their tnie need k brute-language,cheery grunts 
And kindly duckings, no articulate 
Nonsense that’s elscwlrcre knowledge. Tend 
the skk, 

VQU lu 


Sickened myself at |%‘pervertfiity, 

Cat-craft, dpg-snarling, — may be, snap¬ 
ping . , 

** Brief: 

Vou eat that root of bitterness called Man 
—Raw : I prefer it cooked, with social sauce! 
So, he was not the rich youth after all! 

Well, I mistook. But somewhere needs 
must be 

The compensation. If not young nor 
nch . . 

** You interrupt.” 

Because you’ve daubed enough 
Bistre for background. Play the artist now, 
Produce your 6gure well-rebeved in front! 
The contrast—do not I anticipate ? 

Though neither rich nor young—what then ? 
’Tis all 

Forgt)tten, all this ignobility. 

In the dear home, the darling word, the smile, 
The something sweeter ...” 

“Yes, you interrupt, 
I have my purpose and proceed. Who lives 
With l>easts assumes beast-nature, look and 
v^oice, 

And, much more, thought, for beasts think. 
Selfishness 

In us met selfisliness m them, deserved 
Such answei iis it gained. My husband, lient 
(In s,tvmg his tnvn soul by s.iving theirs,— 
They, l>cnt on lieing saved if siiving soul 
includc'd IxKly’s getting bretid and cheese 
Somehow in life and s^jmehow after death,— 
Both parties were alike in the same boat, 

One danger, therefore one ct^uality. 

Safety induces culture : culture seeks 
To institute, extend and multiply 
The difference between safe man and man, 
Able to live alone now ; prvigress means 
What but abandonment of fellowsliip? 

We were in common dai^er, still stuck close. 
No new books,—were the old ones masteretl 
yet? 

No {uctures and no music: these divert 

2 t 
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—^What from ? the staving danger off I Yon 
paint 

The waterspout above» you set to words 
The roaring of the tem|>est round you? 
Thanks! 

Amusement ? Talk at end of the lirtxi day 
Of the more tiresome morrow ! I transcril)ed 
The page on page of scrmon^scrawlings— 
stopped 

Intellect’s eye and car to sense and sound — 
Vainly: the sound and sense would penetnile 
To brain and plague there in despite of me 
Itiaddened to know more moral good were 
done 

Had we two simply sallied forth and preached 
r the ‘ ’ they call their grimy,—I with 

twang 

Of long-disused guitar,—wnth cut and slash 
Of much-misvalued horsewhip he,—to bid 
The peaceable come dance, the jicace-laeaker 
Fay in his |>erson ! VVliereas—Heaven and 
Hell, 

Excite with that, restrain with this! So dealt 
His drugs my husband; as he dosed himself, 
He drenched his r-attle: and, for all my juit 
Was just to dub the mortar, never fear 
But drugs, hand jx*stled at, have j>oiv>ae<l 
nose ! 

Heaven he let jiass, left wisely iUKlescril)e<l: 
As applicable therefore to the sleep 
I want, that km>ws no waking—as to what’s 
Conceived of as the prosier prize to tempt 
Souls less world-weary: there, no fault to 
frnd ! 

iSiit Hell he nlMe explicit. After death, 
life : man created new, ingeniously 
Ferfect for a irindktivc purpose now 
That man, first frtshioned in Ixjneficcnce, 

Was proved a frdlure; intellect at length 
Replacing old obtuseness, memory 
Made mindfril of delint|uent’s bygone deeds 
Ilow that remorse was vain, which life long 
lay 

l>curmaiii when lessrin might be kid to heart; 
Mew gift of observation up and down 
And round man’s self, new power to ap|n^- 
head 

Each necessary cometiuence of act 


I In man for well or obsolete— 

I Just granted to supplant the idiocy 
I Man’s only guide while act was yet to choose, 

I With ill or well momentously its fruit; 

A faculty of immense suffering 
Conferrecl on mind and Ixidy,—mind, ere- 
while 

Unvisited by one compunctious dream 
During sin’s drunken slumlier, startled up, 
Stung through and through by sin’s signi¬ 
ficance 

Now that the holy was ab Wished-—just 
iVs Ixxiy which, alive, brt>lve dow'n Ixmcalh 
Knowledge, lay helpless in the |>ath to good, 
Failed to accomplish aught legitimate, 
Achieve aught worthy,—which grew old in 
youth, 

And at its longest fell a cut-dow n flower,— 
Dying, this loo revived by miracle 
To l»ear no end of burthen now that back 
Supjiorted torture to no use at all, 

And live iin|xrnslml)]y |>olent “ since 
Life’s |»oienry was im|Miienl to ward 
One plague oft which made earth a hell 
b'lore. 

'Miih <hj<'tiine, which one healthy view of 
things, 

One •aiie sight of the gcneial ordinance— 
Naluie,-and its jxirticular object,--man, -- 
Which one mere eye ciist at the character 
Of Who nuide these and gave man sense to 
Ik Kit, 

Had dissijjated once and eveimore, - 
I'his doctrine I have dosetl our flock witltal. 
Why? Because none WHeved it, 
desire 

Such Heaven and dread such Hell, whom 
every day 

The alehouse temjHs from one, a dog-flghl liids 
rX‘fy the other ? All the harm is done 
Ourselves—done my poor husband who in 
youth 

Fcrhafis read Dickens, done myself who still 
Could play InAh Bach and Brahms. Such 
life I lead*- 

Thanks to you, knave 1 You Icam its 
quality— 

Thanks to me, fool t ** 
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He eyes her earnestly, 

But she continues. 

“—Life which, thanks once more 
To you, arch-knave as exqulsitest fool, 

I acquiescingly—I gratefully 
Take back again to heart! and hence this 
speech 

Which yesterday had spared you. Four 
years long 

Life—I Ixjgan to find intolerable, 

Only this moment. Ere your entry just, 

The leap of heart whicli answered, spite of 
me, 

A friend’s first summons, first provocative, 
Authoritative, nay, compulsive call 
To quit, though for a single day, my house 
Of bondage—made return seem horrible. 

I heard again a human lucid laugh 
All trust, no fear ; again saw earth pursue 
Its narrow busy way amid small cares, 
Smaller contentments, much weeds, some few 
fiowers,-- 

Never suspicious of a thunderUjlt 
Avenging presently each daisy's d<‘ath. 

I reci'tgnizt’d the l>eech tree, knew the thrush 
Repeated his old music phrase, -all right, 
How wrong was I, then ! But your entry 
broke 

Illusion, liaile me Lick to iKiunds at once. 

I honestly submit my soul : which sprang 
At love, and hisiiig love lies signe-d and 
sealed 

* /h/'/wm* No love more? then, no licauty 
more 

Wljich tends to hice<l love 1 Purify my jKiwers, 
Effortless till some other world pnx'ure 
Some other chance of prize! or, if none lx,— 
Nor second workl nor chance,—undesecratc 
Die then this aftergrowth of heart, surmised 
Where May*s precipitation left Juije blank! 
Better have failed in the high aim, as I, 
Than vulgarly in the low^ aim succeed 
As, God be tlmnked, I do not! Ugliness 
Had I called beauty, fcilsehood—truth, and 
you 

—My lover I No—this earth’s undianged 
for me, 
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By his enchantment whom God made the 
Prince 

O’ the Power o’ the Air, into a Heaven: 
there is 

Heaven, since there is Heaven’s simulation 
—earth. 

I sit possessed in patience; prison-roof 
Shall break one day and Heaven beam over¬ 
head.” 

His smile is done with; he speaks bitterly. 

“Take my congratulations, and permit 
I wish myself had proved as teachable ! 

—Or, no! until you taught me, could 1 
learn 

A lesson from experience ne’er till now 
Conceded ? Please you listen while I show 
liow thoroughly you estimate my worth 
And yours—the immeasurably superior ! I 
Believed at least in one thing, first to last,— 
Your love to me : I was the vile and you 
The precious ; I abused you, I betrayed, 

But doubted—never ! Why else go my way 
Judas-like plodding to this Potter’s Field 
Where fate now finds me ? W’hal has dinned 
my ear 

And dogged my step ? The sfxctre with the 
shriek 

* Al/c/i s/it TOtZJ, siiik 7vk0se faptisk- 

ment 

h ]tut f ’ And such slie was not, all the 
while I 

She never owned a love to outrage, faith 
To |xiy with falsehixxl! For, my heart 
knows this— 

Love once and you love always. Why, it’s 
down 

Here in the Album : every lover knows 
Love may use liate but—tuni to hate, itself— 
'Furn even to indifference—no, indeed ! 
Well, I have i»cen spell-bound, deluded like 
The witless negro by the Obeah-man 
Who bids him wither; so, his eye grows dim, 
His anil slack, arrow misses aim and spear 
Goes wandering wide,—and all the woe be¬ 
cause 

He proved untrue to Fetish, wlio, he finds, 
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Was just a leather^^phantom I I wroi^^ love, 
Am ruined,—and there was no love to 
wrong I” 

‘♦No love? Ah, dead love! I invoke thy 
ghost 

To show the murderer where thy heart 
poured life 

At summons of the stroke he doubts was dealt 
On pasteboard and pretence ! Not love, my 
love? 

I changed for you llie very laws t>f life: 

Made you the standard of all right, all fair. 
No genius but you could have l)een, no sage, 
No sufferer—which is grandest—for thetnith! 
My hero—where the heroic only hid 
To burst from hiding, brighten earth one day! 
Age and decline were man’s maturity; 

Face, form were nature’s t> 7 >e : more grace, 
more strength, 

What had they been but just superfluous 
gauds, 

Lawless divergence ? I have danced through 
day 

On tiptoe at the music of a word, 

Have wondered where was darkness gone as 
night i 

Burst out in stars at brilliance of n smile! 
Lonely, I placed the chair to help me seat 
Your £incied presence; in companionship, 

I kept my finger constant to your glove 
Olu^ to my breast ; then—where was all I 
the world ? 

I schemed—not dreamed--how 1 miglit die 
some tRith 

Should .save your finger aching! Who creates 
|>cstroys, he only : I had laughed to scorn 
Whatever angel tried to shake my faith 
And make you seem unworthy: you yourself 
Only could do that J With a touch ’iwas done. 

^ Give me ali^ trust tm wk&lfy /* At the word, 
t did give, I did thereupon 

*|1ie touch did follow. Ah, the qjuiet smile, 
The masterfiiUy-folded arm in arm, 

JU tridc oMned its triumi^ one time more! 
tu nay soul too triumphs in defeat: 


He paces to and fro, stops, stands quite close 
And calls her by her name. Then— 

“ God foigives: 

Forgive you, del^jate of God, brought near 
As never priests could bring him to this soul 
That prays you both—forgive me ! t abase— 
Know myself mad and monstrous utterly 
In all I did that moment; but as God 
Gives me this knowledge—^heart to feel and 
tongue 

To testify—so l>c you gracious too ! 

Judge no man by the solitary work 
Of—well, they do say and I can l>elievc— 
The devil in him : his, the moment,—mine 
The life—your life ! ’’ 

He names her name again. 

“ You were just—merciful as just, you were 
In giving me no respite : punishment 
Followed offending. Sane and sound once 
more, 

The patient thanks decision, promj>liiude, 
Which flung him prone and fastened him 
from hurl, 

Haply to others, surely to himself. 

I wake and would not you had spared One 
jmng. 

All’s well that ends well! ” 

Yet again her name. 

1 lad /vti no fiiult ? W’% must you change, 

I lt)rstK>th, 

[ Parts, why reverse jX)sitions, .sjx>U llie play ? 
Why did your nobleness Ioc)k up to me, 

Not down on the ignoble thing confessed ? 
Was it your part to stoop, or lift the low ? 
Wherefore did God exalt you ? Who would 
teach 

The brut/raan’s tameness and intelligence 
Must never drop the dominating eye: 

Wink—and wliat wonder if the mad fit 
break. 

Followed by stripes and fasting ? Sound and 
sane. 

My life, chastised now, couches at your foot 
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Accept, redeem me! Do your eyes ask 

I stand here penniless, a beggar ; talk 
What idle trash I may, this final blow 
Of fortune fells me. / disburse, indeed. 

This boy his winnings? when each bubble- 
scheme 

That danced athwart my biain, a minute since. 
The worse the better,—of repairing straight 
My misadventure by fresh enterpnse, 

Opture of other lx>ys m foolishness 
llis fellows,—when these fancies fade away 
At first sight of the lost so long, the found 
So late, the lady of my life, before 
Whose presence I, the lost, am also found 
Incapable of one least touch of mean 
Expedient, I who teemed with plot and 
wile— 

That family of snakes your eye bids flee ! 
Listen! Our troublesoracst dreams die oft 
In daylight: I awake, and drc*am is—where ? 
I rouse up from the past: one touch dispels 
England and all here. I secured long since 
A certain refuge, solitary home 
To hide in, should the head strike work one 
day, 

The hand forget its cunning, or perhaps 
Society grow savage,—there to end 
My life’s remainder, which, say what fooL 
will, 

Is or should lie the best of life,—its fniit, 

All tends to, root and stem and leaf and 
flower. 

Come with me, love, loved once, loved only, 
come, 

Blend loves there I this parenthetic 

doubt 

Of love, in me, have )x?cn the trial-test 
Appointed to all flesh at srime one stage 
Of soul’s achievement,—when Uic strong 
man doubts 

His strength, the good man whetlier good¬ 
ness be. 

The artist in the dark seeks, Ms to find 
Vocation, and the saint forswears his shrine. 
What if the lover may elude, no more 
Than these, probative dark, must search the 
sky 


Vainly for love, his soul’s star ? But the orb 
Breaks from eclipse: I breathe again: I love! 
Tempted, I fell; but fidlen—fallen lie 
Here at your feet, see! Leave this poor 
pretence 

Of union with a nature and its needs 
Repugnant to your needs and nature! Nay, 
False, bey'ond falsity you reprehend 
In me, is such mock marriage with such mere 
Man-mask as—whom you witless wrong, 
beside, 

By that expenditure of heart and brain 
He recks no more of than would yonder 
tree 

If watered with your life-blood: rains and 
dews 

Answer its ends sufficiently, while me 
One drop saves—sends to flower and fruit at 
last 

The laggard virtue in the soul which else 
Cumlxjrs the ground 1 Qmcken me ! Call 
me yours— 

Yours and the world’s—yours and the world’s 
and (i<xi’s! 

Yes, for you can, you only! Think! Confirm 
Your instinct! Say, a minute since, I seemed 
The castaway you count me,—all the more 
Apparent shall the angelic potency 
Lift me from out perdition’s deep of deeps 
To light and life and love !—that’s love for 
you— 

Love that already dares match might with 
yours. 

You loved one worthy,—in your estimate,-*- 
When time was; you descried the unworthy 
taint, 

And where was love then? No such test 
could e’er 

T^y my love : but you hate me and revile; 
Hatred, revilement—liad you these to bear 
Would you, as I do, nor revile, nor hate, 

But simply love on, love the more, perchance? 
Abide by your own proof! ‘ Vmr km was 

Imic: 

kfKms no forgetting t ’ Heart of mine, 
Would that I dared remember I Too unwise 
Were he who lost a treasure, did himself 
Enlarge upon the sparkling catalogue 
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Of gems to her his queen who trusted late 
The keeper of her caskets! Can it l>e 
That I, custodian of such relic still 
As your contempt permits me to retain, 

All I dare hug to breast is —^ How your glom 
Burst and displayed the long thin Hfy-streakr 
What may have followed—^that Is forfeit now! 
I hope the proud man has grown humble* 
True— 

One grace of humbleness absents itself— 
Silence! yet love lies deeper than all words, 
And not the spoken but the speechless love 
Waits answer ere I rise and go my way.*’ 

Whereupon, yet one other time the name. 

To end she looks the large deliberate look, 
Even prolongs it somew^hat; then the soul 
Bursts forth in a clear laugh tliat lengthens on. 
On, till — thinned, softened, silvered, one 
might say 

The bitter runnel hides itself in sand, 
Moistens the hard grey grimly comic speech. 

“Ay—^give the l>affled angler even yet 
His supreme triumph as he hales to shore 
A second time the fish once ’scaped from 
hook: 

So mtfidiy has new bait ludden old 
Blood'imbrued iron ! Ay, no barb’s beneath 
The gilded minnow here ! You bid break 
trust, 

This time, with who trusts me,—not simply bid 
Me trust you, me who ruined but myself, 

In trusting Imt myself! Since, thanks to you, 
I know the feel of sin and shame,— Ik? sure, 

I shall olsey you and impt«ie them both 
On one who happens to 1 k2 ignorant 
Although my husliand—for the lure is love, 
Your love ! Try other tackle, fisher-friend ! 
Repentance, expiation, hopes and fears, 
What you had been, may yet be, would I but 
Brcure helpmate to my hero—one and all 
Th^ silks and worsteds round the hook 
seduce 

Hahily the kte tom throat and mangled 
ikp» I pray, the whole assortment prompt 1 


Who wonders at variety of wile 
In the Arch-cheat? You are the Adversary! 
Your fate is of your choosing: have your 
choice I 

Wander the world,— G<xl has some end to 
serve 

Ere he suppress you ! 11c waits : I endure, 
But interj)ose no fing<jr-lip, forsexXh, 

To slop your passage to the pit. Enough 
That I am stable, uninvolved by you 
In the rush downwards: free I gaze and 
fixed; 

Your smiles, your tears, prayers, curses move 
alike 

My cr«)wned contempt. You kneel ? Pro¬ 
strate yourself! 

To earth, and would the whole world saw 
you there ! ” 

Whereupon —All right! ” carelessly l>egins 
Somelxxly from outside, who mounts the 
stair, 

And sends his voice for herald of approach ; 
Half in half out the doorway as the d<xjr 
(iivcs way to push. 

Old fellow, all’s no gtxrd ! 
The train’s your jx>rtion ! l^y the blame on 
I me! 

Em no diplomatist, and Bismarck’s self 
! Had hardly bravtxl the awful Aunt at broach 
Of proposition—so has world-repute 
Preceded the illustrious stranger ! All!—” 

(^>uick (he voice changes to astonishment, 
Then horror, as the youtli stops, sees, and 
knows. 

The man who knelt starts up from kneeling, 
stands 

Moving no muscle, and confronts the stare. 

One great retl outbreak buries—throat and 
brc»w— 

The Wiy’s proud pale queenliness of scorn: 
Then her great eyes tliat turned so quick, 
become 

Intenser: quail at gaae, not they indeeti! 
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V. 

It is the young man shatters silence first. 

“ Well, my lord—for indeed my lord you are, 

I little guessed how riglitly—this last pror^f 
Of lordship-paramount confounds too much 
My simple head-piece ! Let’s sec how we 
stand 

Each to the other ! how we stood i’ the game 
Of life an hour ago,—the magpies, stile 
And oak-tree witnessed. Truth exchanged 
for truth— 

My lord confessed his four-ycars-old aflfair— 

I low he seduced and then forsook the girl 
Who married somelK>dy and left him sad. ! 
My pitiful experience was—I loved 
A girl whose gown’s hem had I dared to touch 
My finger would have failed me, palsy-fixed. 1 
She left me, sad enough, to marry—whom ? i 
A better man,—then pcjssibly not you ! 

How does the game stand ? Who is who and 
what 

Is what, o’ the board now, since an hour 
went l)y? 

My lord’s ‘ seduced^ forsaken^ sacrificed^ 
Starts up, my lord’s familiar instrument, 
Associate and accomplice, mistress-slave— 
Shares his adventure, follows on the sly ! 

—Ay, and since ‘ Ixig and Ixiggagc ’ is a 
phra.se - 

Baggage lay hid in carpet-bag belike, 

Was but unpadlocked when occasion came 
For holding council, since my Ixick was turned, 
On how invent ten thousand pounds which, 
paid, 

Would lure the winner to lose twenty more, 
Beside refunding these ! Why else allow 
The fool to gain them ? So displays herself 
The lady whom my heart Ixilicved—oh, laugh! 
Noble and pure: whom my heart loved at 
once, 

And who at once did speak truth when she 
said 

* I am mt mine new bid aneihet^s *—thus 
Being that other’s ! Devil’s-marriage, eh? 

* Mjf lie weds thim litl lucre ns do part t * 

But pity me the snobbish simpleton, 

V^ou two aristocratic tip-top swells 


At swindling 1 Quits, I cry 1 Decamp con¬ 
tent 

With skin I’m peeled of: do not strip l>ones 
hare— 

As that you could, I have no doubt at all 1 
O you two rare ones ! Male and female, Sir! 
The male there smirked, this morning, * Come^ 
my hoy — 

Out with it! ] 'oiPve been i rossed in / 

think : 

I recognize the taverns hangdog look; 

Make a dean breast and match my confidence^ 
Fovy Pit be franky / too have had my fiingy 
A m punishedfor my faulty ami smart enough I 
Where now the victim hides her hecuiy God 
knenvs 1 ’ 

Here loomed her head life-large, the devil 
knew ! 

Look out, Sahini! Here’s your man, your 
match! 

He and I sat applauding, stall by stall, 

La.st Monday— Herds Othello^ was our word, 
‘ But xvherds lago V Where ? Why, there ! 
And now 

The fellow-artist, female specimen— 

Oh, lady, you must needs describe yourself! 
He’s great in art, but you—how greater still 
—{If I can rightly, out of all I learned, 
Apply one bit of Latin that assures 
'‘Art means just art's concealment') —towet 
yourself 1 

For he stands plainly visible henceforth— 
Liar and scamp ; while you, in artistry 
Prove so consummate—or X prove perhaps 
So absolute an ass—that—either way— 

You still do seem to me who worshipped you 
And see you take the homage of this man 
Your master, who played slave and knelt, no 
doubt, 

Before a mistress in his very cmft . . . 

W’'ell, take the fact, I nor believe my eyes, 
Nor trust my understanding ! Still you seem 
Noble and pure as when we bad the talk 
Under the tower, beneath the trees, that day. 
And there’s the key explains the secret: down 
He knelt to ask your leave to rise a grade 
r the mystery of humbug : well he may I 
For how you beat him 1 Half an hour ago, 
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I b«I<l youpr mastar for my best of friends; 
And now I hate him ! Four years since, you 
seemed 

My heart’s one love: well, and you so remain! 
What’s he to you in craft ? ” 

She looks him through. 

My friend, His just that friendship have its 
turn— 

Interrogate thus me whom one, of foes 
The worst, has questioned amt is answered b). 
Take you as frank an tinswcr ! answers l>uth 
Begin alike s<.> far, divergent soon 
World-wide— I own superiority 
Over you, over him. As him I searched, 

So do you stand seen through anti through 
Ijy me 

Who, tills time, proud, report your crystal 
shrines 

A dewdrop, plain as amlier prisons round 
A spider in the hollow heart his house ! 
Nowise are you that thing my kincy feared 
When out you stepped on me, a minute 
since, 

—This man’s confederate’ no, you step not 
thus 

Obsequiously at l^eck and call to help 
At need some second scheme, and supplement 
Guik by force, use ray sliame to pinion me 
From strt^le and escape ! I fancied that I 
Forgive me 1 Only by strange chance,—most 
strange 

In evm thk strafe world, —you enter lUiW, 
Obtain your knowledge. Me you have not ■ 
Wronged i 

Who never wronged you—least of all, my 
friend, 

TM day beneath the College tower and trees, 
When I refused to say, —fnetid but^ 
kmi* 

Hh4 I been found as free as air when first 
We met, I scarcely ccwiki Imve loved you. 
Ho- 

Fsa* VwrC was that in you which claimed 

Mm 

Of love ? My «ye» were all too weak to probe 
Thi othef’i sMdng, hiii^hat seeming bved 


The soul in me, and lied—I know too late 1 
While your truth was truth : and I knew at 
once 

My priwer was just my beauty—bear the 
w^ord— 

As I must l>ear, of all my qualities, 

To name the poorest one that serves my soul 
And emulates myself! So much in me 
You loved, 1 know: tlie something that’s 
beneath 

Heard not your call,—uncalled, no answer 
comes ’ 

for, since in every love, or soon or late 
S«>ul must awake and seek out soul for soul, 
Yours, overlooking mine then, would, st>me 
day. 

Take flight to find some other; so it prove<l — 
Missing me, you were ready for this man. 

I apprehend the \\hole relation : his— 

The soul wherein you saw your type of worth 
At once, true object of your tribute. Well 
Might I refuse such half-lumrt’s homage I 
Live 

Divining, had assured you I no more 
Stand his [wticipaiil in infamy 
Than you—I nee<l no love to recognize 
As simply dupe and nowise fellow-cheat! 
Therefore accept one last friend's-word,— 
your friend’s, 

All men’s friend, save a felon’s. Ravel out 
The bad cmbioilmcrit howsoe’er you may, 
Distribute as it jilease you j>ratse or blame 
To me —so you but fling this mockery far— 
Renounce this rag-and-feat her hero sham, 
This pootllc dipt to pattern, lion-like! 

ThroN^ him his thousands Imck, and lay tc 
lusnrt 

Tlie lesson I was s(*nt,—if man discerned 
Kver God’s inessiige, ~ just to teach. I 
judge— 

To far another issue than could dream 
Your cousin, —younger, fairer, as befits— 
Who summoned me to judgment’s exercise. 

I find you, save in folly, innocent. 

And in my verdict lies your fate; at choice 
Of mine your cousin takes or leaves you. 

1 bid her^for you tremble bock to truth# 
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She turns llie scale,—one touch of the pure 
hand 

Shall so press down, emprison past relapse 
Farther vibration ’twixt veracity— 

That’s honest solid earth—and falsehood, 
theft 

And air, that’s one illusive emptmess I 
That reptile capture you? I conquered him: 
You saw him cower before me. Have no fear 
He shall offend you farther! Spare to spurn — 
Safe let him slink hence till some subtler Eve 
Than I, anticipate the snake—bruise head 
Ere he bruise heel—or, warier than the first, 
Some Adam purge earth’s garden of its pest 
Before the slaver spoil the Tree of Life ! 

“ You ! Leave this youth, as he leaves you, 
as 1 

Leave each I There’s caution surely extant 
yet 

Though conscience in you were too v^ain a 
claim. 

Hence quickly! Keep the cash but leave 
unsoiled 

The heart I rescue and would lay to heal 
Beside another's ! Never let her know 
How near came taint of your compamon- 
ship I ” 

‘*Ah”—draws a long breath with a new 
strange look 

The man she interpellates—soul a-stir 
Under its covert, as, lieneath the du.st, 

A copper)' sparkle all at once denotes 
The hid snake has conceived a purjxise. 

“Ah— 

Innocence should Ix' crowncxl w'ith ignorance? 
Desirable indeed, but difficult I 
As if yourself, now, liad n^it glorified 
Yewr helpmate by imparling him a hint 
Of how a monster made the victim bleed 
Ere crook and courage saved her—hint, I 
say,— 

Not jthe whole horror,—that were needless 
risk,— 

But just such inkling, fancy of the feet, 

As should suffice to qualify henceforth 


The shepherd, when another lamb would 
stray, 

For warning ^tVare the No doubt 

at all, 

Silence is generosity,—keeps wolf 
Unhunted by flock’s warder ! Excellent, 

Did—generous to me, mean—just to him I 
But, screening the deceiver, lamb were found 
Outraging the deceitless 1 So,—he knows ! 
And yet, unharmed I breathe—perchance, 
repent— 

Thanks to the mercifully-politic ! ” 

“ Ignorance is not innocence but sin— 

Witness yourself ignore what after*pangs 
Pursue the plague-infected. Merciful 
Am I ? Perhaps ! The more contempt, the 
less 

1 latred ; and who so worthy of contempt 
As you that rest assured I cooled the spot 
I could not cure, by poisoning, forsooth, 

Whose liand I pressed there? Understand 
for once 

That, sick, of all the pains corroding me 
This burnt the last and now'ise least—the need 
Of simulating soundness. I resolved— 

No matter how the stiuggle tasked weak 
flesh— 

To hide the truth away as in a grave 
From—most of all~my huslmnd: he nor 
knows 

Noi ever shall be made to know your part, 

My part, the devil’s part,—I trust, God’s part 
In the foul matter. Saved, I yearn to save 
And not destroy ; and what destruction like 
The abolishing of feith in him, that’s foith 
In me as pin e and true? Acquaint son>e child 
Who takes yon tree into his confidence. 

That, where he sleeps now, was a murder 
done. 

And that the grass winch grows so thick, he 
thinks. 

Only to pillow him is product just 
Of w hat lies festering beneath ! *Tis Qod 
Must bear such secrets and disclose tbbxi* 
Man? * 

The miserable thing I have become 
By di^d aoquainta^aWit^my secret—^ 
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Thut thing had he become by learning me — 
The miserable, whom his ignorance 
Would wrongly call the wicked: ignorance 
Being, I hold, sin ever, small or great. 

No, he knows nothing ! ” 

lie and I alike 

Arelx)Hnd to you for such disci cet ness, then. 
What if our talk should lenninate awhile ? 
Here is a gentleman to satisfy, 

Settle accounts with, pay ten thousand poun<K 
Before we part—as, by his face, I fear, 
Results from your appearance on the si'cne. 
Grant me a minute’s |xirley with my friend 
Which scarce admits of a third personage ! 
The riwm from which you made your entr>^first 
So opportunely—still untenanled— 

What if you please return there ? Just a word 
To ray young friend first—then, a word to you, 
And you depart io fan away each fly 
From who, grass-pillowed, sleeps so sound 
at home! ” 

So the old truth comes Ixick ! A whole¬ 
some change,— 

At last the altered eye, the rightful tone ! 

But even to the truth that drot)s disguise 
Andstandsforthgrinning malice which but now 
Whined so contritely—I refuse assent 
Just ns to malice. I, once gone, cxmie back ? 
No, my lord ! I enjoy the privilege 
Of being absolutely loosed from you 
Too much—the knowledge ilml your pr^wer 
is null 

Which was omnipotence, A word of mouth, 
A wink of eye would have detained me once, 
Body and sou! your slave; and now, thank 
God, 

Your ikwningest of prayers, your frightfulest 
Of cttrse.s—neither would avail to turn 
My Ibotstcp for a moment! 

“ Prayer, then, tries 
No wch adventure. Let us cast aixmt 
For lomethiiig novel in expedient: take 
Onninaiid,—what say you ? I profess myself 
One fertile in res^mree. Commanding, then, 
1 1»4—not only wait there, but return 


Here, where I want you! Disobey and-^ 
good! 

On your own head the peril ! ” 

** Come ! ” breaks in 
The boy wdlh hisgotxl glowing face. ‘ ‘ Shut up! 
None of this sort of thing while I stand here 
—Not to stand that! No bullying, I lieg! 

I also am to leave you presently 
And never more set eyes ujxm your face— 
You won’t mind that much; but —I tell you 
frank— 

1 do mind having to remember this 
For your IjLst word and deed—my friend who 
were ! 

Bully a woman you have mined, eh? 

Do you know,—I give credit all at once 
To all those stories evcryfxxly told 
And nolMxly but I would disbelieve : 

They all seem likely now,— nay, certain, sure! 
I dare say you did cheat at cards that night 
The row was at the Club; ‘ .sauUr la coupe ’— 
That was your ‘cm,’ for which your friends 
* cut ’ you; 

1 While I, the Ix^oby, * cut aa|uainl.inreship 
With who so much «is laughed when 1 said 

I dare siiy yc>u had bets against the horse 
They doctored at the Derby ; little doubt, 
That fellow with the sister found you shirk 
Uis challenge and did kick you like a liall, 

J ust as the story went alx>ut 1 Enough : 
ft only serves to show how well adviseti, 
Madam, you were in bidding Such a fool 
As I, go hang. You see how the mere sight 
And sound of you suflire to tumble down 
Conviction topsy-turvy ; no,--that's false,— 
There’s no unknowing what one knows j and 
yet 

Such is my folly that, in gratitude 
For . . . well, I’m stupid; but you seemed 
to wish 

I should know gently what I know, should 
slip 

Sojflly from old to new, not break my neck 
lietween lieliefs of what you were and are. 
Well then, for just the sake of such a wish 
To cut no worse a figure than needs must 
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In even eyes like mine, Fd sacrifice 
Body and soul! But don’t think danger— 
pray!— 

Menaces either ! He do harm to us? 

Let me say ‘ us ’ this one time! You’d allow 
1 lent perhaps my hand to rid your ear 
Of some cur’s yelping—liand that’s fortified, 
Into the Iwirgain, \vith a horsewhip? Oh, 
One crack and you shall see how curs dec<unp! 
My lord, you know your losses and my gains. 
Pay me my money at the profXir time ! 

If cash Ik* not forthcoming,—well, yourself 
Have taught me, and tried often, I’ll engage, 
The proper course ; I post you at the Club, 
Pillory the defaulter. Crack, to-day, 

Shall, slash, to-morrow, slice through flesh 
and I Kmc 1 

There, Madam, you need mind no cur, I 
tliink 

** Ah, what a gain to have an apt no less 
Than grateful scholar! Nay, he brings to 
mind 

My knowledge till he puts me to the blush, 
So long has it lain rusty ! Post my name ! 
That were indeed a wheal from whi^Kord ! 
Whew I 

I wonder now if I could rummage out 
—^Just to nmteh weapons — some old scorpion- 
scourge ! 

Madam, you hear my pupil, may applaud 
His triumph o’er the nuLster. I —no more 
Bully, since I’m forbidden; but entreat— 
Wait and return—for my sake, no 1 but just 
To save your own defender, should he chance 
Get thwacked thro’ a\\kw.ird flourish of his 
thong. 

And what if—since ail waiting’s weary 
work — 

I help the time pass ’twixt your exit now 
And entry then ? for—pastime proper—here’s 
The very thing, the Album, verse and prose 
To make the laughing minutes launch away I 
Each of us must contribute. Fll begin— 
‘ATa#’/, raim acc/ivtij, saiuMifus spot 
Fm confident I beat the l)ard,*—for why ? 

My young friend owns me an lago—him 
Confessed, among the other qualities. 


A ready rhymer. Oh, he rhymed! Here goes! 

—Something to end with *horseivhipt^ No, 
that rhyme 

Beats me; there’s ^cn^slip^^ ^hoUspritj 
nothing else ! 

So, Tennyson take my benison,—verse for 
l>ard, 

Prose suits the gambler’s lx>ok best! Dared 
and done ! ” 

Wherewith he dips pen, w^rites a line or two, 

Closes and clasps the cover, gives the book, 

Bowing the while, to her who hesitates, 

Turns half away, turns round again, at last 

Takes it as you touch carrion, then retires. 

The door shuts fast the couple. 


VI. 

With a change 

Of his whole manner, opens out at once 
The Adversary. 

“ Now, my friend, for you ! 
You who, prolc*cted late, aggressive grown, 
Brandish, it seems, a weapon I must ’ware! 
Plain s[x;ech in me becomes respectable 
I lenccforth, because courageous; plainly, 
then— 

(Have lash well loose, hold handle tight and 
light!) 

Throughout my life’s experience, you indulged 
Yourself and friend by passing in review 
So courteously hut now, I vainly search 
To find one record of a specimen 
So perfect of the pure and simple fool 
As this you furnish me. Ingratitude 
I lump with folly,—all’s one lot,—so—fool! 
Did I seek you or you seek me? Seek? sneak 
For service to, and scrnce you would style— 
And did style—godlike, scarce an hour ago ! 
Fool, there again, yet not precisely there 
First-rate in folly: since the hand you kissed 
Did pick you from the kennel, did plant firm 
Your ftx)tstep on the pathway, did persuade 
Your awkward shamble to true gait and pace, 
Fit for the world you walk in. Once a-strut 
On that firm pavement which your cowardice 
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WftS lot mioimcmg m a pit&ll, next 
Cxnie neeji to clear your brains of their 
conceit 

They cleverly could distinguish who was who. 
Whatever folk might tramp the thoroughfere. 
Men, now—femiliarly you read them off, 
Each phyz at first sight! O you had an eye ! 
Who couched it ? made you disappoint each 
fox 

laager to strip my gt)shng of his Huff 
So golden as he cackled ‘Goose trusts lamb?* 
‘ I smmdyou—tmlf defeakdfoA — 

IVantif^ to puk your bonrs myself/^ then, 
wolf 

Has got the W’orst of it with goose for once. 

I, penniless, pay you ten thousand pounds 
{—^No gesture, pray ! I pay ere I depart.) 
And how you turn advantage to account 
Here*s the example. Have I proved so 
wrong 

In my peremptory must be dtsikarged*^ 
O you laughed level ily, were loth to leave 
The old friend out at ellx>ws—tx>oh, a thing 
Not to be thought of 1 I must keep my cash, 
And you forget your generosity I 
Ha Im, I took your measure when I laughed 
My iat^h to that! First quarrel—nay, first 
fiunt 

Pretence at taking umlirage —Down with 
debt^ 

inUrest and principal /—* 'Dhe Club, 
Exposure and expulsion t—stamp me out!' 
That^s the magnanimous magnificent 
Renunciation oIMvantage! Well, 

Bui whence and why did you take uml>rage, 
Sir? 

Because your master, having made you know 
Somewhat of men, was minded t<i advancr*, 
Eiqrjound you women, still a mystery 1 
My pnpil pottered with a cloud on brow, 

A clod in breast; had loved, and vainly 
loved: 

W|ence blight and bkekness, just for all the 

world 

A$ %ron used to teadt us boys. Thought 

! 

* ^ Aim flf thod tuhHsh t Ckar the \ 

ehud^ { 


And set the heart a-puhingt'-^emiy this 
time: 

*Twas nothing but the head I doctored late 
For ignorance of Man ; now heart’s to dose. 
Palsied by over-palpitation due 
To Woman-worship—so, to work at once 
On first avowal of the jxitient’s ache! 

This morning you described your malady,— 
How you dared love a piece of virtue—^lost 
To reason, as the ujishot showed: for scorn 
Fitly repaid your stupid arrogance ; 

And, jiartiag, you went two ways, slic rc- 
sumenl 

Her jxilh — perfection, while forlorn you 
j>aced 

The w'orld that’s made for lieasts like you 
and me. 

My remedy was—tell the fool the truth I 
V'our jmragon of purity had plumfied * 

Into these arms at their first outspread— 
^fallen 

My vuttm' she prefers to turn the phrase— 
And, in exchange for that frank confidence, 
Asked for my whole life present and to 
come— 

Marriage : a thing uncovcnanlcd for, 

Nc\cr so much as put in question. Life— 
Implied by marriage—throw that trifle in 
And round the Imrgain off, no otherwise 
Than if, when we played cards, liecause you 
won 

My money you should also want my head ! 
That, I demurred to; we but played ^‘Jor 
loTfe *— 

She won my love; had she proposed for 
stakes 

‘ Marrmi;^e' —adiy, that’s for whist, a wiser 
game. 

Wliereat she raved at me, os losers will, 

And went her way. So far the story’s known. 
The remedy’s applied, no fiirther; which 
Here’s the sick man’s first honorarium for— 
Posting his medicine-monger at the Club! 
That being, Sir, the whole you mean my fee-— 
In gratitude for such munificence 
I’m bound in common honesty to spare 
No droplet of the draught: so,—pinch your 
nose, 
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Full no wry fiices I—drain it to the dregs I 
I say ‘ SAs wen /‘ wen/ off^ you subjoin, 

* Since mi to wedded hliss^ us 1 supposed^ 

Sure to some convent: solitude and peace 
Help her to hide the shame from mortal vieWy 
With prayer and fastingl No, my sapient 
Sir! 

Far wiselier, straightway she betook herself 
To a prize-portent from the donkey-show 
Of leathern long-ears that compete for palm 
In clerical al^surdity ; since he, 

G(XKi ass, nor practises the shaving-trick. 

The caiulle-crotchet, nonsense which n*pays 
When you’ve young ladies congregant,—but 
schools 

The pix)r,—toils, moils and grinds the mill 
nor means 

To stop and munch one thistle in this life 
Till next life smother him with roses : just 
The parson for her purjx>se! Him she 
stroked 

Over the muzzle; into mouth with bit, 

And on to Ixick with saddle,—there he stood, 
The serviceable K*ast who heard, liclieved 
And meekly bowed him to the burden,— 
borne 

Off in a canter to seclusion—ay, 

The lady’s lost! But had a friend of mine 
—Wliile friend he was—imjxirted his sad atse 
To sympathizing counsellor, full sexm 
One cloud at least had vanished from his 
brow. 

^ Don^t fear I* had followed reassuringly-- 
‘ lAe lost will in due time turn up againy 
IVohahly just whcity weary of the wo fitly 
You think of nothing Ics^ than sctthng-doivn 
To country life atuigolden daysy heude 
A dearest hest and brtgktesi vtrfuoused 
Wife: who needs no more hope to hold her 
own 

Against the naughty'and-repeniant—nOy 
Than water-gruel against Roman pum-h !* 
And as I prophesied, it proves! My 
youth,— 

Just at the happy moment when, subdued 
To spooniness, he hnds that youth fleets fest, 
That town-life tires, that men should drop 
boya'^play, 


That property, positwm tiavc, no doubt, 

Their exigency with their privilege, 

And if the wealthy wed with wealth, how dire 
The double duty 1—in, behold, there beams 
Our long-lost lady, form and feice complete I 
And where’s my moralizing pupil now, 

Had not his master missed a train by chance? 
But, by your side instead of whirled away, 

I low have I spoiled scene, stoi^>ed catas¬ 
trophe, 

Struck flat the stage-effect I know by heart 1 
Sudden and strange the meeting—improvised? 
Bless joii, the last event she hoped or 
dreamed ! 

But rude sharp stroke will crush out fire firom 
flint— 

Assuredly from flesh. ‘ ’ Tis you ? ’ ‘ Myself ’ 
Changed V Changeless I ^ Then, whaPs 

earth to me?* * To me 
WkaPs heaven?* ^ Soy—thine I* ^ And 

thine f* * And lihettfise mine ! * 

Had laughed * Amen* the devil, but for me 
Whose intenneddling hinders this hot haste. 
And bids you, ere concluding contract, 
pause — 

Ponder one lesson more, then sign and seal 
At leisure and at pleasure,—lesson’s price 
Being, if you liavc skill t© estimate, 

—How say you?—I’m discharged my debt 
in fill!! 

Since paid you stand, to farthing uttermost, 
Ibiless I fare like that black majesty 
A friend of mine had visit from last Spring. 
Coastiiig along the Cape-side, he’s becalmed 
Oft an unchart ctl Ixiy, a novel town 
Untouched at by the trader: here’s a chance! 
Out paddles straight the king in his canoe, 
Comes over bulwark, says he means to buy 
Ship’s cargo—being rich and having brought 
A treasure ample for the purpose. See ! 
Four dragons, stalwart blackies, guard the 
same 

Wrapped roimd and round: its hulls, a 
multitude,— 

Palm-leaf and cocoa-mat and goat’s-hair cloth 
All duly braced about with bark and board,— 
Suggest how brave, ’neath coat, must kernel 
be! 
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At length the |)eeling is accomphshed, plain 
The casket opens out its core, and lo 
—“A brand-new British silver sixpence—bid 
That’s ample for the Bank,—thinks majesty! 
Yon are the Captain; call my sixpence 
cracked 

Or copper; ‘ Pm said is calumny ; 

T%e iadys spotless!' Then, I’ll prove my 
words. 

Or make you prove them true as truth— 
yourself, 

Here, on the instant! I’ll not mince my 
sfXiech, 

Things at this ivsue. When she enters, then. 
Make love to her! No talk of marriage now — 
The point-bUuik bare proposal! Pick no 
phrase— 

Prevent all misconception ! Soon you’ll sec 
How different the tactics when she deals 
With an instructed man, no longer l)oy 
Who blushes like a liooby. Woman's wii * 
Man, since you have instruction, blush no 
more! 

Such your five minutes’ profit by my pfiins, 
Tis simply now—<Ieinand and lx.‘ j)ossessed ! 
Which means— you may possess—may strip 
the tree 

Of fruit desirable to make one wise. 

More I nor wish nor want: your act’s your 
act, 

My teacliing is l>ut—there’s the fruit to pluck 
Or let alone at pleasure. Next advance 
In knowledge ^pre beyond you! Don't 
cx|3ect • I 

I bid a novice—pluck, suck, send sky-high 
Such fruit, once taught that neither crab nor 
sloe 

Falla readier prey to who but roljs a hedge, 
Thau this gold apple to my Hercules. 

Were you no novice but proficient—then, 
TheU, truly, I might prompt you—T<mch 
and taste, 

Try Ikvcmr and be tired as soon as I! 

To»» <m the prize to greedy mouths agape, 
Betake sobered as the satiate grow, 
To^lse solid meal of house and land, 
Conifoli aUd eousJu 1 but my lioy, my boy, 
Suf4 above you 1 


Here’s the lady back i 
So, Madam, you have conned the Album- 
page 

And come to thank its last contributor ? 

How kind and condescending 1 I retire 
A moment, lest I spoil the interview, 

And mar my own endeavour to make friends— 
You with him, him with you, and both with 
me! 

If I succeed —jjermit me lo inquire 
Five minutes hence ! Friends bid good-bye, 
you know.” 

And out he goes. 

VII. 

She, face, fonn, liearing, one 
Superb composure— 

“ He has told you all ? 
Yes, he has told you all, your silence says— 
What gives him, us he thinks the mastery 
Over my body and my soul I—-has told 
^Fhal instance, even, of their servitude 
He now exacts of me? A silent blush ! 
That’s well, though Ivttcr would w'hitc 
Ignorance 

Beseem your brow, undesecrale l>eforc — 

A), when I left you ! I Icx) learn at last 
Hideously learned as I si'emed so late— 
What sin may swell to. Yes,—I needed learn 
That, when my prophet’s r<xl l>euvme the 
snake 

I fled from, it would, one day, swallow up 
—Incurjiorate wluitescr serjjenline 
FdlschfMxl and treason and unmanlmess 
licslime earth’s jmvement: such the power 
of Hell, 

And so Ix'^ginning, ends no otherwise 
The Adversary ! 1 was ignorant, 
Blameworthy—if you will; but blame I take 
Nowise ujx>n me as I ask myself 
— how can you, whose soul I seemed 
to read 

The limpid eyes through, have declined so 
deep 

Even with him for consort ? I revolve 
Much memory, pry into the Iwks and words 
Of that day’s walk beneath the College wall, 
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And nowhere can distinguish, in what gleams 
Only pure marble through my dusky post, 

A dubious cranny where such poison*seed 
Might harbour, nourish what should yield i 
to-day i 

This dread ingredient for the cup I drink. j 
Do not I recognize and honour truth 
In seeming?—lake your truth and for return, | 
(live you my truth, a no less precious gift? 
You lovetl me : I l)elieved you. I replied 
—How c<mkl I other ? I was not my (mn^ 

- No longer had the eyes to sec, the ears ! 
To hear, the mind to judge, since heart and 
soul 

Now were anotlier’s. My own right in me, 
h'or well or ill, consigned away—my face 
Fronted tlic honest path, deflection whence 
Had shamed me in the furtive liackward 
look 

At the late biugain — fit such chapman’s 
phrase!— 

As though—less hasty and more provident — 
Waiting had brought advantage. Not f(»r me 
The chapman’s ciiancc! Yet wdiilc thus 
much was true, 

I spareil you—as I knew you tJien—one moie 
Concluding word w Inch, tnuli no less, seemed 
licst 

Buried away for ever. Take it now 
Its jK>wer |xiin is jmst ! Four years—that 
day — 

'rht>S(L‘ limes that make the C'ollege avenue ! 

1 would that—friend and foe—by miiacle, 

I had, that moment, seen into the heart 
Of either, as I now am taught to see ! 

I do believe I should have straight assumed 
My proper function, and sustainetl a soul, 
Nor aimed at being just sustained myself 
By some man’s soul—the weaker woman’s- 
want! 

So had I missed the momentary thrill 
Of finding me in presence of a god, 

But gainetl tlie god’s own feeling when he 
gives 

Such thrill to what turns life from death l>efore. 

* (wtwfj mmy and Lards says the 

Book: 

You would have yielded up yt>ar soul to me 
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—Not to the feilse god who has burned its clay 
In his own image. I bad shed my love 
Like Spring dew on the clod all flowery 
thence, 

Not sent up a wild vapour to the; sun 
That drinks and then disperses. Both of us 
Blameworthy,—I first meet my punishment— 
And not so hard to l>ear. I breathe again I 
Forth from those arms’ enwinding leprosy 
At last I struggle—^uncontaminate : 

Why must I leave you pressing to the breast 
That’s all one plague-s[X)t ? Did you love 
me once ? 

'Fhen take love’s last and best return ! I 
think, 

Womanliness means only motherhood ; 

All love begins and ends there, — roams 
enough, 

But, having run the circle, rests at home. 
Why is your expiation yet to make ? 

Pull shame with your own hands from your 
own head 

Now\—never wait the slow’’ envelopment 
SubmiUed to by unelastic age ! 

One fierce throe flees the sapling: flake on 
flake 

Lull till they leave the oak snow-stupefied. 
Your heart lelains its vital warmth—or why 
That blushing reassurance? Blush, >oimg 
blood ! 

Break fiom beneath this icy premature 
C'aptivity of wickedness—I warn 
Back, in Clod’s name! No fresh encroach¬ 
ment here! 

This May breaks all to bud—no Winter now ! 
Friend, we are l)oth forgiven ! Sin no more ! 
I am past sin now, so sliall you become ! 
Meanw^hile I testify tliat, lying once, 

My foe lied ever, most lied last of all. 

He, waking, whispered to your sense asleep 
The wicked counsel,—^and assent might seem; 
But, roused, your healthy indignation breaks 
The idle dream-pact. You would die—not 
dare 

Confirm your dream-resolve,—nay, find the 
word 

That fits the deed to bear the light of day I 
Say 1 have justly judged you ! dien fiurewell 






To it mds in $mil€S) not tears I 

Wby tears now ? I have justly jm%ed, thank 

GodP» 


He does bl^sh boy-like, but the man speaks 
out, 

—]^^ldces the due effort to surmount himself. 


** I don’t know what he wrote—how should 
I? Nor 

How he could read my purpose which, it 
seems, 

He chose to somehow write—mistakenly 
Or else for mischiefs sake. I scarce Ix^lieve 
My purpose put l>efore you lair and plain 
Would need annoy so much ; but there’s my 
luck— 

From first to last I blunder. Still, one more 
Turn at the target, try to speak my thought I 
Since he could guess my purpose, won’t you 
read 


Right what he set down wrong ? He said — 
let’s think 1 


Ay, so!—he did begin by telling heai>s 
Of tales about you. Now, you see—suppose 
Anyone told me—my own mother died 
Before I knew her—told me—to his cost!— 
Such tales about my own dead mother; why, 
You would not wonder surely if I knew, 

By nothing but my own heart’s help, he He<l, 
Would you ? No reason’s wanted in the case. 
So with you ! In they Imrnt on me, his tales, 


Much as when madhouse-inmates crowd 
around, ^ 

Make captive any visitor and scream 
All sorts of stories of their kecfier—he’s 
Both dwarf and giant, vulture, wolf, deg, cat. 
Serpent and scorpion, yet nmn all the same; 
Sane people soon see through the gibberish! 
I just mik out, you someliow lived some- 
fhere , 

t distinguish more— 
V, don’t matter much: 
r had caused—that point 


: 4-of shame—ll 
Mairled or t 
Shamt wh 

i^< 

That jliot confessed thing to hold and 




he added some absurdity 


—That you were here to make me—ha, ha, 
ha!— 

Still love you, still of mind to die for you, 
Ha, ha—as if that needed mighty pains I 
Now, foolish as • . . lyjt never mind myself 
—^What I am, what I am not, in the eye 
Of the world, is what I never cared for much. 
Fool then or no fool, not one single word 
In the whole string of lies did I believe, 

But this—^this only—if I choke, who cares?— 
I believe somehow in your purity 
Perfect as ever! Else what use is (,l<xl ? 

He is God, arul work miracles He can 1 
Thcfi, what shall I do? Quite as clear, my 
course! 

They’ve got a thing they call their Labyrinth 
r the garden yonder: and my cousin played 
A pretty trick once, led and lost me deep 
Inside the briery mare of hedge round hedge j 
And there might I be staying now, stock-still, 
But tliat I laughing hide eyes follow nose 
And so straight pushed my path through let 
and stop 

And H(ym was out in the open, face all 
scratched, 

But well behind my lack the prison-ljors 
In sorry plight enough, I promise you ! 

So here: I won my way to truth through 
lies— 

Said, as I saw light,—if her shame be shame 
ril rescue and redeem her,—shame’s no 
shame ? 

Then, I'll avenge, protect - redeem myself 
The stupidest of sinners ! Here I stand! 
Dear,—let nic once dare coll you so,—you 
.said 

Thus ought you to have done, four years ago, 
Such things and sucli! Ay, dear, and what 
ought I ? 

You were revealed to me; where’s gratitude, 
Where’s memory even, where the gain of you 
Discernible in my low after-life 
Of fancied consolation ? why, no horse 
Once fed on corn, will, missttig com, go 
munch 

Mere thistles like a donkey! I missed you, 
And in your place found—him, made him 
my love, 
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Ay, did I,—by this token, that he taught 
So much Ixrast-nature that I meant . . . God 
knows 

Whether I bow me to the dust enough! . . . 
To marry—yes, my cousin here ! I hojK* 
Tlrnt was a master-stroke! Take heart of 
hers, 

And give her hand cT mine with no more 
heart 

Thun now you see this brow I strike ! 
What atom of a heai t do I retain 
Not all yours? I)ear, you know it! Easily 
May she accord me pardon when I place 
My brow l>eneath lier foot, if foot so deign, 
Since uttermost indignity is spared — 

Mere marriage and no love ! And all this 
lime 

Not one word to the purjxise ! Are you free? 
Only w'ait! only let me serve - deserve 
Where you apjioint and how you see the 
gixxl! 

I ha\e the will—perhaps the ^xjwer—^at least 
Means that have ^xiwer against the world. 
For lime-"- 

Take my whole life for your e\|xriment! 

If you aie bound- in mainago, say—why, 
still, 

Still, sure, there’s something for a friend t<i 
do, 

Outside ? A mere \vell-wisher, understand! 
ru sit, my life long, at ymi gale, )<m know. 
Swung it wide ojicn to let you and him 
Pass freely,—and you need not ]ix>k, murli 
less 

Fling me ii ‘ Thmik yum — arc you ihercy oUi 

Don’t say that even: I should diop like sht>i 1 
So I feel now at letist: some day, who know s ? 
After no end of weeks and months and years 
You might smile heiiafc you did ^^>uf 
kstf' 

And that shall make my heart leap—leap 
such leap 

As lands the feet in Heaven to wait you 
there ! 

Ah, there’s just one thing more ! Ib^w pale 
you hxik ! 

Why? Arc you ai^ry ? If there’s, after all, 

vot* n. 


Worst come to worst—^if Still there some* 
how be 

The .shame—I said was no shame,—none, I 
swear !— 

In that ca.se, if my hand and what k holds,— 
My name,—might l>c your safeguard now— 
at once— 

Why, here’s the hand—you have the heart! 
Of course— 

No cheat, no binding you, Ixjcausc I’m bound. 
To let me off prolialion by one day, 

Week, month, year, lifetime ! Prove as you 
propose 1 

Here’s the hand with the name to Lake or 
leave ! 

That’s all—and no great piece of news, I 
hope ! ” 

Give me the hand, then !” .she cries hastily. 
“ t^Kiick, now ! I hear his footstep I” 

Hand in hand 

The couple face him as he enters, .stops 
Short, stands surprised a moment, laughs 
away 

Surprise, resumes the much-experienced man. 
“ So, you accept him?” 

“ Till us death do part! ” 

“No longer? Come, that's right and rational! 
I fancied tlierc was power in common sense, 
But tlid not know it worked thus promptly. 
Well- 

At bust each understands the other, then ? 
Each drops disguise, then? So, at supper¬ 
time 

These mascpiemding people doff their gear. 
Grand Tuik his ^xirn^xius turlrnn, Quakeress 
Her .stiff-starched bib and tucker,—make- 
believe 

That only Ixithers when, ball-business done. 
Nature demamls ebampagne and umyofmmsc* 
J ust so has each of us sage three abjured 
His and her moral pet particular 
Pietension to superiority, 

And, cheek by jowl, we henceforth munch 
and joke! 

2 o 
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00 | happy paur, paternally dismtssed 
To live and die 'together—for a month, 
Di$aretion can award no more ! Depart 
From whatsoe’er lire calm sweet solitude 
Selected—Pam not improbably— 

At montii’s end, w'hen the honeycomb’s left 
wax, 

- -Voii, daughter, with a p<x:Letful of gold 
Enough to find your village lK»ys and girls 
In duftei cloaks and hcibnaile<i s1km*s from May 
To—wlut*s the phrase?—Christmas come- 
never-mas! 

You, son and heir of mine, shall re ap|x*ar 
Ere Spring-time, that’s the nng-time, lose 
one leaf, 

And—not without regretful smack of lip 
The W'hile you wipe it free of honey-smear— 
Marry the cousin, play the magistrate. 

Stand for the county, [irovc jierfeciion’s pmk — 
Master of hounds, gay Ciwted dine —nor die 
Stxyner than necnK of gout, olx-sit), 

And sons at Chiisi Church ! Ah for m<*, -ali 
me, 

I abdicate—retire on my success, 

Four yejirs well occupied in ic^aching youth 
—My son and daughter the exemplary ! 
Titne for me to retire now, having placed 
Prottd on their pedestal the pair, in turn, 
Ixt them do homage to t heir master ’ You, — 
Well, your hushed check and flashing eye 
proclaim 

Sfifficiently your gratitude : you paid 
Hie h^mtariuiiu the ten thousand pounds 
To purpose, du^ou not ? I told you so! 
And you, but, bless me, why so pale—so faint 
At influx of good fortune ? Certainly, 

No matter how or why or whose the fault, 

I save your life—save it, nor less nor more 1 
You blindly were resolv<*d to welcome death 
In that black Ix^ipr^wid-bumpkin-hauntctl hole 
Of hk, the ^th all the jueachments! 
Ym * 

InitaBed as nurse and matron to the crones 
And Wfittches, while there lay a world outside 
L%e Pans (which again I recommend) 
InljiOiiipafiy and guidance of—first, this, 
Tliai—ill ia good time**«^sotne new friend as 
fit- 


What if I were to say, some fire^ myself, 

As I once figured ? Each dog has his day, 
And mine’s at sunset: what should old 
dog do 

But eye young litters’ frisky puppyhood? 

Oh 1 shall watch this beauty and this youth 
brisk u in brilliance ’ But don’t fear I 
Discreet, 

I shall pretend to no more rec<igmste 
My quondam pupils than the d<x:tor nods 
When certain old aapiamtances may cross 
His jialh in Park, or sit down prim beside 
Ills pkte at dinner-table * Up nor wink 
Scares |xiticnts he has put, for reason good, 
Under restnction,— nmylie, talked some¬ 
times 

(If douche oi horsewhip to,—for why? 
iH^cause 

The gentleman would crazily declare 
I f IS l>est ft lend was - lago ! Ay, and worse— 
The lady, all at once grown Uiiutic, 

In smciiial inonomaiua vowed, 

Tc» sAvt her soul, she needs must starve her* 
sellJ 

They’re cured now, Ixjth, and I tell nolxKly. 
Why don’t you speak ? Nay, speechless, each 
of you 

Can spare, — without unclasping plighted 
troth,— 

At least one hand to shake 1 Left-hands 
will do— 

Yours first, my daughter! Ah, it guards— 
It gripes 

The i>recious Album fiist—and prudently 1 
As well obliterate the record there 
On page the last; allow me tear the leaf! 
Pray, now \ And afterward, to make amends, 
Whal if all three of us contribute each 
A line to that prelusive fragment,—help 
The eralxirTassed Ijard who broke out to 
break down 

Dumbfoundered at such unft>reseen success? 

(aim acdwity^ saMfiaus spot * 

You begin—//ac«r aux dofttai PU prompt 
you then ^ 

*Mtr( d& I takt iki ffwd tkt allH / * 

Next you, Sir! What, still sulky ? O 

Muse 1 
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^ i/emdoes my iard in full discharge his shotV He hmes you ; he demands y&ur km: holh 
Now for the crowning flourish! mine shall hnow 

be . . Whal love means in my lamguege, Lem him 

then ! 

Nothing to match your first effusion, mar Pursuant to a pacty love pays my debt ^ 

What was, is, sliall remain your masterpiece! Therefore^ deliver me from him, thereby 
Aiithorsliip has the alteration-itch! Ltkeivise deliveringfrom me yourself t 

No, I protest against erasure. Kcatl, For^ hesitate — much more^ refuse consmt^ 

My friend!” (she gas[>s out). **Rcad and / tell the whole truth to your husband. 

quickly read Flat 

^Before us death dopart,^ what made you mine Cards lie on talde, tn our gamester-phrase ! 
And made me yours—the marriage-licence Consent—you stop my mouthy the only tmy." 
here ! 

Decide if he is like to mend the same ! ” “I did well, trusting instinct: knew your 

hand 

i\nd so the lady, white to ghastliness. Had never joined with his in fellowship 

Man?tges somehow to dispUiy the fiage Over this pact of infamy. You knoiAii— 

With left-hand only, \^hiie the right retains As he was known through every ner\"e of me. 
The other hand, the young man's, —dreaming- Therefore I ^stopped his mouth the only ttviy* 
drunk But my way! none was left for you, my 

He, with this drencli ofstujx'fying stuff, friend— 

ICyes wide, mouth t)pen, —half the idiot's stare The loyal- near, the loved one ! No—no— 
And half the prophet's insight,—holdingtight, no ! 

All the same, by his one fact in the world— Threaten? Chastise? The coward would 
The lady^s right-hand: he but seems to read - but quail. 

Does not, for certain ; yet, how- understand Conquer who am, lire cunning of the snake ! 
Unless he reads? Stamp out his slimy strength from tail to 

head, 

So, understand he does, And still you leave vibration of the tongue. 
For certain. Slowly, word by word, x/ieTcatls His malice had redoubled—not on me 
Aloud that licence—or that warrant, say. Who, myself, choose my own refining fire— 

But on poor unsuspicious innocence j 

** * One itgainst two — ami two that urge their And,—victim,—to turn executioner 
odds Also—that feat effected, forky tongue 

To uttermost—I needs must try resource ! Had done indeed its office ! Once snake’s 
Madam^ i laui me prostrate^ luuic you spurn ‘ mouth ’ 

Body and soul: yoi* spumed and safely Thus'e^^fw’—how could mortal 
spumed 

So you had spared me the superfluous taunt ** So! ” 

Prostratim means no power to stand erects 

Siamd^tramplmgon who trampled—prostrate A tiger-flash—yell, spring, and scream: 

mmi/” halloo! 

»Si»| with my other fool foe: I was fain Death’s out and on him, has and holds him 

LM tho boy touch me with the buttoned foily —ugh ! 

Jlndhim the infection gains^ he too must needs But ne trmickt coram popuk 

Catch up the butchoPs cktmr. Be it so! Juvmis smem f Bight the Horatian rule ! 

Skwe p^ turns oarmst^ hcr€*s my serkus 

fitmo* There, see how soon a quiet comes to pass I 
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Tlie youth is somehow by the lady’s side. 

His right-hand grasps her right-hand once 
again. 

Both gaze on the dead Ixxiy. Hers the word, 

* ‘ And that was gO(xl but useless. I lad I live<l 
The danger was to dread: but, dying now— 
Himself would hardly become talkative. 
Since talk no more means lortuic. Fools— 
what fools 

These wicked men aie ! Had I borne four 
years, 

Four years of weeks and months and days 
and nights, 

Inured me to the consciousness of life 
Coiled round by his life, with the tongue to 

p>y.— 

But that I bore alxmt me, for prompt use 
At urgent need, the thing that ‘ sfo/>^ the 
mouth ’ 

And stays the venom? Since such need was 
now 

Or never,—how should use not follow need ? 
Bear witness for me, I withdraw from life 
By virtue of the licence—warrant, say, 

That blackens yet this Album—white again, 
Thanks still to my one friend who tears the 
page ! 

Now, let me write the line of supplement, 

As counselled by my foe there; * ecuh a line! ’ ” 

And she does fall^ringly write to end. 

“ now through the villain who lies dead^ 
Righteously slain. He would have outraged 
me. 

So, ^y defender sleiv him, God protect 
The right f Where wrong lay, / bear witness 
now* 

Let mem belteve me, whose last breath is spent 
In bkssing my defender from my soul! ” 

And so ends the Inn Album. 


As she dies, 

Begins outside a voice that sounds like song, 
And is indeed half song tliough meant for 
sjieech 

Muttered in time to motion—stir of heart 
Tliat unsubduably must bubble forth 
To match the fawn-step as it mounts the stair. 

“ All’s ended and all’s over ! Verdict found 
* Not gtiilly^ —prisoner forthwith set free, 
Mid cheers the Court pretends to disregard! 
Now Portia, now for Daniel, late severe, 

At last appeased, Ix^nignant ! ‘ 7'his youm; 

man — 

Ilcm—has Ihe young mafi's foibles hut no 
fault. 

He's virgin soil—a friend mu%t cultivate. 

/ thinh no plant called ‘ lovc^ grows wild—a 
friend 

May zntroduci, and name the bloom, th 
fruit ' ’ 

Here stunebody dates wave a handkerchief— 
She’ll want to hide her face with presently I 
Good-bye then ! ‘ Cigno fedel, cigno fedei, 

AddioT Now, was ever such mistake— 
Ever such foolish ugly omen ? Pshaw! 
Wagner, iK^side ! Amo te solo, te 
Solo amai!' That's worth fifty such 1 
But, raum, tlie grave face at the f>pcned door! ” 

And so the gcxxl gay girl, with eyes and 
cheeks 

Diamond and damask,—cheeks sio white ere- 
while 

Because of a vague fency, idle fear 
Chased on reflection I —^lausing, taps discreet; 
And then, to give herself a countenance, 
Before she comes upon the pair inside, 

Loud — the oft-quoted, long-laughed-over 
line— 

‘ Hail, calm acclivity, salubrious spot/* 
Open the door 1” 

No: let the curtain ^111 
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AND 

HOW HE WORKED IN DISTEMPER, 

ET CETERA. 

1876. 

[Pacchiarotto, born Siena, 1474 , was an insignificant painter, who once obtained a little 
credit for pictures really painted by Pacchia. He was a reformer and conspirator as well 
as an inferior artist.] 


PROLOGUE, 

I. 

O the old wall here ! How I could pass 
Life in a long Midsummer day, 

My feet confined to a plot of grass, 

My eyes from a wall not once away ! 

II. 

And lush and lithe do the creepers clothe 
Yon wall I watch, with a wealth of green: 

Its bald red bricks draped, nothing loth, 

In lappets ol tangle they laugh between. 

III. 

Now, what is it makes pulsate the rol>e? 
Why tremble the sprays ? What life over¬ 
brims 

The b(xly,—the house, no eye can probe,— 
Divined as, beneath a robe, the limbs ? 

IV. 

And there again! But my heart may guess 
Who tripped l>ehind; and she sang perhaps: 

So, the old wall throbbed, and its life’s excess 
Died out and away in the leafy wraps, 

V. 

Wall upon wall are between us : life 
And song should away from heart to 
heart. 


! I—pnson-bird, with a ruddy strife 

At breast, and a lip whence storm-notes 
start— 

VI. 

Hold on, hope hard in the subtle thing 
That’s spirit: though cloistered fast, soar 
free; 

Account as wood, brick, stone, this riug 
Of the rueful neighbours, and—forth to 
thcc ! 


OF PACCHIAROTTO, AND HOW HE 
WORKED IN DISTEMPER. 

I. 

Query : was ever a quainter 
Crotchet than this of the painter 
Giacomo Pacchiarotto 
Who took “ Reform ” for his motto ? 

II. 

He, pupil of old Fungaio, 

Is always confounded (heigho 1) 

With Pacchia, contemporaneous 
No question, but how extraneous 
In the grace of soul, the power 
Of hand,—undoubted dower 
Of Pacchia who decked (.is we know, 

My Kirkup ! 1 ) San Bernardino, 

I A well-known Englishman long resident m 
Florence. 
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OF FACCHIAROTTO 


Tiuming the small dark Oratory 
To Siena’s Art-laboratory, 

As he made its straitness roomy 
And glorified its gloomy, 

With Bazzi' and BeccafiimL® 

(Another heigho for Bazzi: 

How people miscall him Razzi 1) 

HI. 

This Painter was of opinion 
Our earth should lx; his dominion 
Whose Art could correct to pattern 
What Nature had slurred—the slattern! 
And since, beneath the heavens, 

Things lay now at sixes and sevens, 

Or, as he said, sopra-sotio *— 

Thought the painter Pacchiarotto 
Things wanted reforming, therefore. 

Wanted it ”—ay, but wherefore ? 

When earth held one so ready 
As he to step forth, stand steady 
In the middle of God’s creation 
And prove to demonstration 
Whafthe dark is, what the light is, 

What the wrong is, what the right is, 
What the ugly, what the beautiful, 

What the restive, what the dutiful, 

In Mankind profuse around him ? 

Man, devil as now he found him, 

Would presently soar up angel 
At the summons of such evangel, 

And owe—what would Man twt owe 
To the painter Pacchiarotto ? 

Ay, look to thy la#tels, Giotto! 

IV. 

But Man, he |>erceived, was stubborn. 
Grew r^;ular brute, once cub lx>rn; 

And it struck him as expedient— 

Ere he tried to mito obedient 
The wolf, fox, bear and monkey, 

By pffliung advice in one key— 

That ibis pipe should play a prelude 
To something heaven-tinged not hell-hued, 

t painter of the fifteenth century, 

t Jenese painter of the sixteenth century, 
t ypside*down. 


Something not harsh but docile, 

Man-liquid, not Man-fossil— 

Not feet, in short, but fency. 

By a laudable necromancy 
He would conjure up ghosts—a circle 
Deprived of the means to work ill 
Should his music prove distasteful 
And pearls to the swine go wasteful. 

To be rent of swine—that wm hard 1 
With fancy he ran no hfizard : 

Fact might knock him o’er the mazzard."* 

V. 

So, the painter Pacchiarotto 
Constructed himself a grotto 
In the quarter of Stalloreggi— 

As authors of note allege ye. 

And on each of the whitewashed sides of it 
I fc painted—(none far and wide so fit 
As he to {)erform in fresco)— 

He jxiinled nor cried quiesco 
Till he peopled its every sf|iurc foot 
With Man -from the Beggtir barefoot 
To the Noble in c^p and feather : 

All sorts and conditions together. 

The Soldier in brc.istplate and helmet 
Stood frowningly—hail fellow well met— 

By the Priest armed with lx;U, lxK>k and candle 

Nor did he omit to handle 

I'he Fair Sex, our brave distem{:)erer: 

Not merely King, Clown, Pope, Emperor— 

I Ic diversified loo his Hades 

Of all forms, pinched Lalxiur and paid Ease, 

With as mixed an assemblage of 

VI. 

Which work done, dry,—he rested him, 
Cleaned {lallet, washed brush, divested him 
Of the apron that suits frescantif 
And, Ixinnct on ear stuck jaunty, 

This hand upon hip well planted, 

That, free to wave as it wanted, 

He addressed in a choice oration 
His folk of each name and nation, 

Taught its duty to every station. 

The Pope was declared an arrant 
Impostor at once, I warrant. 

^ The head. ® Painters in fresco. 
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The Emperor—-truth mig^ht tax him 
With ignorance of the maxim 
“ Shear sheep hut nowise flay them! ” 

And the Vulgar that ol>ey them, 

The Ruled, well-matched with the Ruling, 
They Med not of wholesome schooling 
On their knavery and their fooling. 

As for Art—where’s decorum ? Pooh-pocjhed 
it is 

By Poets that plague us with lewd ditties, 
And Painters that pester with nudities ! 

VII. 

Now, your rater and debater 
Is baulked by a mere spectator 
Who simply stares and listens 
Tongue tied, while eye nor glistens 
Nor brow grows hot and twitchy, 

Nor mouth, for a comlwit itchy, 

Quivers with some convincing 
Reply—that sets him wincing ? 

Nay, rather—reply that furnishes 
Your dclxiter with just what burnishes 
The crest of him, all one triumph, 

As you see him rise, hear him cry “ Humph! 
Convinced am I ? This confutes me ? 
Receive the rejoinder that suits me ! 
Confutation of vassal for prince meet— 
Wherein all the fxiwers that convince meet, 
And mash my opponent to mincemeat! ” 

Vlil. 

So, off from his head flies the bonnet. 

His hip loses hand planted on it, 

While tV>ther hand, freejuent in gesture, 
Slinks modestly Imck beneath vesture, 

As,—hop, skip and jump,—he’s along with 
Those weak ones he late proved so strong 
with ! 

Pope, Emperor, lo, he’s beside them, 
Friendly now, who late could not abide them, 
King,Clown, Soldier, Priest, Noble, Burgess; 
And his voice, that out-roare<i Boanerges, 
How minikin-mildly it urges 
In accents how gentled and gingered 
Its word in defence of the injured ! 

** O call him not culprit, this Pontiff! 

Be hard on this Kaiser ye won’t if 


Ye take into con-at-der-ation 
What dangers attend elevation ! 

The Priest—who expects him to descant 
On duty with more zeal and less cant ? 

He preaches but rubbish he’s reared in. 

The Soldier, grown deaf (by the mere din 
Of battle) to mercy, learned tippling 
And what not of vnee while a stripling. 

The l^awyer— his lies are conventional. 

And as for the Poor Sort—why mention all 
Obstructions that leave barred and bolted 
Access to the brains of each dolt-head ?” 

IX. 

He ended, you wager ? Not half I A bet ? 
Precedence to males in the alphabet! 

Still, disposed of Man’s A, B, C, there’s X, 
Y, Z, want assistance,—^^the Fair Sex ! 

How much may be said in excuse of 
Those vanities—males see no use of— 

From silk shoe on heel to laced poll’s-hood! 
Wliat’s their frailty beside our own falsehood? 
The lx»l<lcst, most brazen of . . . trumpets, 
How kind can they Vxj to their dumb pets! 
Of their charms— how are most frank, how 
few venal! 

While as for those charges of Juvenal— 

QuiV fumo dixisset in iota 
Nin (ffdepol) ore illoto — 

He dismissed every charge with an ApageV^ 

X. 

Then, cocking (in Scotch phrase) his cap 
a-gee. 

Right hand disengaged from the doubtlet 
—Like landlord, in house he had sub-let 
Resuming of guardianship gestion, 

To call tenants’ conduct in question— 

Hop, skip, jump, to inside from outside 
Of chamber, he lords, ladies, louts eyed 
With such transformation of visage 
As fitter! the censor of this age. 

No longer an advocate tepid 
Of frailty, but champion intrepid 
Of strength, not of felsehooti but verity, 

He, one after one, with asperity 
Stripped bare all the cant-clothed abuses, 
i Disposed of sophistic excuses, 




m 


OF PACCHIAROTTO 


Forced folly each to abandon, 

And left vice with no leg to stand on. 

So crushing the force he exerted, 

That Man at his foot lay converted ! 

XL 

True—Man bred of |5aint-pot and mortar! 
But why suppose folks of this sort are 
More likely to hear and be tmctable 
Than folks all alive and, in fact, al)le 
To testify promptly by action 
Their ardour, and make satisfaction 
For misdeeds nan verbis sed facth ? 

** With folk all alive be my practice 
HenceforwJird ! O mortar, painl-jK»t O, 
Farewell to ye ! cried Pacchiarotto, 

Let only cn^casion interpose t ” 

xn. 

It did so : for, pat to the piirjx«e 
Through causes I need not examine, 

There fell upon Siena a famine. 

In Viiin did the magistrates busily 
Seek succour, fetch giain out of Sicily, 

Nay, throw mill and Ixvkehouse wide open— 
Such misery followed as no pen 
Of mine shall de[)ict ye. Faint, fainter 
Waxed hope i»f iclicf: so, our painter, 
Emboldened by triumph of recency, 

How could he do other with decency 
Than rush in this strait to the rescue. 

Play schoolmaster, }X)int as with fescue ^ 

To each and all slips in Man’s spelling 
The law of the land ?—sli|is now telling 
With monstrous elfect on the city, 

AVhose magistrates moved him to pity 
As, bound to read law to the letter, 

They minde<l their hornbook no better. 

xni. 

I <|ught to have told you, at sturliitg, 

How certain, who itched to Ix) carting 
Abu«<±$ away clean and thorough 
From Siena, lioth province and borough, 
Had formed themselves into a company 
Wliote swallow could bolt in a lump any 

1 Straw or stick used as a x>ointer in teaching 


Obstruction of scruple, provoking 
The nicer throat’s coughing and choking: 

Fit Club, by as fit a name dignified 
Of “Freed Ones”— ^^BardotiV^ —which sig- 
nified 

“Spare-Horses” that walk by the waggon 
The team has lo drudge for and drag on. 
This notable club Pacchiarotto 
I 1 lad joined long since, paid scot and lot to, 

: As free and accepted “ Bardotto.” 

I‘The Ikiiliwick watched with no ijuiet eye 
! The outrage thus done to society, 

! And noted the advent especially 
Of Pacchiarotto their fresh ally. 

XIV. 

These Spare-Horses forthwith assembled: 
Neiglied words whereat citizens trembled 
As oft as the chiefs, in the Square by 
The Duomo, projx>sed a way whereby 
The city were cured of dis.istcr. 

“Just sul>sti(utc servant for master, 

Make Poverty Wealth and Wealth Poverty, 
Unloose Man from overt and covert tie, 

And stiaight out of social confusion 
True Order would spring! ” Brave illusion- - 
Aims heavenly attained by means ctirthy 1 

XV. 

Offto these at full sjKicdi ushed our worthy, — 
Brain juactised and tongue no less tutored, 
In argument’s armour accoutred,— 

Sprang forth, mounted roslninn and es.sayed 
Prof)»jsals like those to which “ Yes” sttid 
S<» glibly e.ach persomage |xiintcd 
O’ tlic wall-side wherewith ytni’rc acquainted, 
lie harangued on the faults of the Bailiwick : 
“Ked st»on were our State-candle’s jjuly 
wick, 

If wealth would become but interfluous, 

Fill voids up with just the suj)erfluous ; 

If ignorance gave way to knowledge 
—^Not pedantry picked up at college 
From Doctors, Professors €t Ciftera-^ 

( They say: * kai ta loipa *—like better a 
Long Greek string of kappas^ terns, lambdas, 
Tacked on to the tail of each damned 
ass)— 
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No knowledge we want of this quality, 

Bnt knowledge indeed—practicality 
Through insight’s fine universality! 

If you shout ^Bailiffs, out on ye all! Fie^ 
Thou Chief of our forces^ Amalfi^ 

Who shieldest the logue and the clotpollT 
If you pounce on and poke out, with what pole 
I leave yc to fancy, our Siena’s 
Beast-litter of sloths and hyenas—” 

(Whoever to scan this is ill able 
h'orgets the town’s name’s a dissyllable) 

“ If, this done, ye did—as ye might—place 
For once the right man in the right place, j 
I f you listened to me ...” 

XVI. 

At which last “ If” 
There flew at his throat like a mastiff 
One Spare-Horse—another and another ! 
Such outbreak of tumult and tK)ther, 
Horse-faces a laughing and fieciing, 
Horse-voices a-niockiiig and jeering, 
Horse-hands raised to collar the caitiff 
Whose im})udence ventured the late “ If”— 
That, had n<H fear sent Pacchiarotto 
Off tramping, as fast as could trot toe, 

Away fn)iu the scene of iliscoiulituic— 

Had he stood there stock-still in a dumb fit 
—sure 

Am I he had paid in his person 

Till his mother might fail to know her son, 

1 hough she gazed on him never so wistful, 

In the figure so lattere<il and tristful. 

Fkich mouth full of curses, each fist full 
Of cuffings—l>ehold, Pacchiarotto, 

The pass which thy project has got to, 

Of tmsting, nigh ashes still hot—tow ! 

(The [xiraphrasc—which I much need—is 
From Horace^ ignes incediiT) 

XVII. 

Right and left did he dash helter-skelter 
In agonized search of a shelter. 

No purlieu so blocked and no alley 
So blind as allowed him to rally 

^ Odes H, I, 6 . 


His spirits and see—^nothing hampered 
His steps if he trudged and not scampered 
Up here and down there in a city 
That’s all ups and downs, more the pity 
For folk who would outrun the constable. 

At last he stopped short at the one stable 
And sure place of refuge that’s offered 
Humanity. Lately was coffered 
A cur^jse in its sepulchre, situate 
By Si. John’s Observance. ‘‘Habituate 
Thyself to the strangest of bedfellows, 

And, kicked by the live, kiss the dead 
fellows ! ” 

So Misery counselled the craven. 

At once he crept safely to haven 
Through a hole left unbricked in the struc¬ 
ture. 

Ay, Misery, in have you tucked your 
I*oor client and left him conterminous 
With—pah !—the thing fetid and verminous! 
(I gladly would spare you the detail, 

But History writes what I retail.) 

XVIII. 

[ Two da}s did he groan in his domicile : 

“ ChK)d Saints, set me free and I promise I’ll 
Abjure all ambition of preaching 
Change, wliether to minds touched by teach¬ 
ing 

— The smooth folk of fancy, mere figments 
Created by phuster and pigments,— 

()r to minds tliat receive with such rudeness 
Dissuasion from pride, greed and lewdness, 
—The rough folk of fact, life’s true specimens 
Of mind—‘ hand in posse sed esse mens ’ 

As it was, is, and shall he for ever 
Despite of my utmost endeavour. 

O live foes I thought to illumine, 

Henceforth lie untroubled your gloom in ! 

I need my ow n light, every spark, as 
I couch with this sole friend—carcase I” 

XIX. 

Two days thus he maundered and rambled; 
Then, starved l)ack to sanity, scrambled 
From out his receptacle loathsome. 

“ A spectre 1 ”—declared upon oath some 
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Who mm him anekfe imd {i^iipalling 
To maition) hh fannent^ a*o{awnng 
With plagues fer beyond the Egyptian, 

He gained, in a state past description, 

A convent of monks, the Observancy. 

XX. 

Thus hx h 9. tact! I reserve fancy 
For Fancy^s more proper employment: 

And now she waves wmg with enjoyment. 
To tell ye how preac!ie<i the Superior 
When somewhat our painter’s exterior 
Was sweetened. He needed (no mincmg 
The matter) much soaking and rincing, 

Hay, mhhing with dnigs odonferous, 

Till, rid of his garments pestiferous 
And robcfd by the help of the Brotherhood 
In odds and ends,—this gown an<l tV>lher 
hood,— 

His empty inside first welbgamishe<l,— 

He delivered a tale ruiind, unvanuhhtd. 

XXL 

Ah, Youth! ” ran the Ablxn\ admonisli- 
ment, 

** Thine prror scarce hkivcs my xstomsh 
, ment 

For—why shall 1 shrink from asserting ^— 
Myaeif have had hopes of converting 
foolish to wisdom, till, solier, 

My life Ibund its May grow Octolicr. 

I l^ked and I wrtile, but, one morning, 
Life’s Autumn bore fhiit in this si armng: 

* />/ rerfy thy qtiiU bt! 

E^rth i&r mrtk and fwt hmveny and nder 
wiUhe: 

Man’s work is to lalxiitr and leaven— 

As best he may—earth here with heaven ; 
*Ti« wojrk for work’s sake that he’s nccd- 

Ld him work on and on as If sfieeding 
Wnrit’s Itnd, but not dream of succeeding! 
Becftiise If success were intended, 

M?hy, Ifeuven would ere earth endetl, 

A Ss«re^Moi!se ? Be rather a thtll-horic,* 
the pktn tmth-^Just a mill* 

hxmmt i 

t Thill«shall« 


Barth’s a mill where we grind and wear 
mufUers: 

A whip awaits shirkers and shulBers 
Who slacken their pace, sick of lugging 
At what don’t advance for their tugging. 
Though round goes the mill, we must still 
post 

On and on as if moving the miU*|x>st. 

So, gnrul aua>, mouth-wise and fien-wise, 

I>o all that wc t'an t<i make men wise I 
And if men prefer to lie fivilish, 

Ourselves h^ive proved horse-like not mulish: 
Sent grist, a goexi sackful, to hopper, 

Ami worke 1 as the Master thought proper. 
Tongue I wag, pen I ply, who am Ablx>t; 
Stick thou, ^m, to daub hnish and dab-pot J 
But, soft ’ I scratch hard on the scab hot ? * 
Though cured of thy plague, there may linge* 

A pimple I fray with rough finger? 

So Mwm could my Ixunily transmute 
1 hy br.ess into gold ? Wh), the man’s mute! ” 

XXII. 

“ .Vy, kathir, I’m mute with admiring 
How Nature’s indulgence uiUiring 
StiU bids us turn deaf car to Reasim’s 
I Best rhetoric—clutch at all seasons 
' And bold fast to w hat’s proved untenable! 
Thy maxim isr— Man’s not amenable 
To argument: whereof by consetpience— 
Thmc arguments reach me * a non sef|ucnce ^ 
Vet blush not discouraged, O h'athcr! 

I stand unconverted, the mther 
That nowist' I nec<l a nmvcrsitm. 

No live man (I (sip thy assertion) 

By argument ever could take hold 
Of me, ’Twas the dtwl thing, the clay-cold, 
Which grinned *^4r/ tkm so tn a httny 
J’kai ou* o/wartn thmi mmf skurry 
And join nte down hert in the dungoan 
Becausey abomy on/s Jack and me^Johny 
On/s swift in the racty one—a kohhler^ 

On/s a crowned king, and 
cobbUfy 

Btck and poor y sage andfooly virimuSy tsidemsf 
IVky complain f Art tkm so mnsmspiciom 
7%at al/s for an hour of essaying 
Wk/s fit and wh/s unfit for pk^ing 
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iSfKr /Off m /Atf irfier^comimcti^H 
*-^M$oafen^s Piece wkermf £arth*s the In* 
dmtien f 

7%h$gs rarefy ge smcntth at Rehearsal, 

WaM patient the change universal^ 

And act^ and let act^ in existence I 

Fpr^ as them art clapped hence or hissed hence^ 

Them hast thjf pramotian or othenvise. 

And why must wise thou have thy brother wise 
Because in rehearsal thy cue be 
To shine by the side of a booby I 
No polishing garnet to tuby ! 

Alls well that ends well—through Arfs magic 
Some end^ whether comte ot trugit^ 

The Artist has purposed^ be certain / 
Explained at the fall of the curtain — 

In showing thy wtsdom at odds with 
Thcd folly: he tries men and gods with 
No problem for roeak wits to soh*e meant^ 

Bui one worth such Authors mh^ement. 

SOf back nor distuth flay s production 
By giving thy bt other insinution 
To throw up hts fooPsfart allotted f 
Lest haply thyself pren^e besotted 
Hlten stnpt^ for thy pains^ of that costume 
Of sagei wktik has bred the impinthume 
I prick to relieve thee of — Vumtyi ’ 

XXlll. 

** So, Father, behold me in <wimty ! 

Fiti back to the palette aiul mahKtick t 
And as for Man - let cacli and all stick 
To what was prescrilnxl them at starting! 
Once planted as kK>ls -no de^xirling 
From folly one inch, stiadorum 
In sacula / Pass me the jomm. 

And push me the platter—my stomach 
Retains, through its fasting, still some ache— 
And then, with your kind Benedicite^ 
Good-bye V* 

XXIV. 

I have told with simplicity 
My tale, droppe<i those harsh analytics, 

And tried to content you, my critics, 

Who greeted my early uprising! 

I knew you through all the disguising, 

Droll dogs, as I jumped up, crietl ** Ifeyday f 
This Monday is—wliut else but May-d!ay ? 


And these in the drabs, blues and yellows. 

Are surely the privileged fellows* 

So, salthox and bones, tongs and bellows,” 

{I threw up the window) ‘*your pleasure?” 

XXV. 

Then he who directed the measure— 

An old friend—put leg forward nimbly, 

We criticwh as sweeps out your chimbly ! 
Much soot to remove from your flue, sir ! 

Who s{xires coal in kitchen an’t you, sir ! 

And ne!ghlx>urs complain it’s no joke, sir, 

—You ought to consume your own smoke, 
sir!” 

XXVI. 

Ah, rogues, but my housemaid suspects you— 
Is confident oft she detects you 
In bringing more filth into my house 
Than ever you found there I Pm pious 
However : ’twas God made you dingy 
And me * with no need to l>e stingy 
Of soap, when ’tis sixpence the packet 
So, dance away, l>oys, dust my jacket, 

Hang drum and blow fife—ay, and rattle 
Vour brushes, for lhaPs Imlf the battle 1 
Don't trample the grass,—hocus-pocus 
With grime my Spring snowdrop andcrociis,— 
.Vnd, what with your rattling and tinkling. 
Who knows but you give me an inkling 
1 low music souihIs, thanks to the jangle 
01 regular drum and triangle ? 

Whereby, tap lap, chink-chink, His proven 
I break rule as lad as Kcethoven. 

“ That chord now—a groan or a grant isH? 
Si'humamPs self was no worse contrapuntist. 
No ear ! or if ear, so tough-gristled— 

He thought that he sung while he whistled P* 

xxvn. 

So, this time I whistle, not sing at all, 

My story, the largess I fling at all 
And every the rough there whose asibade ' 
Did its l>esl to amuse me,—nor so bud I 
Take my thanks, pek up largess, and scamper 
Off free, ere your mirth gets a damper I 
VHniVe Monday, your one day, your frin-day. 
While mine is a year thatV all Sunday, 

, t ^Serenade. 
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Tve Kie» 3W, times-*-'who knows how 
^ nrnny ?— 

l>ance in here, strike iip, play the «any, 
Make mouths at the tenant, hoot w<trniiig 
You*!! hnd him decamped next May-morning; 
Tlien scuttle away, glad to ^scaj^e hence 
With—^kicks? no, but laiighter and ha*penco! 
Mine's freehold, by grace of the grand 3 />r<l 
Who lets out the ground here,—my landlord: 
To him I pay quit-rent —devotion ; 

Nor hence shall I budge. I’ve a notion, 

Nay, here shall my whistling and singing 
Set all his street’s echoes a-ringing 
Long after the last of y»^>ur numl)cr 
Has ceased my front-court to encuml)er 
While, treading down rose am! ranunculus, 
You Tommy-maM-rootn-far-your^Utuk us! 
Troop, all of you—^man or homunculus. 
Quick march! for Xanthippe, my hoiLsemaid, 
If once on your jxites she a souse made 
With what, pivn or {H>t, bowl or sk<framn 
First Ctmies to her hand—things were more 
amiss! 

I would not for w\>rkLs Ik? your p!iu:c in - 
Recipient of sUifis from the l>asin ! 

You, Jack-in-lhe-Crcen, leaf-and-twiggisli- 
ness 

Won’t save a dry thread on ytmr priggish¬ 
ness I 

While as for Quil}>-Ho}>-o*-tny-thuiub there, 
lianjo-Byron that twangs the strum-stnirn 
then?— 

lie’ll think, as the pickle he curses, 

Fve discharged on hH^pate his own verses ! 
Dwar^ arc saucy,” .says Dickens: so, 
sauced in 

Your own sauce, . . * i 

xxvin. 

But, Ijock to my Knight of the Pencil, 
Pismiased to his ^esco and stencil! ® 

1 No, |)iease i For 

** Who would be satirical 
On a thing so very small?” 

‘^Prink^s ikiHL [Note by R, li] 
* A tti^ plate with patterns an out so as to 
lie tmnsferMi to a substance placed underneath 
|lbc plate, 


Whose Rtory^—begun with a chuckle, 

And throughout timed by raps of the 
knuckle,— 

To small enough purpose were studied 
If it emls with crown cracked or nose 
blotKliech 

Come, critics,—not shake hands, excuse 
me! 

But—say liavc ytm grudged to amuse me 
This once in the forly-and-over 
I^>ng ymrs since you trampled my clover 
And scaral from my house-eaves each sjmrrow 
I never once harmed by that arrow 
Of .song, karterotaion Mos^^ 

(Which Pimiar declares the true meios *) 

I was f‘'rging and filing and finishing, 

An<l ru» whit my laUmrs tltmiuishing 
Because, though high tip in a cbaml>cr 
Where none of your kidney may damlicr 
Your hullah^Ioo would approiich me? 

Was it ‘‘grammar” wherein you would 
“ ctKU'li ” me — 

You,--|uciitg in even that jxuhloek 
(If language alUvitetl you tnf kth » 

W uh a clog at your fclkjcls, you—sconicrs 
t if me free of all its four comers ? 

Was ii ‘'tkaruess of w<*rds which convey 
thought ?” 

.\y, if wools never fit'cdcil enswaihe aught 
Bui ignorance, imimdcnce, envy 
And nutlice—what word-swathe would then 
vie 

Willi ytnirs for a cleiirncss crystalline ? 

But had you to {lut in «>ne small line 
Some thought big and iKiuncing—a» norldle 
(Jf g<K>se, lx>m to cackle and waddle 
And bile at man’s heel as goose-wont is, 
Never felt plague its jniny fis fmtUu — 

You’d know, as you hissed, spot and 
sputtered. 

Clear ciickle is easily utleretl! 

XXIX. 

L<^, Tve laughed out my laugh on this 
mirth-day! 

Beside, at week’s end, dawns my birth-day, 

• The strongest dark ^ Method. 
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That hehdonu^ hterm emar * — 

(More thu)gs in a day than you deem 
are J) 

gar Apollona chrusacra 
Ei^etnato I eto " So, gny or ray 
Betide me, si\ da>s hence, Tm \cxed here 
By no sweep, tlutS t< rUin, till next year ’ I 
“Vexed?”—roused fr an what else were; 

insipid ease ^ ! 

tx*ave snoring a lied to 1 ‘heuhppides ’ 

Wc*H up ind wi>rk I wt>n t wt, I unpuks? j 

AT THK “MFRM VID ’ 

1 hi figure th u thou ht i c I lU * 

Was it fo! gentle SlukesiK'irt put’ 

B loNsON ( / ) 

J 

I—“Next PcKl? \ >, m) luariies 

I nor am n »r fun wimld ' 

< hoosc )o«r chiefs ind j icl ) ui pirti <», 
JSot one soul revolt to im ’ 

I, forVKith, sow soni, sedition j* 

I, a schism in \erse prov< ke ? 

I, Idown up hy liard s amhiiion 

Burst—your hul>hU king? Yiru joke 

n 

Conu, lx gi iM ’ 1 Ik slxm minthng 

Still akmt eich intvuih muhip, 

Brettls you insight just a scinthng 
Brings me truth out just a scrap 
lA«>k ind tell me * Written sj)«)ktn, 

11 < reS niy lift long wt>rk and where 
^Wliere’s your wairant or my token 
I’m the dewl king’s son and heir? 

til 

Here’s mv work does work discovci— 
What was rest from work—my life? 

Pid I h\e man’s hater, lover? 

Leave the world at peace, at strife? 

1 The teventh, a holy day 
» On whidtj the goWen-swoeded Apollo was 
iKim of Latona. 


Call earth ugliness or beauty ? 

See things there in large or small ? 

Use to pay its Lord my duty ? 

Use to own a lord at all ? 

IV 

Blank of such a record, truly 

Here’s the work I hand, this scroll, 
Yours to take or leave , as duly, 

Mine remains the unproffered soul 
So much, no whit more, my debtors— 
How sIkhiUI one like me lay cUnu 
To tint largess dder^, Ixtters 

Sell you cheap their souls for—fame? 

V 

Winch of you did I en ihlc 
Once to slip inside my breast, 

There ti cUal >giu and Hlxl 

What I like least, whu love l)csl, 

H >jx and fear, Ixln ve ind doubt of, 
S<tk ind shun, n s]>tn t <kndi ? 

Who his right to make x rout of 
Kiniies he found inside? 

VI 

Rarities or, es ht d rather, 

Kidibish suth es st xks his own 
>»ted ind gited (O strange) the lather 
1 ishuinesi not for him alont^ ^ 
Wlience- the comfort set a strutting, 
Wlience—the outcry * * I laste, behold ’ 
Rinl’s brtast ojxn wide, past shutting, 
Shows what brass we t(X>k for gold 

\ ll 

P neiids, I doubt not he’d display you 
Brass—myself call onchale,*— 
h urnish much amusement; pray you 
Therefore, l>e content I baulk 
Him and you, and bar my portal * 

Here’s my work outside c^ne 
What’s inside me mean and mortal ’ 
Take your pleasure, kave me mine ' 

^ Bronoa 
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vni. 

Which to buy your kurd 

As lost kii:^ did, nothing loth. 

Tale adorned and pointtid moral 
Gained him praise and pity lx>th. 

Out ruslied sighs and groans by dozens, 
Forth by scores oaths, curses flew : 
Proving you were cater-cousins, 

Kith and kindred, king and you t 

IX. 

Wherehs do I ne’er sti little 
(Hianks to sherris) leave ajar 
Bosom’s gate—no jot nor tittle 
Grow we nearer than we are. 

Sinning, sorrowing, despairing. 
Body-mined, sjnrit-wrecked,— 

Should f give my woes an airing, — 
Where’s one plague that claims respect ? 

X. 

Have you found your life distasteful ? 

My lik did, and dt^es, smack sweei. 

Was your youth of {ileosure wasteful ? 

Mine I saved and hold emnpiete. 

Do your joys with age diminish ? 

When mine fail me, 111 ccjm plain. 

Must in death your daylight flnish ? 

My sun sets to rise again- 

XI. 

What, like you, he proved—your Pilgrim— 
This our world a wilderness, 

Earth still grey and h^y*-**^ grim, 

Not a hand there huKnight press, 

Not a heart his own might throb to, 

Men aH rogues and women—say, 

Dolk which boys’ heads duck and l»ob to, 
Grown Iblk drop or throw away ? 

XJl* 

My aacp^rience being other, 

; How sljHSfUld I contribute verse 
#Oithy Of your king and brother? 

I Bot curse, 
f ind ehUflb not ^ey but rosy, 

Heh^ wot grim but to of hue* 
k)n I iot^? I fduek a posy. 

■ /. .Dp i sbjaid' and mm ? All’s Mue. 


xm. 

Doubtless 1 am pushed and shoved by 
Rogues and fools enough : the mote 
Good luck mine, I love, am loved by 
Some few honest to the core. 

Scan the near high, scout the for low ! 

“ But the low come close: ” what then ? 
Simpletons? My match is Marlowe ; 
Sciolists? My nmte is Ikn. 

XIV. 

Womankind - ** the cat-like nature, 

False and licklc, vain and weak ”— 

Wlml of this siul nomenclature 
Suits my tongtie, if I must speak? 

I>oes the sex invite, repulse so, 

TemjH, l)etray, l»y fils and starts ? 

So liecalm but to convulse* so, 

I>ecking heads and lureaking hearts ? 

XV. 

Well may you blaspheme at fortune ! 

I “threw Venus”* (Ikn, exjxmnd !) 

Never did 1 need import ime 
Her. ol all the Olympian round. 

Blessings on my lx*ncfactress ! 

Cursings suit—for aught 1 know— 

Those who twitched her by the imek tress, 
Tugged and thought to turn her—so ! 

XVI. 

Therefore, since no leg to stand on 
Tlius I’m left with,—joy or grief 
Be the issue,—I abandon 
Hope or care you name me Chief! 

Chief and king and Lord’s anointed, 
i ?—^who never once have wished 
Dtsath iMifofc the day appointed : 

Livetl and liked, not |XK)hed and ptibed ! 

XVII. 

** Ah, but so 1 shall not enter, 

Scroll in hand, the common heart— 
Stopped at surkce : since at centre 
Song should reach world- 

smart I” 

> The best cast In dice (three sixei) it called 

Veme*, 
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** Bitter in tlte heart ? Its shelly 
Cuirass guard mine, ft»re and aft ! 

Such song ** enters in the belly 
And is cast out in the draught. 

XV in. 

liack then to oui shtrri% brcwigc I 
“Kingship" quotha/ I sluU waii - 
Waive the present iinic : some new age 
But let f(x>ls anticipate I 
Meanwhile greet me— “friencb good fellow, 
(lentle Will,’* my merry men ^ 

As for making Bnvy yellow 

With “Next Poet”—^Manners, lk*n’) 


IIO U S K 

I. 

SiiAU I sonnet-smg you al>out myself? 

1K> I Ine ma house vou v%t»uid like tosee? 
Is It scant of gear, has u stoie of |x If? 

“ Unlock my heart wuh a sonnet-key?” 

II. 

Invite the world, as iny licUers have dune? j 
“Take iiotiee: this building remains on 
view, 

Its suites ot reception t\er) one, 

Its private apartment and iKsJroom tix); | 

I 

Ilf. 

“ For a ticket, apply to the Publisher.” 

No; thankiitg the public, I must decline. 

A peep thrtuigh my window, if folk prefei ; 
But, please you, no foot over threshold of 
mine I 

IV. 

I have mixed with a crowd and heard tree talk 
In a foreign land where an cartliquake 
chanced: 

And a house stood gaping, nought to baulk 
Mattes eye wherever he gaxed or glanced. 

The whole of the frontage shaven »l>eer, 

The inside gaped t exposed to day. 


4n 

Right and wrong and common and queer, 
Bare, as the palm of your iiand, it lay. 

VI. 

The owner ? Oh, he had been crushed, no 
doubt! 

“Odd tables and chairs for a man of wealth 1 

What a jiarcel of musty old lK)oks alxmt! 

He smoked,—no wonder he lost his health I 

VII. 

“ I doubt if he bathed liefore he dressed. 

A l>rasier?—thepagan, he burned jierfumes! 

You see it is proved, wh.it the neighbours 
guessed: 

Ills wife and himself had separate rooms.” 

\ in. 

hricnds, the gCKximan of the house at least 
Ke|)l house to himself till an earthquake 
came; 

’Tis llie fill of its frontage permits you 
feast 

On the inside arrangement you praise or 
blame. 

IX. 

(hit side should suffice for evidence: 

And whoso desires to penetrate 

Deeper, must dive by the spint'Sense — 

No optics like yours, at any rate 1 

X. 

“ Iloity loity * A street to explore, 

Your house the exception! ‘ WUk this 

same key 

Shakespeare unhekedhis hmrt^^ once more P 
Did Shakespeare ? If so, the less Shake* 
speare he 1 

SHOP. 

I. 

So, fnend, your sjiop was ail your house 1 
Its front, astonishing the street^ 

Invited view from man and mouse 
To what diversity of treat 
Behind its glass—the siiigk sheet! 



SHOP 




II. 

What glmcracks, genuine Japanese : 

Gape-jaw and goggle-eye, the frog ; 
Dragons, owls, monkeys, !>eetles, geese; 
Some crush-nosed human-hearted dog ; 
Queer names, too, such a catalogue ! 

III. 

I thought “ And he who owns the wealth 
Which blocks the window’s vastitmic, 

—Ah, could I peep at him by stealth 
Behind his ware, pass shop, intrude 
On house itself, what scenes were viewed! 

IV. 

If wide and showy thus the shop, 

What must the habitation prove ? 

The true house with no name a-top— 

The mansion, distant one remove. 

Once get him off his traffic-groove I 

V. 

Pictures he likes, or books perhaps ; 

And as for buying most and best, 
Commend me to these City chaps ! 

Or else he’s social, takes his rest 
On Sundays, u ith a Lord for guest. 

VI. 

“ Some suburb-palace, parked alx>ut 
And gated grandly, built last year : 

The four-mile walk to keep off gout; 

Or big seat sold by kink nipt peer : 

But then he takes the rail, that’s cl^. 

vit 

“ Or, stop ! I wager, ta.ste .selects 

Some out o’ the way, some all-unknown 
Retreat: the neighl>ourh<Kxl suspects 
Little that he who rambles lone 
Makes Rothschild tremble on his throne ! ” 

vin. 

Kowise ! Nor Mayfair residence 
Fit to receive and entertain,— 

Kor Hampstead villa’s kind defence 
From noise and crowd, hrom dust and 
drain,— 

Kof cotmtry-'ho^c was soul’s domain I 


IX. 

Nowise ! At Ixtck of all that spread 
Of merchandize, woe’s me, I find 

A hole i’ the wall where, heels by head. 

The owner couched, his ware behind, 

—In cupboard suited to his mind. 

X. 

For why ? He saw no use of life 
But, while he drove a roaring trade, 

To chuckle “ Customers are rife ! ” 

To chafe ** So much hard cash outlaid 
Yet zero in my profits made ! 

XI. 

“This novelty costs pains, hut—takes? 
Cuml>ers my counter ! Stock no more ! 

This article, no such great shakes, 

Fizzes like wildfire? Underscore 
The cheap thing—thousands to the fore ! 

XIT. 

’Twas lodging best to live most nigh 
(Cramp, coffinlike as crib might be) 

Receipt of Custom ; ear and eye 

Wanted no outwork!: “ Hear and see 
The bustle in the shop ! ” quoth he, 

xni. 

My fancy of a merchant-prince 

Wiis different. Through his wares we 
groped 

Our diirkling way to—not to mince 

The matter—no black den where moped 
The master if we interloped ! 

XIV. 

Shop was shop only : household-stuff ? 

What did he want with comforts there ? 

“Walls, ceiling, floor, stay blank and rough, 
So goods on sale show rich and rare ! 

‘ AV// ami scud home ’ be shop’s affair ! ” 

XV. 

What might he deal in ? Gems, suppose! 
Since somehow business must be done 

At cost of trouble,—see, he throws 
You choice of jewels, everyone, 

Good, better, best, star, moon and sun I 
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XVI. 

Which lies within your power of purse ? 

This ruby that would tip aright 
Solomon’s sceptre ? Oh, yc»ur nurse 
Wants simply coral, the delight 
Of teething baby,—stuff to bite ! 

xvii. 

Howe’er your choice fell, straight you 
took 

Your purchase, prompt your money rang 
On counter,—scarce the man forsook 
His study of the “ Times,” just swang 
Till-ward liis hand that stopped theclang,— 

XVIII. 

TThen off made buyer with a prize, 

Then seller to his **Times” returned; 

And so did day wear, wear, till eyes 
Brightened apace, for rest was earned : 

He locked door long ere candle burned. 

XIX. 

And whither went he? Ask himself, 

Not me ! To change of scene, I think. 
Once sold the ware and purseti the pelf, 
Chaffer was scarce his meal and drink, 
Nor all his music—money-chink. 

XX. 

Because a man has shop to mind 
In time and place, since flesh must live, 
Needs spirit lack all life behind, 

All stray thoughts, fancies fugitive. 

All loves except what trade can give ? 

XXI. 

I want to know a butcher paints, 

A baker rhymes for his pursuit, 
Candlestick-maker much acquaints 
His soul with song, or, haply mute, 

Blows dut his brains upon the flute ! 

xxn. 

But—shop each day and all day long 1 
Friend, your good angel slept, your star 
VOt. 11. 
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Suffered eclipse, fate did you wrong! 

From where these sorts of treasures are, 
There should our hearts be—Christ, how 
far! 


PISGAH-SIGHTS. 1. 

I. 

Over the ball of it, 

Peering and prying, 

How I see all of it. 

Life there, outlying ! 

Roughness and smoothness, 

Shine and defilement, 

Grace and uncouthness: 

One reconcilement. 

II. 

Orl)ed as appointed. 

Sister with brother 
Joins, ne’er disjointed 
One from the other. 

All’s lend-and-bonow ; 

Go(xi, see, ^\ants evil, 

Joy demands sorrow, 

Angel weds dev il! 

III. 

“Which things must—w/ry be?” 

Vain our endeavour! 

So sliall things aye be 
As they were ever. 

“ Such things should be! ” 
Sage our desistence! 
Rough-smooth lot glol>e be, 
Mixed—man’s existence! 

IV. 

Man—wise and foolish, 

Lover and scomer, 

Docile and mulish— 

Keep each his comer! 

Honey yet gall of it! 

There’s the life lying, 

And I see all of it. 

Only, I’m dying J 

2 n 


FEARS AND SCRUPLES 


PISGAH-SIGHTS. II. 


I. 

CouLi) I but live again, 
Twice my life over, 
Would I once strive again ? 

Would not I cover 
Quietly all of it— 

Greed and ambition— 
So, from the pall of it, 

Pass to fruition ? 


II. 

Soft! I’d say, Soul mine ! 
Three-score and ten years, 
Let the blind mole mine 
Digging out deniers! 

Let the dazed ha\\k soar. 

Claim the sun’s rights too \ 
Turf ’tis thy walk’s o’er, 
Foliage thy flight’s to.” 

III. 

Only a learner, 

Quick one or slow one. 

Just a disrerner, 

I would teach no one. 

I am earth’s native : 

No rearranging it! 

/ be creative, 

Chopping and changing it ? 


Wanters, abounders, 
March, in gay mixturci 
Men, my surrounders 1 
I am the fixture. 


VI. 

So shall I fear thee, 
Mightiness yonder! 

Mock-sun—more near thee, 
What is to wonder ? 

So shall I love thee, 

Down in the dark,— lest 
Glowworm I prove thee. 
Star that now sparkiest ’ 


FEARS AND SCRUPLES. 


I. 

Here’s my case. Of old I used to love 
him 

This same unseen friend, l)efore I knew: 
Dream there was none like him, none al>ove 
him,— 

Wake to hope and trust my dream was true. 


n. 

Loved I not his letters full of beauty? 

Not his actions famous far and wide? 
Absent, he would know I vowetl him duty ; 
Present, he would find me at his side. 


IV. 

March, men, my fellows! 

Those who, above me, 
{Distance so mellows) 

Fancy you love me: 
Those who, below me, 
(Distance makes great so) 
Free to forego me, 

Fancy you hate so ! 


V. 

Praising, reviling, 

Worst head and best head, 
Past me defiling, 

Never arrested, 


HI. 

Pleasant fancy! for I had but letters, 

Only knew of actions by hearsay: 

He himself was busied with my betters ; 
What of that ? My turn must come some 
day. 

IV. 

** Some day ” proving—no day J Here’s the 
puzzle. 

Passed and passed my turn is. Why com¬ 
plain ? 

He’s so busied ! If I could but muzzle 
Feoj^e’s foolish mouths that give me 
pain 1 



NATURAL MAGIC 


V. I 

** Letters?” (hear them !) You a judge of 

writing ? 

Ask the experts!—How they shake the 
head 

O’er these characters, your friend’s indilit^g 

Call them forgery from A to Z ! 

VI. 

“Actions? Where’s your certain proof” 
(they liothcr) 

“ He, of all you find so great and goo<l, 

He, he only, claims this, that, the other 

Action—claimed hy men, a multitude ? ” 

VII. 

I can simply wish I might refute you, 

Wish my friend would,—by a word, a 
wink,— 

Bid me stop that foolish mouth,—you brute 
you ! 

He keeps absent,—why, I cannot think. 

VIII. 

Never mind ! Though foolishness may flout 
me, 

One thing’s sure enough: ’tis neither 
frost, 

No, nor fire, shall freeze or bum from 
out me 

Thanks for truth—though falsehood, gained 
—though lost. 

IX. 

All my days. I’ll go the softlicr, sadliet, 

For that dream’s sake I How forget the 
thrill 

Through and through me as I thought “The 
gladlier 

Lives my friend Ixjcause I love him still!” 

X. 

Ah, hut there’s a menace someone utters ! 

“What and if your friend at home play 
tricks ? 

Peep at hide-and«seek liehind the shutters ? 

Mean your eyes should pierce through 
solid bricks? 
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XI. 

* ‘ What and if he, frowning, wakeyou, dreamy? 

Lay on you the blame that bricks—conceal? 
Say ‘y// least I saw who did not see tne^ 

Does see nowy and presently shall feeP r’” 

XII. 

“ Why, that makes your friend a monster ! ” 
say you : 

“ Had his house no window ? At first nod, 
Would you not have hailed him?” Hush, I 
pray you ! 

What if this friend happen to l>e—God ? 


NATURAL MAGIC. 

I. 

Al.i. I can say is—I saw it! 

The room was as liare as your hand. 

I locked in the swarth little lady,—I swear, 

From the head to the foot of her —vs ell, quite 
as tiare ! 

“No Nautch shall cheat me,” said I, “taking 
my stand 

At this lK)lt which I draw ! ” And this bolt 
—I withdraw it, 

And there laughs the lady, not l)are, but 
embowered 

With—who knows what verdure, o’erfruited, 
o’erflowered ? 

Impossible ! Only—I saw it! 

II. 

All I can sing is—I feel it! 

This life was as blank as that room; 

I let you pass in here. IVecaution, indeed ? 

Walls, ceiling and floor,—not a chance for a 
weed! 

Wide opens the entrance: where’s cold now, 
where’s gloom ? 

No May to sow seed here, no June to reveal it, 

Behold you enshrined in these blooms of your 
bringing, 

These fruits of your bearing—nay, birds of 
your winging! 

A fairy-tale! Only—I feel it! 
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NUMPHOLEFTOS 


MAGICAL NATURE. 

1 . 

Flower —I never fecied, jewel—I profess 
you! 

Bright I see and soft I feel the outside of a 
flower. 

Save but glow inside and—jewel, I should 
guess you. 

Dim to sight and rough to touch: the glory 
is the dower. 

II. 

You, forsooth, a flow’er? Nay, my love, a 
jewel— 

Jewel at no mercy of a moment in your 
prime I 

Time may fray the flower-face: kind l>e time 
or cruel, 

Jewel, from each facet, flash your laugh at 
time! 


BIFURCATION. 

We were two lovers; let me lie by her, 

My tomb beside her tomb. On hers in- 
scritie— 

** I loved him; Imt my reason bade prefer 
Duty to love, reject the tempter’s bnbe 
Of rose and lily when each path diverged, 
And cither I must pace to life’s far end 
As love shotild learl me, or, as d#y urged, 
Plod the worn causeway arm-in~ann with 
friend. 

So, truth turned fiilsehood: * H^m / hathe a 

H 0 W pri%e (he pamment!^ still caressed his 
ear— 

The deafish friend*s--”through life’s day, hour 
by htwir, 

As he laughed (coughing) ^ Ay^ it wmld 
appear!'* 

Rut within my heart of hearts there hid 
Ryiu the ijonfidence, amends for all, 

heaveu repairs what wrong ewrth^s 
journey did, 

Iroan li^-long exile comes at call. 


Duty and love, one brqadway, were the Ijcst^ 
Who doubts ? But one or other was to choose. 
I chose the darkling half, and wait the rest , 
In that new world where light and darkness 
fuse.” 

Inscribe on mine—** I loved her; love’s track 
lay 

O’er sand and pebble, as all travellers know. 
Duty led through a smiling country, gay 
With greensward where the rose and lily blow. 

* Our ro<uU are diverse: farewell^ Icm ! ’ said 

she; 

* ’ Tis duty / abide by : konuly vrmrd 
And not the roek-rtnegh picturesque far me! 
Aba7*ef mhere both roads jmUi fttm/ fetpard. 
Be you as eonstant to the path whereon 

I leave you planted!^ But man needs must 
move, 

Keep moring-—whither, when the star is gone 
Whereby he steps secure nor strays from 
love ? 

No stone but I was tripped by, stumbling- 
block 

Bui brought me to confusion. Where I fell, 
There I lay flat, if moss disguised the rock, 
Thence, if flint pierced, I rose and cried 
^ AWswein 

Duty be mine to tread in that high phere 
Where loi>e fiom duty nder disparts^ / trusty 
And two halves make that whole^ whereof-^ 
since here 

One must suffice aman — why^ this one mustW^ 

Inscrilx; each tomb thus; then, some sage 
acquaint 

The simple—whicb holds sinner, which holds 
saint! 

NUMPHOLEPTOS. 

[Caught by a Nymph.] 

Still you stand, still you listen, still you smile! 
Still melts your moonbeam through me, white 
awhile, 

Softening, sweetening, till sweet and soft 
Increase so round this heart of minei that oft 
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I could believe your moonbefun-smile has past 
The pallid limit, lies, transformed at last 
To sunlight and salvation—waims the soul 
It sweetens, softens ! Would you pass that 
goal, 

Gain love’s birth at the limit’s happier verge. 
And, where an iridescence lurks, but urge 
The hesitating pallor on to prime 
Of dawn!—true blotKl-streaked, sun-warmth, 
action-time. 

By heart-pulse ripened to a ruddy glow 
Of gold above my clay—I scarce slK)uld know 
From gold’s self, thus suftused ! For gold 
means love. 

What means the sad .slow silver smile alx>ve 
My day but pity, |jardoii?—at the )>est. 

But acquiescence that I take my rest, 
(^wjtcnted to be < lay, while in your heaven 
llie sun reserves love foi the Spirit-Seven 
Companioning Gcxl’s throne they lampliefore, 
—lajaves earth a mute waste only wandered 
o’er 

By that pale soft sweet disem{>assioned moon 
Which smiles me slow' forgiveness! Such 
the Ijoon 

I Ixjg? Nay, dear, submit to this—just this 
Supreme endeavour! As niy lips now kiss 
Your ftfct, my arms convulse your slirouding 
rol>e, 

My eyes, acquainted with the dust, dare prol)e 
Your eyes above for—what, if Iwrn, would 
blind 

Mine with redundant bliss, jis flash may find 
The inert nerve, sting awake the palsied limb, 
Bid with life’s ecstasy sense overbrim 
And suck back death in the resurging joy— 
Love, the love whole and sole without alloy ! 

Vainly ! The promise withers ! I employ 
lips, arms, eyes, pray the prayer which finds 
the word, 

Make the appeal which must l>e felt, noiheard, 
And none the more is changed your calm 
regard: 

Rather, its sweet and soft grow harsh and 
hard— 

Forbearance, then repulsion, then disdain. 
Avert the rest I 1 rise, see t—make, again 


Once more, the old departure for some track 
Untried yet through a world which brings me 
back 

Ever thus fruitlessly to find your feet, 

To fix your eyes, to pray the soft and sweet 
Which smile there—take from his new pil¬ 
grimage 

Your outcast, once your inmate, and assuage 
With love—not placid pardon now—his thirst 
For a mere drop from out the ocean erst 
He drank at I Well, the quest shall be re¬ 
newed. 

Fear nothing ! Though I linger, unembued 
With any drf)p, my lips thus close. I go ! 

So did I leave you, I have found you so, 

And doubtlessly, if fated to return, 

So shall my pleading persevere and earn 
J^ardon—not love—in that same smile, I learn, 
And lose the meaning of, to learn once more, 
Vainly! 

What fairy track do I explore t 
What magic hall return to, like the gem 
('entiiply-angled o’er a diadem? 

You dwell there, hearted; from your mid¬ 
most home 

Kays ferth—through that fantastic w'orid I 
loam 

Ever—from centre to circumference, 

Shalt upon coloured shaft: this crimsons 
thence, 

That purples out its precinct through the waste. 
Surely I had your sanction when I &ccd, 
Fared forth upon that untried yellow ray 
Whence I retrack my steps? They end to-day 
Where they began—before your feet, beneath 
Your eyes, your smile: the blade is shut in 
.sheath, 

Fire quenched in flint; irradiation, late 
Triumphant through the distance, findsits feite, 
Merged in your blank pure soul, alike the 
source 

And tomb of that prismatic glow : divorce 
Absolute, all-conclusive I F^orth I fiired, 
Treading the lambent flamelel: little cared 
If now its flickering took the topaz tint, 

If now my dull-caked |mth gave sulphury hint 
Of subterranean rage-^^no stay nor stint 
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To yeUow, since you sanctioned that I 
batbe» 

Burnish me, soul and body, swim and swathe 
In yellow license. Here I reck suffused 
With crocus, saffron, orange, as I used 
With scarlet, purple, every dye o* the bow 
Born of the storm-cloud. As before, you 
show 

Scarce recc^ition, no approval, some 
Mistrust, more wonder at a man become 
Monstrous in garb, nay—flesh disguised as 
well. 

Through his adventure. WhatsoVr Ixifell, 

I followed, wheres(K;'er it wound, that vein 
You arithorized should leave your whiteness, 
stain 

Ivartb’s sombre stretch beyond your midmost 
place 

Of vantage,—trode that Linct whereof the 
trace 

On garb and flesh repel you! Yes, I plead 
\"our own permission — your command, 
indeed, 

That who would worthily retain the love 
Must share the knowledge shrined those eyes 
above, 

Go boldly on adventure, break through 
bounds 

O’ the quintessential whiteness that surrounds 
Your feet, obtain experience of each tinge 
That bickers forth to liroaden out, impinge 
Plainer lus foot its pathway all distinct 
From every other. Ah, tlie wonc^, linked 
With fear, as exploration manifest?^ 

What agency it was first tipped the crests 
Of unnamed wildflower, soon protruding grew 
Portentous mid the sands, as when his hue 
Betrays him and the burrowing snake gleams 
through; 

Till, last . . . but why parade more shame 
and pain? 

Are not the proofs upon me? Here again 
I into your jaresotce, I receive 
Vmx ismile of pity, pardon, and I leave . . . 
Hp, not this last of times I leave you, mute, 
Submitted to my penance, so my foot 
May yet again adventure, tread, from source 
To msmcp one more mf of rays whkh course { 


Each other, at your bidding, from the sphere 
Silver and sweet, their birthplace, down that 
drear 

Dark of the world,—^yoii jMromise shall return 
Your pilgrim jewelled as with drops o’ the 
I uni 

I The rainbow paints from, and no smatch at all 
Of ghastliness at edge of some cloud-pall 
I Heaven cowers before, as earth awaits the fall 
O’ the bolt and flash of doom. Who trusts 
your word 

Tries the adventure; and returns—absurd 
.Vs frightful—in that sulphur-steefied disguise 
Mocking the priestly cloth-of-g«>kl, s«.)le prixe 
The arch'heretic was wont to liear away 
Until he reached the Uirning. No, I say : 
No fresh adventure! No more seeking love 
At end of toil, and finding, calm alx>ve 
My passion, the old statuesque regard, 

The Slid petriiic smile! 

O you - less hard 

And hateful than mistaken and obtuse 
Unreason of a she-inleUigence! 

You very woman with the pert pretence 
't'o match tlie male achievement! lake 
enough! 

Ay, you were easy victors, did the rough 
Straightway efface itself to smooth, the gruff* 
Grind dow n and grow a whisper,—did man’s 
truth 

Sulidue, for sake of chivalry and ruth, 

Its rapier-edge to suit the bulrush-spear 
Womanly £ilsehi>od fights with! O that car 
All fact pricks rudely, that thrice-superfine 
Feminity of sense, with right divine 
To waive all process, lake result stain-free 
From out the very muck wherein . . , 

Ah me! 

The true slave’s querulous outbreak! All 
the rest 

Be resignation! Forth at your behest 
I lare. Who knows hut this—the crimson- 
quest— 

May deejxjn to a sunrise, not decay 
To that cold sod sweet smile?—which I 
obey. 




ST. MARTIN’S SUMMER 


APPEARANCES. 

r. 

And so you found that pO(»r room dull, 

Dark, hardly to your taste, my dear ? 

Its features seemed unbeautiful: 

But this I know—’twas there, not here, 
You plighted troth to me, the word 
Which—ask tiiat poor room how it heard. 

II. 

And this rich r(K)m obtains your praise 
Umjualified,—so bright, st) fair, 

So all whereat j>erfection stays ? 

Ay, but remember—here, not there, 

The other word was spoken! Ask 

This rich room how you dropped the 
mask! 


ST. MARTIN’S SUMMER. 

I. 

No protesting, dearest I 
Hardly kisses even ! 
rx>n’t we lK>th know how it ends? 
How the greenest leaf turns serest, 
Bluest outbreak—blankest heaven, 
Lovers—friends ? 

ii. 

You would build a mansion, 

I would weave a Ixiwcr 

—Want the heart for enterprise. 
Walls admit <if no cx|mnsion : 
Trellis-work may haply flower 
Twice the size. 

in. 

What makes glad Life’s Winter ? 

New buds, old blooms after. 

Sad the sighing “ How suspect 
Beams would ere mid-Autumn splinter, 
Rooftree scarce suppt>rt a rafter, 
Walls lie wrecked ? 
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IV. 

V'ou are young, my princess I 
I am hardly older : 

Yet—I steal a glance behind. 

Dare I tell you what convinces 
Timid me that you, if bolder, 

Bold—aie blind ? 

V. 

Where we plan our dwelling 
Glooms a graveyard surely! 

Headstone, footstone moss may drape,— 

Name, date, violets hide from spelling,— 
But, though corpses rot obscurely. 

Ghosts escape. 

VI. 

Ghosts! O breathing Beauty, 

Give my frank word pardon ! 

What if I—somehow, somewhere— 

Pledged my soul to endless duty 
Many a time and oft ? Be hard on 
Love—laid there ? 

VII. 

Nay, blame grief that’s fickle. 

Time that proves a traitor, 

Chance, change,all that purpose warps,— 

Death who sfxires to thrust the sickle 

I^id lA>ve low, through flowers which 
later 

Shroud the corpse I 

VIII. 

And you, my winsome lady, 

Whisper with like frankness ! 

Lies nothing buried long ago ? 

Are yon—w»hich shimmer mid the shady 
Where moss and violet run to rankness— 
Tombs or no ? 

IX. 

Who taxes you with murder ? 

My hands are clean—or nearly! 

Love being mortal needs must pass* 

Repentance ? Nothing were absurder. 
Enough : we felt Love’s loss severely; 
Though now—alas I 
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X. 

Love’s corpse lies quiet therefore, 

Only Ijove’s ghost plays truant, 

And warns us have in wholesome awe 

Ourable mansionry ; that’s wherefore 
I weave but trellis-work, pursuant 
—Li^> to law. 

XI. 

Tlie solid, not the fragile, 

Tempts ram and had and thunder. 

If bower stand firm at Autumn’s close, 

Beyond my hope,—why, boughs v^cre agik; 
If bower fall flat, we scarce need wonder 
Wreathing—rose! 

XII. 

So, truce to the protesting, 

So, muffled be the kisses 1 

For, would we but avow the truth, 

Sober IS genuine joy No jtsting ^ 

Ask else Penelope, Ulysses— 

Old in youth * 

For why should ghosts feel angered ? 

Let all their iiiterferente 
Be feint march-music in the air * 

** Up! join the rear of us the vanguard ’ 
Up, lovers, dead to all appearance, 
Laggard pair I ” 

XIV. 

The wbde you clasp me closer, 

The while I press you deeper, 

As sole we chuckle,—under breath, 

Vet all the islyer, the jocoser, *— 

^‘So, Kfe can boost its day, like leap-year, 
Stolen from death I ” 

XV. 

Ah me—the sudden ttiTor! 

Hence quick—avaimt, avoid me, 

You cheat, the ghostly flesh-disguised I 
all the ghosts in one J Strange eiror t 
So, ^twas Heath’s self that clipped and 
t^ed me, 

Loved'-'Hisid iiedi 


XVI. 

Ay, dead loves are the potent! 
like any cloud they used you, 

Mere semblance you, Imt substance they! 
Build we no mansion, weave we no tent! 
Mere flesh—their spirit interfused you J 
Hence, I say 1 

xvn. 

All theirs, none yours the glamour 1 * 
Theirs each low word that won me, 

Soft look that found me Love’s, and left 
What else but you—the tears and clamour 
That’s all your very own j Undone me— 
Ghost-bereft I 


HERVt RIFX,» 

[Mr Browning sent the hundred gumejis 
he ret coed for this poem to the relief of the 
starv^ing I rcnch after the siege of Pans. The 
story the poem records is true. ] 

I. 

On the sea and at the Hogue, sixteen hundred 
ninet) two, 

Did the English fight the french,—woe to 
France 1 

And, the thirty first of May, helter-skelter 
through the blue, 

Like a crowd of fnghtenetl porpoises a shoal 
of sharks jmrsue, 

Came crowding ship on ship to Saint-Malo 
on the Kance,* 

With the English fleet in view. 

U. 

’Twas the squadron that escaped, with the 
Mctor in full chose; 

First and foremost of the drove, in his 
great ship, Damfreville; 

Close on him fled, great and small, 
Twenty-two good ships in all; 

^ First published (CVrwAr// m 

1871 

» The river which runs into the English 
Channel at St. Molo. 
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And they signalled to the place 

** Help the winners of a race! 

Get us guidance, give us harbour, take us 
quick—or, quicker still, 

Here^s the English can and will! ” 

HI. 

Then the pilots of the place put out biisk 
and leapt on l)oard; 

Why, what hope or chance have slii|>s 
like these to pass?” laughed tlicy : 

“Rocks to starlx>ard, rocks to fK>rt, all the 
jmssage scarred and scored,— 

Shall the ‘ Formidable ^ here, with licr twche 
and eighty guns, 

Think to make the river-mouth by the 
single narrow way, 

Trust to enter ~ where ’tis ticklish for a ciaft 
of twenty tons, 

And with flow at full l>eside? 

Now, ’tis slackest ebb of tide. 

Reach the mooring ? Rather say, 

While rt>ck stands or water runs, 

Not a ship will leave the Imy ! ” 

IV. 

Then was called a council straight. 

Brief and bitter the deliale : 

“Here's the English at our heels; uould j 
you have them lake in tow ! 

All that’s left us of the fleet, linked together 
stern and liow, 

For a prize to Plymouth Si>und ? 

Belter run the shi|>s aground! ” 

{Ended Damfreville his speech), 

“ Not a minute more to wait! 

Let the Captains all and each 
Shove ashore, then blow up, bum the 
vessels on tlie Ijcach! 

France must undergo her Etc. 

Give the '^rd ! ” But no such word 

Was ever spoke or heard ; 

For up stood, for out stepjxHi, for in struck 
amid all these 

—A Captain? A Lieutenant? A Mate— 
flmti fsecond, third ? 


No such man of mark, and meet 

With his betters to compete! 

But a simple Breton sailor pressed by Tour- 
ville for the fleet, 

A pt>or coasting-pilot he, Herv^ Riel the 
Cruisickese. ^ 

VI. 

And “What mockery or malice have we 
here?” cries Ilerve Riel: 

“ Are you mad, you Malouins ? ® Are you 
cowards, fools, or rogues? 

Talk to me of rocks and shoals, me who took 
the soundings, tell 

On my fingers every Imnk, every shallo^i, 
every swell 

’TwiKt the offing here and Greve where the 
river disembogues ? 

Arc you bought by English gold ? Is it love 
the lying’s for ? 

Morn and eve, night and day, 

I Have I piloted yt)ur biiy, 

I Entered free and anchored fast at the foot of 
Solidor, 

Burn the fleet and ruin France ? That were 
worse than fifty Hogues ! 

Sirs, they know I s|>eak the truth! Sirs, 
l>elieve me there’s a way ! 

Only let me lead the line. 

Have the biggest ship to steer, 

Get this ‘Formidable’ clear. 

Make the others follow mine, 

And I lead them, most and least, by a passage 
I know well. 

Right to Solidor past Gr^ve, 

And there lay them safe and sound ; 

And if one ship mislxihave,— 

—Keel so much as grate the ground, 
Why, I’ve nothing but my life,—^here’s my 
head I ” cries Herve Biel. 

vn. 

Not a minute more to wait. 

“ Steer us in, then, small and great! 

t Native of Le Croisic, a village at the 
mouth of the Ixiirc. 

a Natives of St Malo. 
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Take the hdin, lead ilie line, saave the 
sqtiadmn t ” cried its chiel 
Captains, give the sailor place I 
He is Admiiul, in brief. 

Still the north-wind, by God’s grace 
See the noble fellow’s Ece 
As the big ship, with a bound, 

Clears the entry like a hound, 

Keeps the passage, as its inch of way were 
the wide sea’s profourul! 

See, safe thro’ shoal and rock, 

How,they follow in a flwk, 

Not a ship that mlsl>eliaves, not a keel that 
grates the ground, 

Not a spar that coines to grief! 

The peril, see, is post. 

All are harboured to the last, 

And just as Herve Riel hollas “ Anchor ! ”— 
sure as ^te, 

Up the English come,—ttx> late! 

vnL 

, So, the storm sul^sides to adm: 

They see the green trees wave 
On the heights o'erUxiking tireve. 

Hearts that bletl are stanched with Ixdm. 
“Just our rapture to enhance, 

Let the English rake tlie Ijuy, 

Gnash their teeth and glare askance 
As they cannonade away ! 

’Neath rampired SoUdor pleasant riding on 
the Ranee! ” 

How hope succeeds despair on each (Hlptain’s 
countenance I 

C)wt l>urst all wit}) one accord, 

“ This is Paradise for I lell! 

Let France, let France’s King 
Tliank the man that did tlie thing! ” 
What a shout, and all one word, 
“Herv^Rkll” 

As he stepped in front once more, 

Not a symptom of surprise 
In the hank Wue Breton eyes, 

Just the same man as l>efore. 

IX. 

Th^ said Damfrevilk, “ My friend, 

I tniist i^k oiR ut the end, 


Though I iind the speakiitg hard. 

Praise is deeper than the Ii{)s: 

You have saved the King his ships, 

You must name your own reward. 

’Faith, our sun was near eclipse 1 
Demand whate’er you w-ill, 

France remains your debtor still. 

Ask to heart’s content and have! or my 
))ame s not Ihunfreville.” 

X. 

Then a beam of fun outbrtike 
On the Ijearded mouth that s|x>ke, 

As the honest he^trl laughed through 
Those frank eyes of Breton blue ; 

“ Since I needs must s;iy my say, 

Since on txxird the duty’s done, 

And from Malo Roads to Croisic Point, 
what is it but a run?-- 
Since ’tis ask and have, I n)ay— 

Since the others go ashore — 

Come! A good whole holiday! 

Leave to go ami see my wife, whom 1 call 
the Belle Aurore i ” 

j That he asketl and tlial he nothing 
I more. 

j XI. 

Name and deed alike are lost: 

Not a [allar iku a jx>st 
In his Croisic keeps alive the feat as it 
Wfell; 

N\>t a head in white and black 
On a single fishing-smack. 

In iiicn)ory of the man but for whom liad 
gone to wrack 

All that France saved from the fight whence 
Englaml lx»re tl»e bell. 

Go to Paris : rank on rank 

Search the heroes flung jiell-mell 
On the lx>uvre, foce and flank I 

You shall look long enough ere you come 
to Hervt^ Riel. 

So, for l)etter and for worse, ^ 

Herv^ Riel, accept my verse I 
In my verse, Ilcrv^ Riel, do thou once 
more 

Save the squadron, honour France, love thy 
wife die Belle Aurore I 
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A FORGIVENESS. 

I AM mdced the |i)en>onage you know. 

As for iny wife, —what liappencd long ago,— 
Vou have a right to question me, as I 
Ain liiiund to answer. 

(** Son, a fit reply 

Tlic monk half sp>ke, half ground through 
his clenched teeth, 

At the confcssion-gratc I knelt licncath.) 

Thus then all hapjxrned. Father! Power and 
place 

I had as still I have. I ran life's race. 

With the whole w*orld to see, .is only strains 
His stR'ngth siune athlete whose prinUgious 
gains 

Of good apjxil him : happy to excess,— 
Work freely done should UiLince ha{>pmess 
Fully enj<iyed ; and, since l»eucaih my nwjf 
Housed she who made home heaven, in 
heaven's l»ehoi»f 

I went forth every day, and all day long 
Worked fi>r the world. L<x»k, how the 
lafiourer's song 

Cheers him ! llius sang my soul, at each 
sharp throe 

Of labouring flesh and blood—“She loves 
me so! ” 

One day* perhaps such song so knit the 
nerve 

11ml work grew play and vanished. “ I 
deserve 

Haply my heaven an hour lK*fore the time!” 
I laughed, as silverly the cIockbou,se*chime 
Surprised me passing thremgh the |xistern- 
gate 

—Not the main entry where the menials 
wait 

And wond^i why the world’s afl^irs allow 
The master sudden leisure. That was how 
I took the priv'ate garden-way for once. 

Forth from the alcove, I saw start, easconce 
Hinmctf behind the porphyry vase, a man. 


My fancies in the natural order ran: 

“ A sj>y,—perhaps a foe in ambuscade,— 

A thief,—more like, a sweetheart of some 
maid 

Who pitched on the alcove for tryst perhaps.’’ 

“ Stand there ! ” I bid. 

Whereat my man but wraps 
His face the cl<»selier with uplifted arm 
Wherei>n the cloak lies, strikes in blind alarm 
This and that pedestal as,— stretch and 
strxip,— 

Now in, now out of sight, he ihrids the group 
(J( statues, marble god and goddess ranged 
I Each side the pathway, till the gate’s ex¬ 
changed 

For safety: one step thence, the street, you 
know 1 

Thus far I followed with my gaze. Then, 
slow, 

Near on admiringly, I breathed again, 

And Ymck to that last fancy of the train— 

“ A'danger risked for hope of just a word 
With— winch of all my nest may be the 
birtl 

1'his poacher cov^ets for her plumage, pray ? 
('armen ? Juana ? Carmen seems too gay 
Fur such adventure, wliile Juana’s grave 
—Would sct>rn the folly. I apf^aud the 
knave! 

He had the eye, could single from my brood 
His proper fledgeling ” 

As I turned, there stood 
In fiice of me, my wrife stone-still stone- 
while. 

Whether one bound had brought her,—at 
I first sight 

! Of w'hat she judged the encounter, sure to be 
Next moment, of the venturous man and 
me,— 

Brought her to clutch and keep me firom my 
prey; 

Whether im{jelled because her death no day 
Could come st> al>solutely oj^>rtune 
As now at joy’s he^ht, like a year in June 
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al tlin* fali of m first ripeiMsd rose 
wlietlier liuDgry for iny hate — who 
knows?— 

Knger to end an irksome he, and taste 
Our tingling true relation, hate embraced 
by hate one naked moment - anyhow 
There stone-still stone-white sl«x>d my wife, 
but now 

The woman who made beaxen within my 
house. 

Ay, she who faced m** was m> \ery sjxjust 
As well as love—you are to recollect! 

** Stay ^ ** she said ** Keep at least ont 
soul unspecked 

With enme, that’s spotless hitherto—your 
own! 

Kill me who court Iht blessing, who alont 
Was, am, and sliall lx guilty, first to last ‘ 
The man lay helpless m the toils 1 aist 
AlxaU him, helpless is the statue there 
Against that strangling 1x11 tlow tr’s lxm<l.igi. 
tear 

Away and tread to dust the parasile, 

But do the passise marble no despite ’ 
f love him as I Imit you Kill me * Strike 
At out blow U>th mfimtudes alike 
Out of existence—hale and Kwe * Whtmt i 
love? 

That’s safe insule my heart, nor will remove 
For any searching of )our steel, I iliink 
Wtience hate? The secret lay on hp, ai 
l»rmk ♦ 

Of *f|xjech, m one fierce tremble to escape, 

At every fi>rm wherein your love to»>k sha|^a% 
At each new provoaition of your kiss. 

Kill me r 

We went in* 

Next day after this, 

I hdt as if the speech might come. I 

©Mlly, after a!i 

“Hie lifitddoak 
aulScknl 1 I ^mtern myself 

hands on who for pelf— ' 


Whatever the %nol>le kind—^nay prowl and 
brave 

Cuffing and kicking pro{)er to a knave 
Petectcii by my household’s vigilance. 
Enough of such ’ As for my love romance— 
1, like OUT good Hidalgo, rub my eyes 
And wake and wonder how the film could 
rise 

Which changed for me a barlxr’s basin 
St might 

Into Mambrino's helm ? I hesitate 
Nowise to sa) sacramental cup! 

Why should i blame the brass which, bur¬ 
nished up. 

Will blar*, to all lait me, as good as gold? 
To me a warning I was toerliolfi 
In judging metals The Ilitblgo waked 
Only to dit, if I rtmemlver,—staked 
His lift u|Hm the Uisin\ worth, and lost. 
Wliih I confess torpulUy at most 
In here and there a limb, but, lum. and luilt, 
Still should I work on, still icfiair niy fault 
I rt I took rest in death, no fear at all ♦ 
Now, work—no word before the curiam fall!” 

The “curtaiirV That of death on life, I 
i meant 

' My “word,” pc^rmissiblt m death's event, 
Would lx truth, soul to soul, for, otherwise, 
Hay by da>, three years long, there had to 

nse 

Ami, night li) night, to fall ujxm our stage— 
Ours, dfxiracd to jmbhc play by heiilage — 
AiH»thcr curUtii, wlicn tlie wculd, |»erforcc 
Our critical assembl), in due course 
Came and went, witnessing, gave prake or 
blame 

To art mimetic. It had spculed the game 
If, suffered to set f«x»t behind out scene, 

1 he world had witnessed how stage 4iiig and 
queen, 

Callant and lady, Init a miniite sups 
Enarming each the other, woulrffl^nce 
No sign of recognition as they took 
Ills way and her way to whatever n«*k 
Waited them in the tlarknew either side 
Of that bright stage where ktely groom and 
brii» 
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Had fired the audience to a firenaiy^t 
Of sympathetic raptiirc—every whit 
Earned as the curtain fell on her ami me, 

—Actors. Three whole years, nothing was 
to isee 

But calm and concord; where a speech was 
due 

There aime the speech: when smiles were 
wanterl ttio 

Smiles were as remly. In a place like mine, 
Where foreigii and d(»mestic cares comhinc. 
There’s audience every day and all day long; 
But finally the liu^t of the whole throng 
Who linger lets one see his l«itk. I'or her— 
Wliy, liU'rty and liking : 1 aver, 

I .iking and lilierty I For me™ I hreatherl, 
Ixt my hce rest from ever)' wrinkle wretilhed 
Stnilf like alxmt the mouth, unlearned my 
task 

Of fjcrsonatjon till next day Imde mask. 

And fpiietly Wto^jk me from that world 
To th<‘ real world, not |jagejiat: there un« 
furled 

In work, its wings, my .soul, the fretted power. 
Three years I workc^ti, each minute of each 
hour 

Not claimed by actingwork I may dis|x*ns<.' 
With talk alxmt, since work in evidence, 
Perhafis in hist*»r>'; who knows or cares? 

After three years, this way, all unawares. 

Our acting cndeil. She and I, at close 
Of a loud night feast, lerl, Ikctween two rows 
Of Ijending male and female loyalty, 

Our lord the king down staircase, while, held 
high 

At arm^s length did the twlslcil tapers’ flare 
Hemld hk jjassage from tnir palace, where 
Sudi visiting left glory evernuire. 

Again the ascent in putdic, till at d<K>r 
As we two atcKs! by the saimm—now blank 
And di»encumbere<l of its guests—there sank 
A whisper in my ear, so li>w an<l yet 
So unmistakable 1 

1 half forget 

The ehanilier you repair to, and I want 
Oceastoit for «me iduirt wi>fd**-tf you grant 


That grace-*-within a certain room you called 
Our ‘Stmly,* for you wrote there while I 
scrawled 

Some paper full of faces for my sport- 
That room 1 can remcmlxir. Just one short 
Word with you there, for the remembrance^ 
.sake 1 ” 

“ Follow me thither 1 ” I replied. 

We break 

The gkK>m a little, as with guiding lamp 
I lead the way, leave warmth and cheer, by 
damp 

Blind disused sert^entining ways afar 
From where the habitable chamliers are,— 
Ascend, descend stairs tunnelle<l tlirough the 
st<»ne,— 

Always in silence,—till I reach the lone 
ChamU*r sepulchred for my very ow'n 
()ut ol the palace-quarr}'. When a lK>y, 

Here was my fortress, stronghold from annoy, 

I rroofqiositive of uw'niTsJiip; in youth 
! I garncrHl up my gleanings here—uncouth 
Hut precious relics of vain hoj>es, vain fears ; 
I'inally, this Ixjcame in after years 
My chisel of entrenchment Ui withstand 
Invasion of the f<X‘ on every hand— 

The multifarious herd in tiower and hall, 
Statc-r<H>m, ~ r<fx)ms whatsoe’er the style, 
which call 

On nuusters to lie mindful that, l>efore 
Men, they must hx>k like men and something 
more. 

Here, —when our lord the kings liestowment 
ceasetl 

To deck me on the day that, golden-fieeced, 
I touched ambition’s height,—’iwas here, 
released 

From glory (idways symbolled by a chain J) 
No sexmer was I privileged to gain 
My secret domicile tlian glad I flung 
That last toy on the table—gnired where hung 
On hook my ^theFs gift* the arcjuebuss-^ 
And asked myself Shall I envijiage thus 
The new iwire and the old priie, when I 
reach 

Another ytwurk experience ?-*«own that each 
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ftdmiitage--sfK)rtsiiian^s — states¬ 
man's tool ? 

That brought me down an eagle, this—a 
fboll” 

Into wWdi mom on entjry, I set down 
The lamp^ and turning saw whose nisUeti 
gown 

liad told me my wife followed, pace for jmre. 
Each of us looked the other in the face. 

She spoke. “ Since I could die now . , 

(To explain 

Why that first struck me, know —not once 
again 

Since the ad^^enturc at the p<irph)Ty’s edge 
Three years liefore, which sundered like a 
wedge 

Her soul from mine,—though daily, smile to 
smile, 

We stood tiefore the public,—all the while 
Not once ha<i I distinguished, in that face 
I paid oliservance to, the feinttst trace 
Of feature more than recfuisite fi»r eyes 
To do their duty by and recogni«r; 

So did I force mine to obey my will 
And pry no further. There exists such skill,— 
Those know who need it. What physician 
siirinks 

Ffom needful contact with a corpse? He 
drinks 

No plague so long as thim for knowJ|%e — 
not ^ 

An idler impulse—prompts inquiry* What, 
And will you dislielieve in power to liid 
Our spirit back to liounds,, as though we chid 
A child from icmtiny that’s just and right 
In manhood ? Sense, not soul, accomplished 
sig^t, 

Eeported daily she h: wav-not how 
Nor why a change had cotne to cheek and 

Iww.) ; 

**Slliise I eouM dfenowof the truth concealed, j 
Yet dare not, im»t not die^HSo seems revealed | 
Ykgin’s mind to me—fiwr death means 
|ieaoe^ 

part have : 


I Of life and punishment the truth avowed 
I May haply lengthen,—let me push the shroud 
' Away, that steals to muflle ere is just 
My penance-fire in .snow I I dare ”• I must 
I IJve, by avow^al of the truth —this tnah— 

I los'cd you ! Thanks for the fresh serj>ent’s 
tooth 

That, by a prom|)t new pang more exquisite 
Than all preceding torture, proves me right! 
I loved you yet I lost you ! May I gf> 

Hum to the ashes, now my shame you know 

I think there nevw was such—how express?— 
Ibirror c<K}uettmg with volu|.auouHness, 

.\s in those arms of h^stem workmanship— 
Yataghan, kandjar, things that rend and rip, 
Clash rough, slash smooth, help hate Siiniany 
ways, 

Yet ever keep a licauty that lietrays 
laive still at work with the artificer 
Thn >ugh<mt his (piaint dev ising. Wliy prefer, 
Exce|vt for Iovt’s sake, that a blade should 
writhe 

And flicker like a flame ?—now play the scythe 
Ai if some broad m*f k tempt e<i,—nownvntract 
And needle off into a finenes>s lacked 
For just that puncture which the heart 
demands ? 

Then, such adornmeiU I Wherefore need 
our hands 

Enclose not ivory alone, nor gold 
Rougheneri for use, but jewels? Nay, liehold! 
Fancy my favounte—which I M*em to gmsp 
Wbile I dascrilic the luxury. No asp 
Is diajiemi mtire delicate round throat 
Than this f)elow the liandle ! These denote 
- -These masy lines meandering, to cm! 

Only in flesh they open— wkit intend 
They else Iwit water* piirlings pale confraat 
With the life-erimson where they blend at lasst? 
And mark the handle’s dim pellucid green, 
Otrverf, the hard jiidcst*me, as you pinch n 
bean, 

Into a sort of parrotdard ! He pecks 
A gnipediiinch; hi* two eyes are ml)y-spfcks 
l%rc fmm the mine i men this way,—glassy 

blank, 

But tttfii than,—lo the intnoat lire, that i^nk 
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From sporkllngi sends a red dart right to aim! 
Why did I choose such t<^s? Perhaps the 
game 

Of peaa^ful men is warlike, just as men 
War-wearied get amusement from that jien 
And paper we grow sick of--statesfolk tired 
Of merely (when such measures arc re<juired) 
I>eaHng rmt doom to pet>ple liy three words, 
A signature and seal: we play with swords 
Suggestive of <juick process, Tlmt is how 
I came to like the toys descrilxKl you noa. 
Store of w'hich glitlercxl on the walls and 
strew'ed 

The table, even, while ray wife pursiK*d 
ffer puri^iose to its ending. “ N<m you know 
Tills shame, my three years* torture, let me go, 
Burn to the very ashes ! \'ou—1 lost, 

Yet you—I loved ! ** 

The thing I pity most 
In men is—action prompt tnl by surprise 
Of anger i men ? nay, bulls—whose onset lies 
At instance of the firewairk and the goad I 
Once the foe pr(*stmtc,-—trampling once 
liestowed,— 

Prompt follows placability, regret, 
Atonement, Trust me, blood-warmth never 
yet 

Betokenerl strong will 1 As no leap of pulse 
Pricked me, tlud first time, si> did none 
convulse 

My veins at this occasion for restilve. 

Had that devolve<l which dkl not then devolve 
Upon me, I had done—wliai noa to do 
Was quietly apfiarent. 

** Tell me who 

The man was, crouching by the p^>rph>Ty 

vaae 1 

“ No, never? All was folly in his case, 

All guilt in mine. I tempteil, he complied.** 

** And yet you loved me ?** 

** Ixived you. Tk^ubk-dyed 
In f<>lly aiwl in guilt, I thought ymx gave 
Your heart and ssttul away from me to slave 


#S 

At statecraft. Since my right in you seemed 
lost, 

I stung myself to teach you, to your cost, 
What y.>u rejected could lie prisiwsd beyond 
Life, heaven, by the first fool I threw a fond 
IxK)k on, a fatal W’ord to.” 

And you still 

I^ve me ? I>o I conjecture well or ill ? ** 

Conjecture—well or ill! I had three years 
To sjxjnd in learning you.” 

** We lK>th are peers 
In knowledge, therefore: since three years 
are sjxjnt 

Kre thus much of yourself 1 learn—virho went 
Back to the house, that day, and brought my 
mind 

To l)ear upon your action, uncombined 
Motive from motive, till the dn>ss, deprived 
Of every purei jiarticlc, survived 
At last in native simple hidetuLsness, 

Utter contem|itibility, nor less 
Nor more. f'onlemj>tibility—exempt 
How could I, from its projx^r due—contempt? 
I have t(xi much despises! you to divert 
My life from its set course by help or hurt 
Of your all-despicable life—jwturb 
The calm, I work in, by—men’s mouths to 
curb, 

Which at such news WTie clamorous enough— 
Men's eyes to shut liefore my broidered stuff 
With the huge hole there, my emblartmed wall 
Blank where a scutcheon hung,-—by, worse 
than all, 

Each day’s procession, my paraded life 
Roblied and inipoverisheti through the want¬ 
ing wife 

— Now that my life (which means—my work| 
was grown 

Riches imleed ! Once, just this worth altme 
Seemed work to have, that profit gained 
thereby 

Of goosi and imiise would—^how reward- 
ifigly!--- 

Fall at your kel,—a crown I hoped to cast 
Before yswir love, my love idiould crown at towt. 
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1?^ Imt remaining to cast crown belbre, 
lly lo\e stopped work now: but contempt 
tbe more 

Impelled me task as ever head and liand, 
Because the very hemis weave ropes of 
sand 

Bather than taste pure hell m idleness 
Therefore I kept my memory down by 
stress 

Of daily work I had no mind to stay 
For the world’s wonder at the wife away. 

Oh, it was easy ail of it, lielieve, 

For I despised you ’ But your words retrieve 
Importantly the [mst No hate assumed 
The mask of love at any time! There 
gloomed 

A moment when love took hate’s semblance, 
urged 

By causes you declare ; but love’s self purged 
Away a fe.ncied wrong I did both loves 
—^\’‘ours and my own: by no hate’s help, it 
proves. 

Purgation was attempted. Then, you nse 
High hy how many a grade ’ I did despise— 
I do but hate you r.et hate’s punishment 
Replace confemjJt’s! first step to which 
ascent— 

Write down your own Words I re-utter you! 

* / mjf kus^mwi and f 
^ tmSf / faai up as we/ ^rst mere 

Mdddmii i& and make iave /mi wttk 
Here ^ 

lieft paper I** ^ 

Wotild my blood for ink suflficc ♦ ** 

** It may: thk minion iGrom a land of spice, 
Sak, leatlief~Hs:very Iwrd of ji»vieUect lireast— 
Tills poigmrd’w lieaiity, ne’er so lightly pre^ 
Above your Imart there . • 

^^Thus?” 

It flows, 1 sec. 

J5^ time the point and write!” 

“ I^iciale |o me I 


And she wrote the words. 
I read them. Then—** Since love, in you, 
afiTords 

License for hate, in me, to quench (I say) 
Contempt—why, hate itself lias passed away 
In vengeance—foreign to contemjit. Depart 
Peacefully to tliat death which Eastern art 
; Imbued this weapon with, if tales be true ! 

I I^ve will succeetl to hate. I pardon you—- 
I Dead in our chamber I” 

I 

I True as truth the tale. 

She died ere morning ; then, I saw how pale 
1 ler cheek was ert it wore day’s jximt disguise, 
\nd what a hollow darkeneii ’ncath her 
eyes, 

Now that I usetl my own She sleeps, as ersl 
Beloved, m this >our church , ay, yours 1 

Immersed 

In thought so deeply, father? Sad, perhaps ? 
For whose sake, hers or mine (»r his who 
wraps 

—Still plain I seem to see ^—alxiut his head 
; The idle cloak,"-*al)out his heart (instead 
Of rmrdss) some fond hof>e he may elude 
iMy vengeance m the cloister’s solitude? 
Hardly, I think’ As httU helpwl his brow 
The cloak then, father —m your gml« helpa 
now I 


CENCIAJA. 

fCcnrigaga is a Iwindle of mgsi—a trifle. 
The Italian proverb may be tnmskited thus: 
*‘ Every poor creature will lie nrenaiiig into 
the company of his beitera * See the 
“ Browning Cyclopedia,” p. 97.] 

Ogni cencio vuol entnire m bucata 

May I print, Shelley, how it came to pme 
Hmt when your Beatrice seemed —hy lapse 
Of many along month mncelier sentence 
Amifed of panion ^ the porricklc,— 

By intoceMion of staunch friends, or, nay, 
By certain pneks of eomdence in the Pc^ 
Cotmiver at Fmitceaco Cenct’f guilt, 
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Suddenly all things changed and Clement 
grew 

Stern,” as you state, “ nor to be moved nor 
Ijcnt, 

But said these three words coldly ‘ She mmt 

dk; 

Subjoining ‘ Pardon ? Paolo Santa Croce 
Muidaed his mother also yester eve. 

And he is fled: she shall mi flee at least P 
—So, to the letter, sentence was fulfilled ? 
Shelley, may I condense verlx>sily 
Tliat lies liefore me, into some few words 
Of English, and illustrate your superb 
Achievement by a rescued anecdote, 

No great things, only new and true beside ? 
As if some mere familiar of a house 
Should venture to accost the group at garc 
lie fore its Titian, famed the wide world 
through, 

And supplement such picturcnl masterpiece 
By whis{x.*r “ Searching in the archives here, 
I found the reason of the Lady^ fate, 

Ami how by accident it came to jxiss 
She wears the haUi and displays the palm : 
Who, luiply, else had never sufllered—no. 
Nor graced our gallery, by conset^uence,” 
Who loved the w ork would like the little news: 
Who lauds your j:Kx:m lends an ear to me 
Relating how the j>eniilty was paid 
By one Marchese dell* Oriolo, adlcd 
Onofrio Santa Croce otherwise. 

For his aunplkily in matricide 
With Paolo his own brother,—^hc whose crime 
And flight induced “ those ihrt‘e words—She 
mtist die. 

Thus I unroll you then the amnuscript. 

** GixPs justice ”—(of the muUipHcity 
Of such ccwnmuntcaitons extant slsil. 
Recording, each, injustice done by God 
In peiwjn of his Vicar-upon-earth, 

Scarce one but leatk ofl' to the self-same 
tunc)—- 

“ God’s juiltce, tardy though it prove per¬ 
chance, 

Rests never on the track until it reach 
Dcltnqtiency. In prwjf I ctlt the case 
Of Paolo Santa Croce/* 
vou tu 


Many times 

I'he youngster,—having been importunate 
That Marchesine Costanza, whr> remained 
His widowed mother, should supplant the heir 
Her eider son, and substitute himself 
In sole possession of her faculty,— 

And meeting just as often with rebuff,— 
Blinded by so exorbitant a lust 
Of gold, the youngster straightway tasked his 
wits. 

Casting alx>ut to kill the l^dy—thus. 

He first, to cover his iniquity, 

Wiites to Onofrio Santa Croce, then 
Authoritative lord, acquainting him 
Tlieir mother w.is contamination—wrought 
Like hell-fire in the lx.*auty of their House 
Ry dissiiluteuess and aliandonment 
Of soul and Ixxly to impure delight. 

Moicover, since she suffered from disease, 
Those s)mptt>ms whicli her death made mani¬ 
fest 

Hydrtiptic, he affirmed were fruits of sin 
Al»owi to bring confusion and disgrace 
I’lKm the ancient lineage and high fame 
(V the family, when published. Duty bound. 
He asked his brother—wliat a son should do? 

Which when Marchese dcir Oriolo heard 
i B) letter, l>eing aljfsent at his land 
Oriolo, he made answ’c^r, this, no more : 

U must lielwwe a son,-—things Imply so,— 
To art as honour prom^its a cavalier 
And son, perform his duty to all three, 
Mother and brothers”—here advice broke off* 

By which advice informed and fortified. 

As he professetl liimself—since lammi by btiih 
To hear (iod\ voice in primt.^eniture— 
Patilo, who kept his mother com|mny 
In her domain Subiaco, .stmightway dared 
His whole enonnity of enterprise 
And, fiilUng on her, stablied the lady dead; 
Whose death dcmonsiratetl her innocence, 
Ami hap|)ened,^by the way,—mnee Jesus 
Christ 

Died to save man, just sixteen hmidred years* 
Costansa was of «u^>ect beautiful 
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Exceedingly, and seemed, although in age 
Sixty about, to fer surpass her peers 
The coetaneous dames, in youth and grace. 

Done the misdeed, its author takes to flight, 
Foiling thereby the justice of the world : 

Not GoU^s however,—God, be sure, knows 
well 

The way to dutch a culprit. Witness here! 
The present sinner, when he least es[>ects, 
Snug-cornered somewhere i’ the liasilicate. 
Stumbles upon his death by violence. 

A man of blood assaults a man of blo«jd 
And slays him somehow. This v\ as afterward- 
Enough, he prorajXly met viith his deserts, 
And, ending thus, permits we end with him, 
And push forthwitli to this imptirlant piiint— 
His matridde fell out, of all the days, 
Precisely when the law-prticedure closed 
Respecting Count Francesco CenciV death 
Chargeable fm his daughter, sons and wife. 
‘‘Thus patricide was matched w ith matncide,” 
A poet not inelegantly rhymed : 

Nay, fratricide—those Princes Ma-ssimi!— 
Which so disturlied the .spirit of the Pope 
^liat all the likelihood Home entertained 
Of Beatrice’s jjardon vanished straight, 

And she endured live piteous death. 

Now see 

The sequel—what eflect commandment had 
For strict inquiry into thi^ last case,^ 

When Cardinal Aklobrandini (great 
His efficacy—nepliew to the Pope) 

Was bidden crush—ay, though his very hand 
Got soil i’ the act—crime spawning every¬ 
where! 

Because, when all endeavour had f>een used 
To catch the aforesaid Paolo, all in vain— 
Make perquisition*’ quoth our Eminence, 
Throughout his now deserted domicile \ 
Ransack the palace, tmf and floor, to And 
tf haply any scrap of wriring, hid 
In ii<K>k or como', may convict — who 

Brother Onofrio of intelligence 
Wlththrotku^ as in brotherheaKj 

crimiispwosei^trj^where/^ 


And, every cranny searched accordingly, 
Therecomes to light—O lynx-eyed Cardinal I— 
Onofrio’s uneonsidered writing-scrap, 

The letter in reply to 1‘aolo’s prayer, 

The w'ord of counsel that—things proving so, 
Paolo should act the proper knightly port, 
/\nd do as was incumlxfiil on a son, 

A brother—^and a man of birth, be sure \ 

Whereat immediately the officers 
Proceeded to arrest Onofrio -Ibund 
At foot-ljall, child’s play, unaware t>f harm. 
Safe with his friends, the Orsini, at their seat 
Monte Ciiordano ; as he left the Innisc 
He came ujxm the w^atch in wait for him 
Set by the Barigel,—w'as caught and caged. 

Kew^s of which capture taring, that same 
hour, 

Conveyed to Rome, forthwith our Eminence 
Commands Tavema, Governor and Judge, 
To liave the process in especial out*, 

Be, first to List, not cmly president 
In person, but inquisitor a.s well, 

Nor trust the by-work tt) a substitute : 

Bids him not, squeamish, keep the Ixrnch, 
but scrub 

The floor of Justice, so to sj^xrak,—go try 
His liest in prison with the rnminal: 
Promising, as reward for by->vork done 
Fairly on all-fours, that, success obtainetl 
And crime avoweil, or such connivency 
With crime as shouki procure a decent death - 
Himself w*iU humbly lieg — wbich means, 
procure — 

The Hal and Purple from his relative 
The Pojxj, and m> rejiay a diligence 
Which, tneritorkms in the C enci-case, 

Mounts plainly here to Purple and the Hal. 

Whereupon did my lord the Governor 
So masterffiliy exercise the task 
Enjoified him, Iftat he, day hy day, and week 
By w'eek, and month by mouthy from first to 
last 

Toiled for the prixe: now, punctual at his 
place, 

Bayed Judge, and now, assiduoua at Itii po«l| 
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Iciqmsiior — {U'essiid cushion and Mxiured 
plani, 

Early and late. Noon’s fervour and might’s 
chill, 

Nought moved whom morn would, purpling, 
make amends I 

S<» tliat ol^servers laughed as, many a <lay, 

He left home, m July when day is flame, 
Posted to Tordmona-prison, plunged 
Into a vault where daylong night is ice, 

There p^isscd his eight hours on a stretch, 
content, 

l^xamining Onofrio • all the stress 
()l all cxaiinnation steadily 
Coincrging into one pin fxant, he pushed 
TtnUtnt iH>w of head and now of heart. 

As when the nuthatch taj>s and tries the 
nut 

This sale and that side till the kernel sound,— 
So did he prevs the s»)Ie and single ponii 
—What was the veiy meaning (if the phrase 
' Do ai best f ms an hiffwured i aval ter' ^ 

Which one j»ersislent questiun*torturc,— 
piled 

Day b> day, week by week, and month by 
month, 

Morn, noon and night, - fatigued away a mind 
(frown imlies ile by darkness, solitude, 

And one vivacious memory gnawing there 
\s when a corpse is roftmetl with a snake 
Fatigued Onofrio into what might seem 
Admission that perchance his judgment groped 
So blindly, feeling for an issue- -aught 
With semblance of an issue fr<»m the tods 
Cast <if a sudden round leet late S(.) frt*e, 

He j:K>vsibly might Imve envisaged, scarce 
Keceuled from—even were the issue death 
—Even her death whose life was death and 
worse! 

Always provided that (he charge of crime, 
Each jot aiwl tittle of the charge were true. 

In such a sense, belike, he might advise 
His broilter to expurgate crime with . . , 
well, 

With blood, if blood must follow on *tke 

Tnkm m mijs^ hsmm a 
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Whcreuixm process ended, and report 
Was made without a minute of delay 
To Clement who, l>ecause of those two enmes 
O’ the Massimi and Cenn flagrant late. 

Must nee-ds imfxiticntly desire result. 

Result obtained, he liade the Governor 
Summon the (Jungregation and despatch. 
Summons made, sentence passetl accordingly 
—Death by beheading. When his death- 
decree 

Was intimated to (3nofno, all 

Man could do—that did he to save himself 

’Twas much, the having gained for his defence 

The Advoc*ite o’ the Ptxir, with natural help 

Of many noble friendly fiersons fain 

To disengage a man of family, 

So young loo, from his gnm entanglement: 
Hut Cardinal Aldobrandini ruled 
There must l>e no diversion of the law. 
justice is justice, and the magistrate 
Bears not the sword in vam. Who sms must die. 

So, the Marchese had his head cut off, 

W ith Rome to see, a concourse infinite, 

In Place Sami Angelo beside the Bridge . 
Where, demonstrating magnanimity 
Adequate to his birth and breed,—jx>or Iniy ’ ~ 
He made the jieople the a(„customed vjieech, 
Exhoited them to true faith, honest works, 
And sjiecial goixl tiehaviour as ngards 
A paicnt of no matter wdiat the sex, 

Bidding each son take w'armng from himself. 
Truly, it was considered in the boy 
Stark staring lunacy, no less, to snap 
So plain a IxiH, lie htxiked and hauled asliore 
By such an angler as the Cardinal! 

Why make confession of his privity 
To Paolo’s enterprise ? Mere scaling lips— 
Or, belter, saying “ When I counselled liim 
*Tipd? as mtg^ki beseem a eavaker^* 

Whai could I mean but ‘ Hide mr partfifs 
shame 

As Chrisimn mghi^ by aid of Holy Church ! 
Buty it in a c&meni-^-^y^ beneath 
Enough iktaitm to firmmi its gkoxt 
l^rom troubiing earth / * Mtsre saying thus^ 
—’tis plain, 
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Not only were his life the recomfseiise, 

But he had manifeslly pioved himsel/ 

True Christian, and in lieu of punishment 
Got praise of all men. So the populace. 

Anyhow, when the Pope made promise good 
(That of Aldobrandini, near and dear) 

And gave Tavcrna, who had toiled so much, 
A Cardinafs e(|uipment» some such word 
As this firom mouth to ear went saucily : 

** Tavema*s cap is dyed in what he drew 
From Santa Croce’s veins ! ” So joked the 
world, 

I add : Onofrio left one child l)ehind, 

A daughter named Valeria, dowered with 
grace 

Abundantly of soul atKi Innly, d<.Kmie<i 
To life the shorter k»r her father’s fete. i 


Feignetl ignorance of who the wight might be 
I That pressed too closely on him with a 
crowd. 

lie stnick the Cardinal a blow : and tlien, 
To ptit a face u|>on the incident, 

Dared next day, smug as ever, go pay court 
r die Cardtnars antechamber. Mark and 
mend, 

Vc youth, by this example how may greed 
Vainglorious operate in wtukily souls I ” 

So ends the chronicler, laginning with 
“ GckVs justice, tardy though it prove per¬ 
chance, 

Rests never till it reach dehnijueniy.” 

Ay, or how otherwiM.* liad come to j)ass 
That Victor rules, this present year, in Komei* 


By death of her, the Marrimsate returnetl ,,,, 

Tothat Or^u Hou«= ul whence it came: ^ BAI-DINUCCI ON THE 

Oriolo having passed as donative I’RIVILLCiL Oh BURIAL. 

To Santa Croce from tlieir ancestors. A REMiNiscr.Nc ii oi* a.i>. 1076 . 

And no word more? By all means ! who was l>orn at Florence in 

Wouldyou know ^ History ol Italian 

honuitivc^wer. when folk urg,^ „( ,he ,tinier But., he rccor.ls .he events 
Wnat made Aldobrandim, hound-like which form the subject-matter of this poem. I 
staunch, 


Hfint out of life a harmless simpleton ? ” l. 

The answer was~~*‘ Hatred implacable, “ No, buy, we must not -so Iiegaii 
% reason they were rivals m their lim:. ” My Uncle (he’s with (.od long since) 

^ Car(jiiml’.s desire was to a dame A ^K-lling me, the gcxHl old man ! 

Whose fevoitr was OnofrioV Pricked with Wc must not he seemeti to wince, 

^knd lost tliat laugh whereto lud grown 

TM Simpleton must ostentatitaisly 1 Ik chuckle at my piece of news, 

j%play a ring, the Catdinars love-gift. How cleverly I aiiiie<i my stone — 

Onofrio as tlic lady’s gage; I fear wc must not pell the jews ! 

^leh nng m finger, as lie put forth hand 

To draw a tapestry, the Cardinal ii. 

Saw and knew, gift and owner, old and ** When I was young indeed,—ah, faith 

Was young and strong in Florence to 
Wtmmn a fury mtensd him--the fire We Christians never dreamed of scathe 

^ ^ itoiwe we cmed or kicked the aew. 

Jfar * ** *1. I now-—well, well! The olive-crops 

Weighed doable then. 


TW wwiie boy,« cemiin fatal ew, 


Was young ami strung in Florence too I 
Wc Christians never dreamed of scathe 
! Beautse we cuned or kicked the aew, 
But now~welI, well! The olive-croj* 
We%hed doable then, and Amo’s pranks 
Would always spare religious shops 


Wienever be o’erflowed bis hank, 1 
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III. 

** ni tell you”—and his eye regained 
Its twinkle—** tell you something choice ! 
Something may help you keep unstaine<l 
Your honest real to stop the voice 
Of unl>elief with stone-throw—spite 
Of laws, which nuKiern f<x»ls enact. 

That we must suffer Jews in sight 
Cio wholly unmoleste<l! h'act! 

IV. 

“ There was, then, in my youth, and yet 
Is, by our San Freiliano, just 
Below the Bless<*<l Olivet, 

A w^aysitlc ground wherein they thrust 
Their dead,—these Jews,-the more our 
shame ! 

Except that, sf» they will but die, 
('hristians jK.*rrhanre incur n<» blame 
In giving hogs a hoist to stye. 

V. 

“There, anyhow, Jews stow away 
Their dead ; and, -such their insolence, - 
Slink at odd times to sing and pray 
As (Tiristians do-all make-pretence ! ™ 
Which wickedness they iKrjKdrale 
Fk'cauv' they think no ('hristians sec. 

They re<‘kone<l here, at any nite, 

Without their host: ha, ha, he, he ! 

VI. 

“ For, what should jc»in their plot of giound 
But a gi^xl Farmers ('hristian field? 

Tlic Jews had hcxlged their corner round 
With bramble-bush t<* keep concealed ! 
Their doings: for the public road j 

Kan l»etwixt this their grouml and that i 
The Farmer’s, where he ploughcxl and soweri. 
Grew com for bam and gm^ies for vfkU 

TO 

** So, properly to guard his store 
And gall the imlielicvcrs too, 

He btiilds a shrine ami, what is more. 

Procurea a painter whom I knew, 


One Buti (he’s with God) to paint 
A holy picture there—no less 
Than Virgin Mary free from taint 
Bt>rne to the sky by angels : yes I 

VIII. 

“Which shrine he fixetl,—who says him 
nay ?— 

A-facing with its picture-side 
Not, as you’d think, the public way. 

But just where sought these hounds to 
hide 

Tlieir carrion from that very truth 
Of Mary's triumph ; not a hound 
('ould act his mummeries uncouth 

But Mary shamed the pack all round I 

IX. 

“ Now, if it was amusing, judge j 
To see the comfiany arrive, 

Each Jew intent to end his trudge 
And take hi.s pleasure (though alive) 

With all his Jewish kith and kin 
Below gn^und, liave his venom out. 
Sharpen his wits for next day’s sin, 

C'ursc Christians, and sf> home, no doubt! 

X. 

“ Wliereas, each phyz uj^tumed l>ehoIds 
Mar)', 1 warrant, sojiring bmve ! 

.Xml in a trice, l>eneath the folds 
Of filthy garb which gowns each knave, 
Oown drops it—there to hide grimace, 
('tmtoiiion of the mouth and m«e 
At finding Mary in the place 
They’d keep for IHlate, I suppose I 

XI. 

“At last, they will not brook—not they I- 
j Ixmger such outrage on their Iril^ : 

5k», in some hole and a>mer, lay 



The meritorious Famier’s self 
To straight undo his wwk, restore 
Their chance to meet and muse on pelf- 
lYetcnding sorrow, as Ijcforc! 
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** Forthwith, 0. posse, if you please, 

Of Eabbi This and Rabbi That 
Almost go down upon their knees 
To get him lay the picture fiat 
The spokesman, eighty years of age, 

Grey as a liadger, with a goat’s 
Not only beard but bleat, ’gins wage 
War with our Mary. Thus he dotes :— 

XIII. 

** * Friends^ grant a grace ' How Hebre^vs 
toil 

Through life in Florence — 7vhy relate 
To those who lay the burden^ spoil 
Our paths of peace f We bear our fate. 
But when with life the lonp toil end^^ 

Why must you—the exp t sston crat^es 
Pardon^ hut truth compels nee, friends !— 
Why must you plague us in our graves ? 

xrv. 

* Thought/essly plague, I would beheife / 
For how can you—the lords of ease 
By nurturef birthright—den concewe 
Our Itixury to he with trees 
And turf,—the critket and the bird 
Lift for our last companionship: 

Ho harsh deed, no unkindly word. 

No frowning broav nor scornful lip / 

% 

XV. ^ 

** * DeedKs luxury, we now rehearse 

While, livings through your streets we fare 
And take your hatred: ntfthing worse 
Hmm we, once dead and safe, to bear ' 

So we refresh our souls, fulfil 

Oftr works, our daily tasks ; and thus 
Cathor you graht—eartFs harvest—still 
The wheat for you, the straw for us. 

XVb 

** * What fioutifig in a face, what harm, 

Itt a kdy borne from luer 
Sty hoya* heads, wings hr leg and atm ? * 

Vm fuoftSom Friends^ the harm is here — 


Phat just when our last sigh is heamd. 

And we would fain thank God and you 
For lahour done and pare achieved. 

Back comes the Past in full review I 

xvrr. 

** * At sight ofpist that simple flag. 

Starts the foe feeling serpentdike 
From slumber. Leave it lulled, nor drag-- 
Though fangless—forth, what needs must 
strike 

When stricken sore, though stroke be vain 
Against the mailed oppressor! Give 
Play to out fatuy that we ^tn 
Lifers rights when once ive cease to live / 

xvin. 

“ ‘ Thus muck to couitesy, to hud, 

To conscience / Now to FI or erne folk / 
There^s core beneath thiv apple-rind. 

Beneath this wkite-of-e^ there's yolk ! 
Beneath this prayer to courtesy. 

Kind, conscience — there's a sum to puck ! 
How many ducats dosvn 7inll buy 

Our shame's removal, sit s t Avow h t 

XTX. 

“ ‘ Renurval, not destruction, sirs / 
fust turn your peture / 1 et it front 
The public path / Or memory errs. 

Or that same public path is wont 
To witness many a chance befall 
Of lust, theft, bloodshed—sins enough, 
Wherein our Hebrmo part is small. 

Convert yoursehis !'—he cut up rough. 

XX. 

“ Look you, how soon a sersdee paid 
Religion yields the servant fruit f 
A prompt reply our Fanner made 
So following I ‘ Sirs, to grant your suit 
htvolves muck danger I Hmvf Thsmpse 
Our Lady f Stop the chastisement, 

All for your good, herself bestonts ? 

What tmmler if f grudge emsent f 
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‘ Veigrant it: stnce^ wkat cash I take 
Is so much saved from wteked use. 

We know yoSt J And, for Mmy^s sake, 

A hundred ducats shall induce 
Concession to your prayer. One day 
Suffices Master Butins brush 
Turns Mary round the other way. 

And deluges your side with slush. 

XXII. i 
* Down with the ducats therefore T Dump, 
Dump, dump U falls, each counted piece. 

Hard gold. Then out of door they stump, 
These dogs, each brisk as w ith new lease 
Of life, I warrant,—glad he’ll die 
Henceforward just as he may choose, 

Be buried and m clover he ’ 

Well said Esaias— ^stiff-neckedJeios I^ 

XXIII. 

Off posts without a minute’s loss 
Our Farmer, once the cash in poke 
And summons Bull- ere its gloss 

Have time to fade from olT the joke— 

To chop and change his woik, undo 
• The done side, make the side, now 
blank, 

Recipient of our I^ady— who, 

Displaced thus, had these dc^gs to thank! 

X\IV. 

** Now, boy, you’re hardly to instruct 
In technicalities of Art 1 
My nephew’s childhood sure hiis sucked 
Along with mother’s-milk some part 
Of painteFs-practice—learned, at least, 

How expeditiously is plied 
A work in fresco- -never ceaserl 
When once begun—a day, each side. 

XXV. 

*‘So, Buti—(he’s with God)-—begins: 

First covers up the shrine all round 
With hoarding; then, as like m twins, 
Paints, t’other side the burial-ground, 


New Mary, every point the same; 

Next, sluices over, as agreed. 

The old ; and last—but, spoil the game 
By telling you ? Not I, indeed 1 

XXVI. 

“ Well, ere the week was half at end, 

Out came the object of this real, 

This fine alacrity to spend 

Hard money for mere dead men’s weal! 
How think you ? That old spokesman 
Jew 

Was High Priest, and he had a wife 
As old, and she was dying too, 

And wished to end in peace her life ! 

XXVII. 

“And he must humour dying whims, 

And soothe her with the idle hope 
They'd say their prayers and sing their 
hymns 

As if her busliand were the Pope I 
And she did die—Sieving just 
I This privilege was purchased I Dead 
In comfort through her f(K)bsh trust 1 
* Stiff-necked ones,^ well Esaias said I 

xx\ iir. 

“ So, Sablmth morning, out of gate 
And on to way, what sees our arch 
GckkI Farmer? WTiy, they hoist their freight— 
The corpse—on shoulder, and so, march! 

‘ Mouf for it, Buti / ’ In the nick 
Of tune *tis pully haiily, hence 
With hoarding ^ O’er the wayside quick 
There’s Mary plain m evidence I 

XXIX. 

“ And here’s the convoy halting : r^ht! 

O they are bent on howding psalms 
And growling prayers, w hen opjxisite 1 
And yet they glance, for all their qualms, 
Approve that promptitude of his, 

The Farmer’s—<hily at his post 
To take due thanks from every phy*. 

Sour smirk—^nay, surly smile almost I 
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** Then earthward drops each brow again; 

The solemn task’s resumed; they reach 
Their holy field—the unholy train: 

Enter its precinct, all and each, 

Wrapt somehow in their godless rites; 

Till, rites at end, up-waking, lo 
They lift their feces ! What delights 
The mourners as they turn to go ? 

XXXI. 

Ha, ha, he, he ! On just the side 
They drew their purse-strings to make quit 
Of Mary,—Christ the Crucified 

Fronted them now—^these biters bit! 
Never was such a hiss and snort, 

Such screwing nose and shooting lip ! 
Their purchase—honey in report— 

Proved gall and verjuice at first sip I 

XXXII. 

** Out they break, on they bustle, where, 
A-top of wall, the Farmer waits 
With Buti : never fun so rare ! 

The Farmer has the l)est: he rates 
The rascal, as the old High Priest 
Takes on himself to sermonize— 

Nay, sneer * IVe Jews supposed^ at leasts 
Theft was a crime in Christian eyes T 

xxxm. ^ 

**^Tneft?^ cries the Farmer. * Eat your 
words / 

Show me what constitutes a breach 
Of faith in aught was said or heard t 
/promisedyou in plainest sp^eech 
Pd take the thing you count disgrace 
And put it here—and here ^tis put / 

Did you suppose Td ham the place 

Blanky therefore ^ just your rage to glut I 

XXXIV. 

” * /guess you dared not stipulate 
P@r such a damned impertinence ! 

So^ ^uich, mygreybs&rf out of gate 
A^ in at Ghetto / Masie you hence / 


As long as / have house and land^ 

To spite you irreligious chaps 
Here shall the Crucifixwn stand-^ 

Unless you down with cashj perhaps I ’ 

XXXV, 

** So snickered he and Buti lx>th. 

The Jews said nothing, interchanged 
A glance or two, renewed their oath 
To keep ears stopped and hearts es¬ 
tranged 

From grace, for all our Church can do ; 

Then off they scuttle : sullen jc^ 
Homewards, against our Church to brew 
Fresh mischief in their synagogue. 

XXXVI. 

** But next day—see what happened, Ijoy ! 

See why I bid you have a care 
How you pelt Jews ! The knaves employ 
Such methods of revenge, forl)ear 
No outmge on our faith, when free 
To wreak their malice I Here they 
tCM^k 

So base a method—plague o’ me 
If I record it in my Bw>k ! 

XXXVII. 

** For, next day, while the Farmer sat 
Laughing with Buti, in his shop, 

At their successful joke,—rat-tat,— 

Door opens, and they’re like to drop 
Down to the floor as in there stalks 
A six-feet-liigh herculean-built 
Young he-Jew with a l>eard that liaulks 
Description. ‘ Help ere blood be spilt t * 

xxxvin. 

—“Screamed Buti: for he recognized 
Whom but the son, no less no more, 

Of that High Priest his work surprised 
So pleasantly the day Ijefore ! 

Son of the mother, thep, whereof 
The bier he lent a shoulder to, 

And made the moans al>oul, dared scoff 
At sober Christian grief-~the Jew ! 
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XXXIX. 

** ‘ Sirs^ / salute you / Never ri%e t 
No apprehension (Buti, white 
And trembling like a tub of size. 

Had tried to smuggle out of sight 
The picture’s self~the thing in oils, 

You know, from which a fresco’s dashed 
Which courage speeds while caution spoils) 

‘ Stay and he p7 at%ed^ sir, unabashed f 

XL, 

“ * Praised, — ay, and paid too: for I cotne 
To buy that very 7vork of yours. 

My poor abode, whuh boasts -well, some 
Pertf specimens of Art, ^e(ures 
Haply, a ma\ferpiecc indeed 

If I should find my humble means 
Suffice the outlay. So, proceed ! 

Prop>ose—ere prudence inienienes f ’ 

XLI. 

“ On Buti, cowering like a child, 

These words desccnrled fioni aloft, 

In tone so ominously mild, 

With smile terrifically soft 
To that degiee--could Ruli dare 

fellow) use his brains, think twice? 
He asked, thus taken unaware. 

No more than just the proper price 1 

XLII. 

* Pone / * cries the monster. ‘ / didn/rte 
Forthwith your moderate demand. 

Count on my custom-—if no worse 
Your future VKuk be, understafid, 

Ihan this J carry off! No aid ! 

My arm, sir, lacks nor hone nor thesos: 
The burden*s easy, and we*re made, 

Rasy or hard, to hear—we Jews I * 

XUII. 

“Crossing himself at such escape, 

Buti by turns the money eyes 
And, timidly, the stalwart shape 
Now moving doorwards; but, more wise, 


The Farmer,—who, though dumb, this while 
Had watched advant^e,—straight con¬ 
ceived 

A reason for that tone and smile 

So mild and soft ! The Jew—believed ! 

XLIV. 

‘‘ Mary in triumph lK)rne to deck 
A Hebrew household ! Pictured where 
No one was used to l>end the neck 
In praise or Ixiw the knee in prayer J 
Borne to that domicile by whom ? 

The son of the High Priest! Through 
w'hat ? 

An insult done his mother’s tomb! 

Saul changed to Paul—the case came pat! 

XLV. 

“ * Stay, dog Jesv . , . gentle sir, that is f 
Pc solve me ! Can it be, she crenvned ,— 
Mary, by miracle,—Oh bliss !— 

My present to your burial ground? 
Cerlain, a ray of lie^ht has hurst 

Your veil of darkness ! Had you else, 
Only for Marfs sake, unpur <!ed 
So much hard money ? Jell — oh, telVs I * 

XLVI. 

“ Round—like a serpent that we took 
p'or worm and trtxl on— turns his bulk 
About the Jew. P^irst dreadftil look 
j Sends Buti in a trice to skulk 
! Out of sight somewhere, safe—alack! 

[ But our go(xl Parmer faith made Ixild : 
And iirm (w'ilh Plorence at his hack) 

He stood, while grulf the gutturals rolled— 

XLVI I. 

** ‘ Ay, sir, a miracle was worked. 

By quite another pou*er, / trow. 

Than esieryet in canvas lurked. 

Or you sttould scarcely face me funv ! 

A certain impulse did suggest 
A certain grasp with this right-hand, 
lYhuh probably had put to rest 
Our quarrel,—thus your throat once 
spanned! 
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** < I rtmtmbertd nu^ suMmd 
That impuist, and ym face me still / 
And soon a phlosophu mood 
Succeeding (hear it, tf you will 0 
lim altogether changed my views 
Concerning Ai /. Blind prejudice f 
U’ell may you Chmstians tax m fno^ 
U'ith scrupulosity too nice f 

XIIX. 

ft * dofPt I see,—hPs nsue join '— 
tFhenever Pm allowed pollute 
(/—and my hi tie bag of coin) 

Some Christian palace of lepule ,— 
Dontt / see duck up emry where 
Ahumiant proof that cultured iasfe 
Has Beauty for its only rare, 

And upon Truth no thought to waste ^ 

L. 

‘ ’Jew, since it must be, take m pledge 
Of payment ‘—io a Caiditial 
Has tighed to me as if a wedge 

Entered hts heart —* tins ]>est of all 
My treasuies I ‘ leda, Ganymeile 
Or Antiope ' swan, eagle, ape, 

(Or whaPs the beast ofwhaPs the breed) 
AndJupiter in eifeiy ihape f 


‘ Whereat if Tpresume to ask 
’ But, Eminence, though Titian’s whisk 
Of brush have well performed its task. 
How comes it these iilse godships frisk 
In presence of—what yonder frame 
Pretends to image ? Surely, odd 
It seems, you let confront The Name 
Each l>east the heathen called his god I * 

LIIw 

* Benignant smile i me pity straight 
Tko Cardimh ”Tis Truth, we prire ! 
Art^S the sole question in debate 1 
These suh|ects are so many lies. 


I We treat them with a proper scorn 

When we turn lies—called gods for-t 
sooth— 

To lies’ fit use, now Christ is born. 

Drawing and colouring are Truth. 

iiii. 

“ ‘ ’Think you I honour lies so much 
As scruple to parade the channs • 

Of Txda—Titian, every touch— 
liecause the thing within her arms 
Means Jupiter who had the praise 
And prayer of a f)enighled world ? 

He would ha\e mine loo, if, in days 
Of light, I kc[)t the canvLs furled 

LIV. 

^ So ending, with wme eay ghe 
What power has logic f I, at once, 
Ackncnvledged error in our tube 
So squeamish that, when fm nds ensconce 
A pretty picture in th nuhe 

f? do VI honour, dec I our graves, 

IVt fiet and funu and have an ihh 
To sh angle foil —un graft ful I naves / 

1 V. 

‘“A'l?, sill Be mre that—whafs its 
style, 

Your picture shall possess un grudged 

A place among my rank and file 
Of Ledas and what not—he judged 
Just as a picture I and (because 

I fear me much / scarce have bought 
A Titian) Master ButCs flaws 

Found thoe, will have the laugh flmvs 
ought / ’ 

LVl. 

So, with a scowl, it darkens door— 

This bulk—no longer I BiUi makes 
Prompt glad re-entry; there’s a score 
Of ofiths, as the good Farmer wakes 
From what must needs have lieen a trance, 
Or he had struck (he swears) to ground 
The bold bad mouth that dired advance 
Such doctrine the reverse of sound I 
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LVII. 

Was magic here ? Most hke! For, since, 
Somehow our aty’s faith grows still 
More and more lukewarm, and our Prince 
Or loses heart or wants the will 
To check increase of cold. ^'Fis ‘ Lwe 
And let hve / repie^s 

The Dissident I In shorty—ionttwe 
Cknstians must bear with Jews no /ess f ’ 

L\II1 

“The end seems, any Israelite 
Wants any picture,—pishes, poohs, 
I’urchases, hangs it full in sight 
In any chamber he may choose * 

In Chnst’s crown, one more thorn we me ’ 
In Mary's lx)som, one more sword ’ 

No, lv)y, you must not |xlt a Jew ’ 

O Lord, how long ? I low long, O Lord ? ’ 


EPIIOC.UE 

/xffrrot 

oi 5* otvov ^iXavos ApBocrfjuoi 

I. 

“The poets pour us wine—” 

Said the dearest poet' I ever knew. 
Dearest and greatest and Ixst to mt 
Toil clamour athirst for jxietry— 

We pour. “ But when shall i vintage hc'^ - 
You cry—“strong grape, squeezed gold 
from screw, 

Yet sweet juice, flavoured flowery fine? 

That were indeed the wine ’ 

II. 

One pours your cup—stark strength. 

Meat for a man ; and you eye the pulp 
Strained, turbid still, from the viscous ^ blocxl 
Of the snaky bough • and > ou grumble * ‘ Good ♦ 
For it swells resolve, breeds hardihood; 

Despatch it, then, in a single gulp’” 

So, down, with a wry face, goes at length 
The liquor • stuff for strength. 

* His wife See Mi's. Biowmng*s “ Wine of 
Cyprus,” ® Sticky. 


m. 

One pours your cup—sheer sweet, 

The fragrant fumes of a year condensed: 
Suspicion of all that’s npe or rathe, 
h rom the bud on branch to the grass in swathe ® 
“ We suck mere milk of the seasons,” saith 
A curl of each nostril—“dew, dispensed 
Nowise for nerving man to feat: 

Boys sip such honeyed sw ect I ” 

IV 

^nd thus who w'ants wine strong, 

Waves each sweet smell of the year away ; 
Who likes to swoon as the sweets suffiise 
Ills brain with a mivture of beams and dews 
Turned sy rupj drink rough strength eschews* 
“ Wliat though HI our veins your wme 
stock stay ? 

The lack of the bloom does our jialate wrong. 
Give us wine sweet, not strong ’ ’ 

V. 

Ytt wine IS—some affirm— 

Prime wint is found in the world some 
where, 

f)f potable strength with sweet to match 
You double jour heart its dose, jet catch — 
\s the draught descends—a viokt smatch. 
Softness—however it came there. 

Through drt>ps expressed bj the fire and 
w orm 

St rong sw eet w me ~ some affirm 
\ I. 

Body and Ixiuquet l>oth ? 

’Tis easy to ticket a Ixvttle so ; 

But what was the case in the cask, mj friends? 
Cask? Nay, the vat—where the maker 
mends 

Ills strong with his sweet (you suppose) and 
blends 

Ills rough with his smooth, till none can 
know 

How it comes joii may tipple, nothing loth, 
Body and Inviiquet both 

3 The line or ndge of glass thrown together 
by the scythe. 
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XXIV. 

And, liritnds, beyond dispute 
I too have the cowslips dewy and dear. 
Punctual as Springtide forth peep liiey : 

I leave them to make my meadow gay. 

But I ought to pluck and ini|x>uiid them, eh ? 

Not let them alone, but deftly shear 
And shred and reduce to—what may suit 
Children, beyond dispute ? 

XXV. 

And, here’s May-month, all bloom, 

All bounty : what if I sticnhce ? 

If I out with shears anti shear, nor stop 
Shearing till prostrate, lo, the crop? 

And will you prefer it to gingcr-jxip 
When Fve made yim wint of the memories 
Which leave as Uire as a <hiireh)ard tomb 
My meadow, late all bloom ? 

XXVI. 

Nay, what ingratitude 
Should I hesitate lo amuse the wits 
That have pulled so long at my flask, nor 
grudj^ed 

Tbeheadache that paid their pains, nor laidged 


From bunghole before they sighed and judged 
*‘Trx» rough for our taste, to-day, befits 
The racy and right when tlie years conclude I ’’ 
Out on ingratitude I 

XXVI I. 

(1 rateful or mgratc—none, 

No cowslip of all my fairy i rew 
Shall help to concoct what makes you wink 
And goes lo your head till you think you 
think ! 

I like them alive : the printer's ink 
Would sensibly tell r>ii the perfume too. 

I nia> use up my nettles, ere I’ve done ; 

But of cowshjis—tnends get none ! 

XXV III, 

Don’t nettles make a broth 

Wholesome for blood grown lazy and thick ? 
Maws out of starts make moutlis out of taste. 
My Thirty-tour I’ort - no need to waste 
On a longue that’s fur and a |>aUte—|iaste ! 
A magnum for friends who art sound I 
The sick *- 

I'll posset and cosset them, nothing loth, 
Henceforward with nettle broth ♦ 


♦ 







THE AGAMEMNON OF ^ESCUYLUS. 

1877- 


May I l>e permitted to chat a little, by way 
of recreation, at the end of a somewhsit toil- 
hotne and perhaps fruitless adventure ? 

If, Ixjcause of the immense fame of the 
following Tragedy, I wisht-d to acquaint my¬ 
self with it, and could only do si) by the help 
of a Imnslator, I should re^purc him to l)C 
literal at every' cost wive that of absolute 
violence to our language. The use of certain 
allowable constructions which, ha[?pening 
to be out of daily fevour, arc all the more 
appropriate to archaic workmanship, is no 
violence: but I would l)c tolerant for once,— 
in the case of so immensely famous an original, 
—of even a clumsy attempt to furnish me 
with the very turn of each phritse in as Greek 
a fcishion as English will bear ; while, with 
resfiect to amplifications and emlicllishments, 
—anything rather than, with the gixni farmer, 
experience that irmst signal of mortificati<»ns, 
“to‘ga|x; for/Kschyhis and get Theognis.’’ 
I should es|x:cially decline,—what may ap¬ 
pear to brighten up a mssage,—the employ¬ 
ment of a new word for s^nne old one— 


ancients; while, I sup[x)se, even modern 
scholarship synqxilhizes with lluit early de¬ 
claration of the redoubtable Salmasius, when, 
looking alioul for an example of the truly 
obscure fur liie lx.*nefit of those who found 
ol^urity in the siicrcd books, he protested 
that this particular play leaves them all be¬ 
hind in this rcsfx-ct, with their “Hebraisms, 
Syriasms, Hellenisms, and the whole of such 
Uag and baggage.^’^ For, over and above 
the pur|x>sed ambiguity of the Chorus, the 
text is sadly corrupt, probably inter[)o!ated, 
and certainly mutilateil ; and no unlearned 
|>crson enjoys the scholar’s privilege of trying 
his kincy iqion each obstacle wlienever he 
comes to a stopfiage, and effectually clearing 
the way by suppressing wliat seems to lie 
I in it. 

‘ All I can say ft>r the present jx;rformance 
' is, that I have done as 1 would be done by, 

^ if neeii were. Should anylKxly, without need, 
1 honour my translation by a comjiarison with 
‘ the original, I lx*g him to ol>serve that, 
^ ftillowing no editor exclusively, I keep to the 


irdm, or or WXos, with its congeners, | 

recurring four times in three lines: for though , 
such substitution may lx* in itself fierfecily ' 
justifiable, yet this exercise of ingenuity ought i 
to be within the comiKienec ol the imaidcd j 
English reader if he likes to sh(»w himself 
ingenious. Learning Greek teaches Greek, 
and nothing else; certainly not common semse, 
if that liave failed to precede the leaching. 
Further,—if I ol stained a mere strict bald, 
version of thing l>y thing, or at least word I 
pregnant with thing, I sliould liardly hxik for | 
an impossible transmission of the reputed j 
tnagnilcKtuence and sonority of the Greek;: 
ana this with the less regret, inasmuch as 
there is alnindant musicality elsewhere, but 
nowhere else than in his poem the ideas of 
the poet. And lastly, when pre.sented with 
these ideas, 1 should expect the result to 
prove very hard reading indeed if it were 
meant to resemble .^Es^ylus, <«) 

*‘not easy to understand/’ in the 
ofdnioa of his stoutest advocate among the! 


earlier readings so long as sense can be made 
out of them, but ilisregard, I ho|x:, little of 
inqxirtance in recent ciiticism so far as I 
have fallen in with it. Fortunately, the 
poorest translation, provided only it l>e faith¬ 
ful,—though it reproduce all the artistic con¬ 
fusion of tenses, inootls, and |)ersons, with 
which the original teems,—will not only 
suflice to display what an clixpient friend 
maintains to be the all-in-all of {wetry— 
“ the action of the piece”—^biit may help to 
illustrate his assurance that “the Greeks are 
the highest mixiels of expression, the unap¬ 
proached masters of the gmud style: their 
expression is so excellent because it is so 

* “Quis ASschylum }x>ssit a^marc Greece 
nunc scienti magis paterc explicabilem quani 
Evangelta aut Epistolas Apostolicos? Unus 
ejus Agamemnon obscuritaie su|>erat quantum 
est librorum sacronim cum suis Helmusiuis ct 
Syriasmis et lota Hellenisticie supellectilt vel 
farmgine.”— SAlmasius de HdknisHca^ Episu 
Dedic. 
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XXIV. 

Aad, Inends, beyond dispute 
I loo have the cowslips dewy and dear. 
Ihinctual as Springtide forth peep they : 

I leave them to make my meadow gay. 

But I ought to pluck and impound them, eh ? 

Not let them alone, but deftly shear 
And shred and reduce to—what may suit 
Children, beyond dispute ? 

XXV. 

And, here’s May-month, all bloom, 

All bounty ; what if I sacrifice ? 

If I out with shears and shear, nor stop 
Shearing till prostrate, lo, the croj)? 

And will you prefer it to ginger-pop 
When I’ve made you wine of the memories 
Which leave as i>are as a churciiyaid tomb 
My meadow, late all bloom? 

XXVI. 

Nay, what ingratitude 
Should I hesitate to amuse the wfils 
That have pulled so long at my fliisk, nor 
grudged 

The headache that paid their pains, nor budged 


From bunghole before they sighed and judged 
“Too rough for our taste, to-day, befits 
The racy and right when the years conclude I ” 
Out on ingratitude ! 

xxvn. 

Grateful or ingrate—none, 

No cowslip of all my fairy crew 
Shall help to concoct what makes you wink 
And goes lo your head till you think you 
think ! 

I like them alive : the printer’s ink 
Would sensibly tell on the j>erfutnc too. 

I may Use up my nettles, ere I’ve done; 

But of cowslips—friends get none ! 

xxvin. 

Ikm’t nettles make a broth 

Wholesome for blood grown lazy .and thick? 
Maws out of sorts make mouths out of taste. 
My Thirty-four Tort—no need It) waste 
On a longue that’s fur and a {mlate—iiaste ! 
A magnum for friends who arc sound ! 
The sick - 

ril posset and cosset them, nothing loth, 
Henceforward with nettle-broth ! 
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May I be permitted to chat a little, by way ^ 
of recreation, at the end of a somewhat toil¬ 
some and perhaps fruitless adventure? 

If, liecause of the immense fame of the 
following Tragedy, I washed to acejuaint my¬ 
self with it, and could only do so by the help 
of a translator, I should require him to Ixi 
literal at every cost save that of absolute 
\doIencc to our language. The use of certain 
allowable constructions which, hapjxming 
to be out of daily favour, are all the more 
appropriate to archaic workmanship, is no 
violence: but I would Ix' tolerant for once,— 
in die case of so immensely famous an original, 

•—of even a clumsy attempt to furnish me 
with the very tuin of each j>hrase in as Greek 
a fashion as English will bear: while, with 
re.S|>ect to ainjilifications and embellishments, 
—anything rather than, with the good farmei, 
experience that nu>st signal of mollifications, 
‘Uo'gape for/Ksrhylus and get Theognis.’* ^ 
1 should csixcially decline,—what ma} ap¬ 
pear to brighten up a passage,—the employ- ^ 
ment of a new word for some old one—> 
witPoSf or /afyas, or tAos, with Us congeners, | 
recurring four times in three lines: fur though 
such substitution may Ih! in itself perfectly 1 
justifiable, yet this cvcicise of ingenuity tnight, 
to lie witliin the competence of the unaided , 
English reader if he likes to show himself 
ingenious. Lc«irning Greek teaches Greek, 
and nothing else: certainly not comnum sense, 
if that have failed to precede the teaching. 
Further,—if I obtained a mere strict bald 
version of thing by thing, or at least w'oid | 
pregnant with tiling, I should liardly look for j 
an impossible transmission of tiie leputed 
magmlo<mence and sonority of the Greek; 


ancients; while, I supjruse, even modern 
scholarship symjxilhi?cs with that early de¬ 
claration of tile redoubtable Salmasius, when, 
hxiking alKiut for an example of the truly 
obscure for the benefit of those who found 
obscurity in the sacred books, he* protested 
that this particular play leaves them all be* 
hind in this resfiect, with their “ Hebraisms, 
S>riasms, Hellenisms, and the whole of such 
bag and baggage. For, over and above 
the purposed ambiguity of the Chorus, the 
text is vidly corrujit, probably interpolated, 
and certainly mutilated ; and no unlearned 
jxrson enjoys the scholar’s privilege of trying 
his fancy upon each obstacle w'henever he 
comes to a stopjjage, and effectually clearing 
tile way by suppressing wliat seems to lie 
in it. 

All I can say for the present performance 
is, that I have done as 1 would l>e done by, 
it need were. Should anylx)dy, without need, 
honour my translation by a com|xirison with 
the original, I Ixg him to observe that, 
following no editor exclusively, I keep to the 
earlier readings so long as sense can be made 
out of them, but disregmd, I hope, little of 
importance in recent ciiticism so far as I 
have fallen in with it. Fortunatcl>', the 
poorest tianslatkm, provided only it lx faith¬ 
ful,—though it reprcwiuce all the artistic con¬ 
fusion of tenses, moods, and persons, with 
which the original teems,—will not only 
suffice to display what an eloquent friend 
maintains to be the all-in-all of (xiclry— 
** the action of the piece —^but may help to 
illustrate his assurance that “the Greeks are 
the highest models of expression, the unap- 
i proached masters of the grand style *. their 


and this with the less regret, iuasniiich as | 
there is abundant musicality elsewhere, but | 
nowhere else than in his [x>em the ideas of 
the poet And lastly, when pre.sented with 
these ideas, I should expect the result to | 
prove very hard reading indeed if it were j 
meant to resemble /Eschylus, ov ^ 

“ not easy to understand,” in the 
opinion of his stoutest advocate among the 


expression is so excellent because it is so 

^ “Quis ^vsehyium [xissit affirmare Gtaece 
nunc scienti rnagis patere explicabilem quam 
Evangeha aut Epstolas Apostolicas? Unus 
cjus Agamemnon obscuritaie superat quantum 
est librorum sacrorum cum sms Hebraismis et 
Syriasmis et lota Hellenistiem su[)ellcctili vel 
farragine.”— SalmasiUS de Jlellenistka, Epist, 
Dedic. 
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admirably kept in its right degree of pronu* 
nence, b^use it is so simple and so well sub¬ 
ordinated, because it draws its force directly 
from the pregnancy of the matter which it 
conveys . . . not a word wasted, not a 
sentiment capriciously thrown in, stroke on 
stroke ! ’* ^ So may all happen ! 

Just a word more on the subject of my 
spelling—in a transcript from the Greek and 
there exclusively—Greek names and places 
precisely as does the Greek author, I began 
this practice, with great innocency of inten¬ 
tion, some six-and-thirty years ago. Leigh 
Hunt, I remember, was accustom^ to speak 
of his gratitude, when ignorant of Greek, to 
those writers (like Goldsmith) who had 
obliged him by using English characters, so 
that he might relish, for instance, the smooth 
quality of such a phrase as “hapalunetai 
galene;” he said also that Shelley was 
indignant at “Firenze” having displaced 
the Dantesque “Fiorenza,^^ and would con¬ 
temptuously English the intruder “ Firence.” 
I supposed I was doing a simple thing enough: 
but there has been till lately much astonish¬ 
ment at os and at and oiy representing 
the same letters in Greek. Of a sudden, 
however, whether in translation or out of it, 
everylxidy seems committing the offence, 
although the adoption of u for v still presents 
such difficulty that it is a wonder how we 
have hitherto escaped “ Eyripides.” But 
there existed a sturdy Briton who, Ikm Jonson 
informs us, wrote “ The Life of the Emperor 
Anthony Pie ”—whom we now acquiesce in 
as Antoninus Pius: for “with time and 
patience the mulberry leaf becomes satin.” 
Yet there is, on all sides, much profession 
of respect for wliat Keats called “vowelled 
Greek ”—“ consonanted,” one would expect; 
and, in a criticism up^jn a late admirable 
translation of something of my own, it was 
deplored that, in a certain verse correspemd- 
ing in measure to the fourteenth of Uie sixth 
Pythian Ode, “ neither Professor Jeflo in his 
Greek, nor Mr. Browning in his English, 
could emulate that matchlessly musical ydpov 

KdWiirroy Now, undoubtedly, 

^‘Seeing her son the fairest of men” has 
more sense than sound to boast of: but then, 
would not an Italian roll us out “ Rimimndo 
il figfiuolo bellissimo degli uomini! ” whereat 
Piimar, no less than Professor Jebb and Mr. 
Brownii^ rptaicr^pos 

t Poems fy Mattkm Arnoldy Preface. 


It is recorded in the annals of Art* that 
there was once upon a time, practising so fer 
north as Stockholm, a jminter and picture- 
cleaner—sire of a less imhappy son—Old 
Muytens : and the annalist, Baron de Tesse, 
has not concealed his profound dissatisfaction 
at Old Muytens’ conceit “to have himself 
had something to do with the work of what¬ 
ever master of eminence might pass through 
his hands.” Whence it was,—the Baron 
goes on to deplore,—that much detriment 
was done to that excellent piece “The 
Recognition of Achilles,” by Rubens, through 
the perversity of Old Muytens, “who must 
needs take on him to beautify every nymph 
of the twenty by the bestowment of a widened 
eye and an enlarged mouth.” I, at least, 
have left eyes and mouths everywhere as I 
found them, and this conservatism is all that 
claims praise for—what is, after all, dKi\€v<rro$ 
dfjLLoOosdoi 5 d. No, neither “uncommanded” 
nor “ unrewarded: ” since it was commanded 
of me by my venerated friend Thomas Carlyle, 
and rewarded will it indeed liecome if I am 
permitted to dignify it by the prefatory inser¬ 
tion of his dear and noble name. R. B. 

Lundon : Oi tober ir/, 1877. 
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Warder. 

Choren of Old Men. 

Kr.U'I AIMNfrSTRA. 
d'ALTHUBios, Herald. 
Aoamkmnon. 

K ASS A NOR A. 

Ajgjsthos. 

WARDER. 

The gods I lisk deliverance from these 
lalx)urs, 

Watch of a year’s length whereby, slumbering 
through it 

On the Atreidai’s roofs on ellxiw,—dog-like— 
I know of nightly star-groups the assemblage, 
And those that bring to men winter and 
summer 

® iMtrts d tin jtune PrincCy traduites du 
Su^dois. 


THE AGAMEMNON OF AJSCHYLGg 


513 


Blight dynasty as they pride them in the^ 
aether 

—Stars, when they wither, and the uprisings 
of them. 

And now on ward I wait the torch’s token, 
The glow of fire, shall bring from Troia 
message 

And word of capture: so prevails audacious 
The man’s-w.ay-planiiing lioping hairt of 
Woman. 

But when I, driven from night-rest, dew- 
drenched hold to 

This couch of mine—not looked upxm by 
visions, 

Since fear instead of sleep still stands Ixjside 
me. 

So as that fast I fix in sh'cp no eyelids— 

And when to sing or chirp a tune I fancy, 

For slumfxjr such song-remedy infusing, 

I wail then, for this House’s fortune groaning. 
Not, as of old, after the best ways governed. 
Now, lucky l)c deliverance from these lalxairs, 
At go(Kl news -the apjxiaring dusky fire ! 

0 hail, lliou lamp of niglit, a day-long 
lightness 

Revealing, and of dances the oidaimueni ! 
Hall<K>, halhx)! 

To Agamemnon’s wife I show, by shouting, 
That, from IkhI starting u[) at once, i’ the 
household 

Joyous acclaim, good-omened to this torch- 
blazc. 

She send aloft., if haply IIumi’s city 
Be taken, as the beacon boasts announcing. 
Ay, and, for me, myself will dance a pre¬ 
lude. 

For, lliat my masters’ dice drop right. I’ll 
reckon : 

Since thrice-six has it thrown to me, this 
signal. 

Well, may it hap that, as he comes, the 
loved hand 

O’ the household’s hml T may sustain' with 
this hand! 

As for the rest, I’m mute: on tongue a 
big ox 

Has trodden. Yet this House, if voice it 
take should, 
voi:. ji. 


Most plain would speak. So, willing I 
myself speak 

To those who know ; to who know not-^ '’’m 
blankness. 

CHOROS. 

The tenth year this, since Priamos’greatmatch. 
King Menclaos, iVgamemnon King, 

'I'hc strenuous yoke-pair of the Atreidai’s 
honour 

Two-throned, two-sceptred, whereof Zeus 
was donor— 

Did from this land the aid, the armament 
despatch, 

The thousand-sailored force of Argives 
clamouring 

‘*Ares” from out the indignant breast, as 
fling 

Passion forth vultures which, because of grief 
Away, - as are their young ones,—with the 
thief, 

Lofty al>ove their bn xkI- nests wheel in ring, 
How round and round with oar of either 
wing, 

lament the lx.*dded cliicks, lost labour that 
was love : 

Which healing, one above 
-Whether A|X)ll<)n, Pan or Zeus—that wail, 
Sharp piercing bird-shriek of the guests who 
fare 

Housemates with gods in air— 

Suchanone sends, against who these assail, 
What, late-sent, shall not fail 
Of punishing—I^rinus. Here as there, 

The Guardian of the (iuest, Zeus, the excel¬ 
ling one, 

Sends against Alexandros either son 
Of Atreus: for that wife, the many-husbanded, 
Ap|X)inling many a tug tliat tries the limb, 
While the knee plays the prop in dust, while, 
shred 

I To morsels, lies the spear-sliaft; in those grim 
; Marriage-prolusions when their Fury wed 
Danaoi and Troes, both alike. All’s said : 
Things are where things are, and, as fiite has 
willed, 

So shall tliey be fiilfilled. 

Not gently-grieving, not just doling out 

2 R 
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iThc drops of expiation—no, nor tears dis¬ 
tilled— 

Shall he we know of bring the hard about 

To soft—that intense ire 

At those mock rites unsanctified by fire. 

But we pay nought here: through our flesh, 
age-weighed. 

Left out from who gave aid 
In that day,—we remain, 

Staying on staves a strength 
The equal of a child’s at length. 

For when young marrow in the breast doth 
reign, 

That*s the old man’s match,—Ares out of 
place 

In either ; but in oldest age’s case, 

Foliage a-fading, why, he wends his way 
On three feet, and, no stronger than a child, 
Wanders about gone wild, 

A dream in day. 

But thou, Tundareus’ daughter, Khitaim- 
nestra queen, 

What need? What new'?* What having 
heard or seen, 

By what announcement’s tidings, everywhere 
Settest thou, round al)out, the sacrifice 
a-flare ? 

For, of all gods the city-swaying, 

Those supernal, those infernal, 

Those of the fields’, those of the mart’s 
obeying,— 

The altars blaze with gifts ; 

And here and there, heaven-high the torch 
uplifts 

Flame—medicated with persuasions mild, 
With foul admixture unbeguiled— 

Of holy unguent, from the clottcc^hrism 
Brought from the palace, safe in M abysm. 
Of these things, speaking what may be indeed 
Both possible and lawful to concede. 

Healer do thou become!—of this solicitude 
Which, now, stands plainly forth of evil mood, 
And» then • . . but from oblations, hope, 
to-day 

Gracious appearing, wards away 
From soul the insatiate care, 

The sorrow at my breast, devouring there! 


Empowered am I to sing 

The omens, what their force which, journeying, 

Rejoiced the potentates: 

(For still, from God, inflates 
My breast song-suasion: age, 

Bom to the business, still such war can wage) 
—How the fierce bird against the Teukris land 
I>espatched, with spear and executing hand, 
The Achaian’s two-throned empery — o’er 
Hellas’ youth 

Two rulers with one mind: 

The birds’ king to these kings of ships, on 
high, 

—The black sort, and the sort that’s white 
l)ehiud,— 

Appearing by the palace, on the spear-throw 
side, 

In right sky-regions, visible far and wide,— 
Devouring a hare-creature, great with young, 
Baulked of more racings they, as she from 
whom they sprung! 

Ah, Linos,^ say—ah, Linos, song of wail! 
But may the good prevail! 

The prudent aimy-prophet seeing two 
The Atreidai, two their lenqjcrs, knew 
Those feasting on the hare 
The armament-conductors were ; 

And thus he s[X)ke, cxplaijiing signs in view. 
“In time, this outset takes the town of 
Priamos; 

But all Ixjfore its towers,—the people’s wealth 
that was, 

Of flocks and herds,—-as sure, sliall l)ooty- 
sharing thence 

Drain to the dregs away, by battle violence. 
Only, have care lest grudge of any god dislurl) 
With cloud the unsullied shine of that great 
force, the curb 
Of Troia, struck with damp 
Beforehand in the camp! 

I'or envyingly is 
The virgin Artemis 

Toward—her father’s flying hounds—this 
House— 

The sacrificers of the piteous 

' Taught Hercules music. 
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And cowering beast, 

Brood and all, ere the birth: she hates the 
eagles* feast* 

Ah, Linos, say—ah, Linos, song of wail! 

But may the good prevail! 

Thus ready is the beauteous one with help | 
To those small dewdrop-lhings fierce lions! 

whelp, j 

And udder-loving litter of each brute | 

That roams the mead; and therefore makes | 
she suit, ' 

The fair one, for fulfilment to the end j 

Of things these signs portend— 

Which partly smile, indeed, but partly scowl— 
The phantasms of the fowl. 

I call leios Paian ^ to avert 
She work the Danaoi hurt 
By any thwarting wafturcs, long and fast 
Holdings from sail of ships : 

And sacrifice, another than the last. 

She for herself precipitate— 

Something unlawful, feast for no man’s 
lips, 

Builder of quarrels, with the House cognate - 
Having in awe no husljand : for remains 
A frightful, backward-darting in (ho path, 
Wily house-keeping chronicler t)f wTatli, 

That has to punish that old children’s fate! ” 
Such things did Kalchas,—with abundant 
gains 

As well,—vociferate, 

Predictions from the birds, in journeying, 
Aljove the alK)de of cither king. 

With these, symphonious, sing-- 

Ah, Linos, say- ah, Idnos, suitg of wail! 

But may the gotxl prevail! 

Zeus, whosoe’er he lx*,—if that express 
Aught dear to him on whom I call— 

So do I him address. 

I cannot liken out, by all 
Admeasurement of jxiwers, 

Any but Zeus for refuge at such hours. 

If veritably needs I must 
From ofl* my soul its vague care-burthen 
thrust. 

J Apollo, 


Not—whosoever was the great of yore, 
Bursting to bloom with bravery all round— 

Is in our mouths: he was, but is no more. 
And who it was that after came to be, 

Met the thrice-throwing wrestler,—he 
Is also gone to ground. 

But “Zeus”—if any, heart and soul, that 
name — 

Shouting the triumph-praise—proclaim, 
Complete in judgment shall that man be 
found. 

Zeus, who leads onward mortals to h)e wise, 
Apix>!nts that suffering mastcrfldly teach. 

In sleep, before the heart of each, 

A woe-remembering travail sheds in dew 
Discretion,—ay, and melts the unwilling too 
By what, perchance, may lx a graciousness 
Of gocls, cnforcetl no less,— 

As they, commanders of the crew, 

Assume the awful se.at. 

And then the old leader of the Acliaian fleet, 
Disparaging no s<‘er- 

With Ixited breath to suit misfortune’s inrush 
here 

-(What time it laboured, that Achaian host, 
By stay from sailing,—every pulse at length 
l’'m[)tied of vital strength,— 

Hard over Kalcliis shure-lxmnd, currcnt-crost 
In Aulis station,—while the winds which 
post 

From Strumon, ill-delayers, fiimine-fraught, 
Tempters of man to sail where harbourage is 
naught, 

Spendthrifts of ships and cables, turning time 
To twice the length,—these carded, by delay, 
To less and less away 
[ The Argeians’ flowery prime : 

And when a remedy more grave and grand 
Than aught before,—yea, for the storm and 
dearth,—- 

The prophet to the foremost in command 
Shrieked fo/th, as cause of this 
Adducing Artemis, 

So that the Alreidai striking staves on earth 
Could not withhold the tear)— 

Then did the king, the elder, speak this 
clear. 
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** Heavy tlie fete, indeed,—to disobey ! 

Y^ heavy if my child I slay, 

The adornment of my household; with the 
tide 

Of virgin^slaughter, at the altar*side, 

A fether’s hands defiling: which the way 
Without its evils, say? 

How shall I turn flcet-fiigitive, 

Failing of duty to allies ? 

Since for a wind-abating sacrifice 
And virgin blood,—*tis right they strive. 
Nay, madden with desire. 

Well may it work them—this that they re¬ 
quire!” 


But when he underwent necessity’s 
Yoke-trace,—from soul blowing unhallowed 
change 

Unclean, abominable, — thence — another 
man — 

The audacious mind of him began 
Its wildest range. 

For tliis it is gives mortals hardihood - 
Some vice-devising miserable mood 
Of madness, and first woe of all the brood. 
The sacrificer of his daughter—strange!— j 

He dared l^ecome, to expedite } 

Woman-avenging warfare,- anchors weighed 
With such prelusive rite ! | 

! 


Prayings and callings Father —nauglit they 
made 

Of these, and of the virgin-age,— 

Captains heart-set on war to wage 1 
His minislrants, vows done, the father liade— • 
Kid-like, above the altar, swathed in pall, | 
Take her—lift high, and have no fear at 


all, 

Head-downward, and the fair mouWs guard 
And frontage hold,—press hard 
From utterance a curse against the House 
By dint of bit—violence bridling sj^eech. 
And as to ground her saffron-vest she .shed, 
She smote the sacrificers all and each 
With arrow sweet and piteous, 

From the eye only sped,— 

Significant of will to use a word, 

|n$t as in pictures: ranee, full many a time. 


In her sire’s guest-hall, by the well-heaped 
board 

Had she made music,—lovingly with chime 
Of her chaste voice, that unpolluted thing, 
Honoured the third libation, — paian that 
should bring 

Good fortune to the sire she loved so well. 

What followed—tliose things I nor saw nor 
tell. 

But Kalchas’ arts,—wliatc’er they indicate,— 
Miss of fulfilment never : it is fete. 

True, justice makes, in sufferers, a desire 
To know the future woe preponderate. 

But—^hear liefore is need ? 

To that, farewell and welcome ! ’tis the same, 
indeed, 

As grief lieforeband; clearly, part for part, 
Conformably to Kalchas’ art, 

Shall come the event. 

And 1)C they as they may, things subse< juenl, - 
\\Tiat is to do, prosperity Wtide 
E’en as we wish it!—we, the next allied, 
Sole guarding biirrier of the Apian land. 

I am come, reverencing power in thee, 

O KluUimnestra! For ’tis just we bow 
To the ruler’s wife, -the male-seat inaii- 
licreaved. 

But if thou, having heard good news,—or 
none,— 

For g<HR] news’ hojie dost sacrifice thus wide, 
I would hear gladly: art thou mute,—no 
grudge ! 


KLUTAIMNESTRA. 

G(KKi-nt‘Ws-announcer, may--as is the by- 
wtird— 

Morn liecome, truly,—news from Night his 
mother! 

But thou shah learn )oy }xist all ho}re. of 
hearing. 

Prfemas’ city have the Argeioi taken. 


CHORDS. 

How sayesi ? Hie word, from want of kith, 
cscajxxl me. 
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KtUTAIMNESTRA. 

Troia the Achaioi hold: do I speak plainly ? 

CHOROS. 

Joy overcreej^s me, calling forth the tear-drop. 
kmjtaimnkstra. 

Right ! for, that glad thou art, thine eye 
convicts thee. 

CIIOROS. 

For—what to thee, t)f all this, trusty token? 
KLUTAIMNESTRA. 

What’s here! how else ? unless the god have 
cheated. 

cirokos. 

Haply thou flattering shows of dreams re- 
sj)ectest ? 

Ki.in aimnrstra. 

No fancy would I take of s^ml slcep-burlhcne<]. 
cnoK(^s. 

Hut has there ])ulted ihee up siUiie unwingcd 
omen ? 

KLtTrAlMNRS'IRA. 

As a young maid’s uiy mind lluni mockest 
grossly. 

CIIOROS, 

Well, at whallimewas -even s,tcked, the city? 
KMJTAIMNESTRA. 

Of this same mother Night—the dawn, I tell 
thee. 

CHORDS. 

And who of ntessengers couki reach this 
swiftness ? 

klhtaimnkstka. 

T lephaistos^ - sending a bright blaze from Ide. 
Ikacon did l>eacon send, from fire the poster. 
Hitherward: Ide to the rock llermaian 
Of I.^mnos: and a third great torch o’ the 
island 

Zeus’ scat received in turn, the Athoansummit, 
t Vulcan s festival 


And,—so upsoaring as to stride sea over, 

The strong lamp-voyager, and all for joyance— 
Did the gold-glorious splendour, any sun like, 
Pass on— the pine-tree—to Makistos* watch- 
place ; 

Who did not,—tardy,—caught, no wits alx)ut 
him, 

By sleep,--decline his iX)rtion of the missive. 
And far the l>eacon’s light, on stream Euripos 
Arriving, made aware Messapios’ warders, 
And up they lit in turn, played herald onwards, 
Kindling with flame a heap of grey old 
heather. 

And, strengthening still, the lamp, decaying 
nowise. 

Springing o’er Plain Asopos,—full-moon- 
fashion 

Effulgent,—tow'ard the crag of Mount Kit- 
hairon, 

Roused a new rendering-up of fire the escort— 
And light, far escort, lacked no recognition 
O’ the guard—as burning more than burnings 
told yon. 

And over Lake Goigopis light went leaping, 
And, at Mount Aigiplanktos siife arriving, 
Enforced the law—“to never stint the fire- 
stuft'.” 

And they send, lighting up with ungnidged 
vigoui, 

Of flanie a huge beard, ay, the very foreland 
So as to St like alwve, in burning onward, 
The hK>k-out which commands the Strait 
Saronic. 

Then did it dart until it reached the outiX)St 
Mount Arachnaios here, the city’s neighbour; 
And then darts to this rtx>f of the Atrekhi 
This light of ide’s fire not unfore&thered! 
Such arc llie rules prescril>ed the flanil)eau- 
bearers: 

He lieats that’s first and als^> last in running. 
Such is the proof and token I declare thee, 
My husUind having sent me news from Troia. 

CHOROii, 

The g^xls, indeeil, anon will I i>ray, woman ! 
Hut now, these words to hciir, and sate my 
wonder 

j Thoroughly, I am fein—if twice thou tell them. 
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KLUTAtMNESTRA. j 

Troia do the Achaiol hold, this same day. | 
f think a noise—no mature—reigns i* the | 
dty. I 

Sour wine and unguent pour thou in one 
vessel— 

Standers-apart, not lovers, wouldst thou style 
them: 

And so, of captives and of coi)(|ueiors, imrl- 
wise 

The voices arc to hear, of fortune diverse. i 

For those, indeed, upon the Ixxlies prostrate | 

Of husbands, brothers, children ujion ixifenis ^ 
—The old men, from a throat that’s free no 
longer, 

Shriekingly wail the <lealh-doom of their 
dearest: 

While these—the after-battle hungry lalKmr, 
Which prompts night-faring, marshals tht;m 
to breakfast 

On the town’s store, according to no billet 
Of sharing, but as each drew lot of fortune. 
In the spear-captured Troic habitations 
House they alrea<ly: from the frosts upicthral 
And dews delivered, will they, luckless 
creatures, 

Without a watch to keep, slumlx;r all night 
through. 

And if they fear the gods, the city-guarders, 
And the gods’ structures of the con<|ucred 
country. 

They may not—capturers—soon in turn l>e 
captive. 

But see no prior lust befall the army 
To sack things sacred—by gain-cravings 
vanquished 1 

For there needs homeward the return’s salva¬ 
tion, ^ 

To round the new limb Ixick o* the double 
race-course. 

And guilty to the gods if came the army, 
Awakened up the sorrow of those slaughtered 
Might be—should no outbursting evils hap¬ 
pen* 

But may good beat—no turn to see i’ the 
balance! 

ijSWor, many Ijenefits I W'ant the gain of. 


CHOROS. 

Woman, like prudent man thou kindly 
speakest. 

And I, thus having heard thy trusty tokens, 
The gods to rightly hail forthwith prepare me j 
For, grace that must be {xiid has crowned 
our labours. 

O Zeus the king, and friendly Night 
Of these brave l) 0 ()ns bestower— 

Thou who didst fling on Tioia’s every tower 
The o’er-roofing snare, that neither great 
thing might, 

Nor any of the young ones, overpass 
Captivity’s great sweep-net—one and all 
Of Ate held in thrall I 

Ay, Zeus I fear—-the guest’s friend great— 
who was 

The doer of this, and long since bent 
The lx)w on Alexandros with intent 
That neither wade o’ the while 
Nor o’er the stars the foolish dan should light. 
The stroke of Zeus—they have it, as men say ! 
This, at least, from the source track forth we 
may ! 

As he ordained, so has he done. 

“ No”—siiid st)me()ne 

‘*The gods think fit to care 

Nowise for mortals, such 

xVs those by whom the go(xl and fair 

Of things denied their touch 

Is trampled ! ” but he was profane. 

That they do care, has been made plain 
To offspring of the over-lxdd, 

Outbreathing “ Arcs ” greater than is just— 
Houses that spill with more than they can hold, 
More than is best for man. Be man’s what 
must 

Keep harm off, so that in himself he find 
j Sufficiency—the well-endowed of mind ! 

For there’s no bulwark in man’s wealth to him 
Who, through a surfeit, kicks—into the dim 
And disappearing--Kight’vS great altar. 

Yes-- 

It urges him, the sad persuasiveness, 

Ate’s insufferable child that schemes 
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Treason beforehand; and all cure is vain. 

It is not hidden : out it glares again, 

A light dreaddamping-mischief, just as gleams 
The Imdncss of the bronze ; 

Through rubbing, puttings to the touch, 
Black-clotted is he, judged at once. 

He seeks—'the boy—a flying bird to clutch, 
The insufferable brand 
Setting upon the city of his land 
Whereof not any g<jd hears prayer; 

While him who brought alx>iit such evils 
there, t 

Tliat unjust man, the g<xl in grapple throws. 
Such an one, Paris goes 
Within the Atreidai’s house— 

Shamed the guest’s lx)ard by roblxjry of the 
spouse. 

And, leaving to her townsmen throngs 
a-spread 

With shields, and &|X’ar-lhrusts of sea-arma* 
incnt, 

And bringing Ilion, in a dowry’s stead, 
Destruction—swiftly through the gates she 
went, 

Daring the uudareable. But many a groan 
outbroke 

From prophets of the House as thus they 
spfjke. 

“ Woe, woe the House, the House and 
Rulers,—woe 

The marriage-lK.‘d and dints 
A husband’s love imjmnts ! 

There she stands silent! meets n<»honour—no 
Shame—sweetest still to see of things gone 
long ago ! 

xVnd, through desire of (me across the main, 

A ghost will seem within the house to reign: 
And hateful to the huslrand is the grace 
Of well-shaped statues: from—in place of 
eyes 

Those blanks—all Aphrodite dies. 

“ But dream-appearing mournful fantasies— 
There they stand, bringing grace that’s vain. 
For vain ’tis, when brave things one seems 
to view j 

The fantasy has floated off, hands through ; 


Gone, that appearance, — nowise left to 
creep,— 

On wings, the servants in the paths of sleep I” 
Woes, then, in household and on hearth, are 
such 

As these—and woes surpassing these by 
much. 

But not these only : everywhere— 

For those who from the land 
Of Hellas issued in a band, 

Sorrow, the heart must l>ear. 

Sits in the home of each, conspicuous there. 
Many a circumstance, at least, 

Touches the very breast. 

For those 

Whom any sent away,—he knows : 

And in the live man’s stead, 

Armour and ashes reach 
The house of each. 

For Ares, gold-exchanger for the dead, 

And balance-holder in the fight o’ the spear, 
Due-weight from Ilit>n sends — 

What moves the tear on tear — 

A charred scrap to the friends: 

I'illing with well-]3acked ashes every um, 

For man—that was—the sole return. 

And they groan—praising mucii, the while, 
Now this man as experienced in the strife, 
Now that, fallen nobly on a slaughtered pile, 
Because of—not his own—another’s wife. 

But tilings there l>e, one barks, 

When no man harks : 

A surreptitious grief that’s grudge 
Against the Atrcidai who first sought the judge. 
But some there, round the rampart, have 
In Ilian earth, each one his grave : 

All fair-formed as at birth, 

It hid them—what they have and hold—the 
hostile earth. 

And big with anger goes the city’s word, 

And pays a debt by public curse incurred. 
And ever with me—as about to hear 
A something night-involved—remains my 
fear: 

Since of the many-slayers—not 
Uuwatching are the gods. 
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llie Us^ ErilitMSjs, at dii<? |>enods— 
gains tbe lot 

Of fortune with no right— 

Him, by life’s strain and stress 
Back^againdjcaten from success, 

They strike blind; and among the out-of-sight 
For who has got to l)e, avails no might. 

The being praised outrageously 

Is grave, for at the eyes of such an one 

Is launched, from Zeus, the thunder-stone. 

Therefore do I decide 

For so much and no more prosperity 

Than of his envy {hisses imespied. 

Neither a city-sacker would I l>c% 

Nor life, myself by others captive, see. 

A swift rcfjort has gone our city througlj. 
From fire, the g<x>d-news messenger : if true, 
Who knows ? Or is it not a gtxl-scnt lie ? 
Who is so childish and deprived of sense 
That, having, at announcements of the flame 
Thus novel, felt his own heart fired thereby, 
He then sliali at a change of evidence, 

He worsted just the ? 

It is conspicuous in a woman’s nature, 
before its view to take a grace for granted ; 
Too trustful, --on her lx»undar)', usurpature 
Is swifily made; 

But swiftly, t(K), dccaye<l, 

The glory perishes by woman vaunted. 

KLUTAIMNKSTRA. 

Soon shall we know-—of tVvese light-Ijcaririg 
torches, 

And beacons and exchanges, fire with fire— 
If they are true, indeed, or if, dream-fiishion, 
This gladsome light came and deceived our 
judgment. 

Yon herald from the shore I see, o’ers|||dowed 
With boughs of olive: dust, mud’s thirsty 
brother, 

Close neighlx>urs on Im garb, thus testify me 
That neither voiceless, nor yet kindling for 
thee 

Mdhntain-wood-flame, shall he explain liy 
fire>smoke: 

^ But ddier tell out more the joyance, speak¬ 
ing* .. . ' , 


Word contrary to which, 1 aught but love it 1 
For may good be—to good that’s known- 
appendage I 

CHOROS. 

Whoever prays fur aught else to this city 
—May he himself reap fruit of hismind’serror! 

HERALD. 

I 11a, my forefathers’ soil of earth Argeian I 
t Thee, in this year's tenth light, am I rc> 
turned to— 

Of many broken hojKjs, on one hoj)© chancing; 
For never prayal I, in this earth Argeian 
Dying, to share my^jart in tomb the dearest. 
Now, hail thou earth, and hail thou also, sun¬ 
light, 

And Zeus, the country’s lord, and king the 
lAUhian 

1‘rnm lx>\\ no longer urging at us arrows ! 
Knuugh, lieside Skamandros, cam’st thou 
adverse: 

Now', contrary, l>e siiviuur thou and healer, 

O king AfKiHon 1 And gods conquest-grant- 

All—1 invoke loo, and my tutelary 
Hermes, dear herald, heraUls* veneration, -- 
.And IlcrtK‘s our forthsenders,—friendly, once 
more 

The army tt> receive, the war-bjx*ar’s leavings! 
Ha, mansions of my monarchs, r(x>fs lieloved, 
And aw ful seals, and deities sun-fronting— 
Receive with jwmp your monarch, long time 
absent! 

For he comes bringing light in night time to 
you, 

In common with all these—king Agamemnon. 
But kindly greet him—for clear shows your 
duty— 

Who has dug under Troia w ith the mattock 
Of Zeus the Avenger, whereby plains are out- 
ploughed, 

Altars unrecognizable, and gods’ shrines, 
And the whole land’s seed thoroughly has 
perished. 

And such a yoke-strap having cast round 
Troia, 

Hie elder king Atreides, happy man—he 
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Conies to be bononred, worthiest of what 
mortals 

Now are« Nor Paris nor the accomplice- 
city 

Out vaunts their deed as more than they are 
done-by: 

For, in a suit for rajxi and theft found guilty, 

I le missed of plunder and, in one destruction, 
Fatherland, house and home has mowed to 
atoms: 

Debts the Priamidai have paid twice over. 

CHOROS, 

Hail, lierjild from the army of Achaians! 

IIKRALl). 

1 hail:—to die, will gainsay gods no longer! 

CHOROS 

I j>VG of this fatherland did exercise thee ? 
HKRAl 1). 

Ni that I >\cep, at least, with joy, m> eyes full. 
CHORDS. 

What,ofthisgracious sickness were ycgamers? 
HKRAU). 

How now? instructed, I tliis speech shall 
master. 

< HOROS. 

For those who loved you back, with longing 
stricken. 

IIRRAU). 

This land yearned for the yearning army, 
say’st thou? 

CHORDS, i 

So as to set me oft, from dark mind, groaning. 

HRRALl), 

Whence came this ill mind hatred to the 
army ? 

CHORDS. 

Of old, I use, for mischiefs phj^ic, silence. 
HERALD. 

And how, the chiefs away, did you fear any ? 


CHOROS. 

So that now, —late thy word,—much joy were 
—dying! 

HERALD. 

For well have things been worked out: tibese, 

—in much time, 

Some of them, one might say, had luck in 
felling, 

While some were faulty: since who, gods 
exce[>ted, 

Goes, through the whole time of his life, un- 
grieving ? 

P'or lal^mrs should I tell of, and bad lodg¬ 
ments, 

Narrow deckways ill-strewn, loo,—what the 
day’s woe 

We did not groan at getting for our portion ? 

As for land-tilings, again, on went more 
hatred! 

Since l>eds w^ere ours hard by the foemen’s 
ramjxirls, 

And, out of heaven and from the earth, tht 
meadow 

Dews kept a-sprinkle, an abiding damage 
Of vestures, making hair a wild-beast matting. 
Winter, too, if one told of it—bird-slaying— 
Such as, unliearable, Idaian snow brought— 

Or heat, when waveless, on its noontide 
couches 

\Vithout a wind, the sea would slumber felling 
—Why must one mourn these? O’er and 
gone is laUiur: 

O'er and gone is it, even to those dead ones, 

So that no more again they mind uprising. 

Why must we tell in numbers those deprived 
ones, 

And the live man be vexed with fate's fresh 
outbieak ? 

Rather, I bid full farewell to misfortunes I 
For us, the left from out the Argeian army. 

The gain lieats, nor does sorrow counter 
balance. 

So that 'tis fitly boasted of, this sunlighfj 
By us, o’er sea and land the aery flyers, * 

“ Troia at last taking, the Ixind of Argives 
Hang up such trop^iies to the gods of ^ i 
Hellas 
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Within their domes—new glory to grow 
andeii^t I” 

Sttch things men having heard must praise 
the city 

And army-leaders: and the grace which 
wrought them— 

Of Zeus, shall honoured l»e. Thou hast my 
whole word. 

CHOROS. 

Overcome l>y words, their sejiso I do not gain¬ 
say. 

For, aye this breeds youth in the i>ki—“ to 
learn well.” 

But these things most the house and Klutaim- 
nestra 

Concern, ’tis likely: while they make me 
rich, too. 

KLUTAIMNKSTRA, ! 

I shoutetl long ago, indeed, for joyance, , 

Wlien came that first night-mesMmgor of fire 
Proclaiming IHon’s capture and dispersion. 
Aitd someone, girding me, said, ‘‘Thnmgh 
fire-bearers ' 

Persuaded—Troia to lie sacke<l now, thinkest ? 
Truly, the woman’s way,—high to lift heart 
up I” 

By such words I was nuule seem wit- 
bewildered : 

Yet still I sacrificed; and, — female-song 
with,— 

A shout one man and other, through the city, 
Set up, congratulating in the gods’ seats, 
Soothing the incense-eating flame right 
fragrant 

And now, what’s more, indeed, why nced’sl 
thou tell me? _ 

I of the king himself shall learn tl^ whole 
won!: 

And,—as may liest l>c,—I my revered husliand 
Shall hasten, as be comes iKick, to receive: 
for— 

What’s to a wife sweeter to see than this light 
iHet husband, by the gexi saved, l/ack from 
warfare) 

So a» to open gates ? This tell my husband— 
^ To come at soonest to his loving city. 


A fiiithful wife at home may he find, coming 1 
Such an one as he left—the dog o’ the house¬ 
hold— 

Trusty to him, adverse to the ill-minded, 
And, in all else, the same : no signet-impress 
Having done harm to, in that time’s duration. 

I know nor pleasure, nor blameworthy con¬ 
verse 

With any other man more than --bronze- 
dippings ! 

HERAl D. 

Such Iniast as this —brimful of the veracious— 
Is, for a high-born dame, not l>a<l to send 
forth! 

ciroRos. 

Ay, she spoke thus to thee—that hast a 
knowledge 

From clear intcrpieters - a speech most 
seemly. 

But speak thou, herald ! Mencicos I ask of: 
If )u*, leturnirig, Uu'k in safety also 
Will come with )ou—this land’s lielovcd 
chieftain ? 

HKRAI.D. 

There’s no way I might siiy things false aiul 
j>iea.sirnt 

I For frienfls to n*ap the fruits of through a 
I long time. 

I CHOROS. 

How then if, sjx;aking go<Kl, things true thou 

! chance oil/ 

i 

HRRAt.O. 

For not well-hidden things liecome they, 
sundered. 

The man hits vanished from the Achaic army, 
He and his ship lex >. I announce no falsehocxl. 

CHOROS. 

Whether forth-putting openly from IHon, 

Or did storm-wide woe--snatch him from 
the army ? 

lIRRAr.D. 

Like loppng Ixiwman, thou hast touched the 
target, 

And a long sorrow hast succinctly spoken. 
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CHOROS. 

Whether, then, of him, as a live or dead man 
Was the rept^rt by other sailors bruited ? 

HERAIJ). 

Nobody knows so as to tell out clearly 
Excepting Helios who sustains earth’s nature. 

(HOROS. 

How say’st thou then, diil storm the naval 
anny 

Attack and end, by the celestials’ anger? 

HKUAIJ). 

It suits not to defile a day auspicious 
With ill-announcing six^cch: distinct each 
gixl’s due: 

And when a messenger with gloomy visage 
To a city l>ears a kdl’n host's wtx*s—(iiKl 
ward off!— 

One j.K)puIar wound that hapi>ens to the city, 
And many ssicrificcd from many households - 
Men, scourged by that two-thonged whip 
Ares loves .so, 

Double s|X'ar-headed curse, blfKKly yoke- 
ample,— 

Of woes like these, doubllevs, wluxVr come.s 
weighted, 

Him does it suit to sing tlie Krinues’ jxiimi. 
But who, of matters saved a glad-news-hringei, 
Comes to a city in gtHxl estate rejoicing. . . . 
How shall I mix goinl things with evil, telling 
Of storm agiiinst the Achaioi, urged by gtxls’ 
wrath ? 

For they swore league, lieing arch-foes before 
that, 

Fire and the sea: and plighted troth approval 
they. 

Destroying the unhappy Argeian army. 

At night Ixgan the Ixid-wave-outbreak evils ; 
For, shifts against each other Thrckian breezes 
Shattered : and these, buttetl at in a fury 
By storm and typhoon, W'ilh surge rain¬ 
resounding, — 

Off they went, vanished, thro’ a bad herd’s 
whirling* 


And, when returned the brilliant light of 
Helios, 

Wc view the Aigaian sea on flower with 
corpses 

Of men Achaian and with naval ravage. 

Hut us indeed, and ship, unhurt i’ the hull too, 
Either someone outstole us or outprayed us— 
Some gcxl -no man it was the tiller touching* 
And Fortune, saviour, willing on our ship sat. 
So as it neither had in h;jLrl)our wave-surge 
Nor ran agiound against a .shore all rocky. 
And then, the water-llaides having fled 
from 

In the white day, not trusting to our fortune, 
We chewed the cud in thoughts—this novel 
sorrow 

O’ the army lalxiuring and Ixidly jxjunded. 
And now—if anyone of them is brc'athing— 
They talk of us a.s having jxrished : w^hy not ? 
And we “that they the same fate have, 
imagine. 

May it be f<^r the best! Meneicos, then, 
Foremost and specially to come, expect thou ! 
If'(th,it is) any r.iy o’ the sun repi^rts him 
Living and .seeing to -by Zeus’ contrivings, 
Not yet disposed to quite destroy the line¬ 
age— 

Some hojx‘ is he shall come again to house¬ 
hold. 

I lav ing heard such things, know, thou truth 
art hearing ! 

CHOROS, 

Who may he have l)een that named thus 
wholly with exactitude— 

(Was he someone whom we see not, by fore- 
ca.stings of the future 
(luiding tongue in happy moexi ?) 

—Her with lultle for a bridegroom, on all 
siiles contcnlion-wcKxxl, 

Helena? Since - -mark the suture!— 
Ship’s-Ilcll, ManVHell, CityVITell, 

From the delicately-jxmqKXis curtains tliat 
jxivilion well. 

Forth, by favour of the gale 
Of earth-lxirn Zephun>s did slie sail. 

Many shield-lx:arers, leaders of the {)ack, 
Sailetl too upon their track, 
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Thai visible no morct 
To Simois* leaf-luxuriant shore— 

For sake of strife all gore! 

To lUon Wrath, fulfilling her intent, 

This marmge-care—^the rightly named so— 
sent: 

In after-time, for tlie tables’ abuse 
And that of the hearth-partaker Zeus, 
Bringing to punishment 
Those who honoured with noisy thn>at 
The honour of the liride, the hymenacal note 
Which did the kinsfolk then to singing uige. 
But, learning a new hymn for that which 
was. 

The andent city of Priamos 

Groans probaldy a great and general dirge, 

Denominating Paris 

**The man that miserably marries:”— 

She who, all the while licfore, 

A life, that was a general dirge 
For citizens’ unhappy slaughter, l)orc. 

And thus a man, by nt> milk’s lielp, 

Within his household reared a lion’s whelp 
That loved the teat 
In life’s first festal stage: 

Gentle as yet, 

A true child-lover, and, to men of age, 

A thing whereat pride warms; 

And oft he had it in his arms 
like any new-born Imbe, bright-faced, to 
hand 

Wagging its tail, at Wly’s strict command. 

But in due time upgrown, 

The custom of progenitors was shoup: 

For—^thanks for sustenance repaying 
With ravage of sheep slaughtered — 

It made unlitidcn feast; 

With blood (Ik: house was watered. 

To household came a woe there was no stay- 

ii«! 

Great mischief many-4aying! 

From God it was—some priest 
Of Ate, in the house, by nurture thus in- 
amed 


At first, then, to the city of Ilion went 
A soul, as I might say, of windless calm—- 
Wealth’s quiet ornament, 

An eyes’-dart liearing balm, 

Love’s spirit-luting flower. 

But—fiora the true course licnding— 

She brought about, of marriage, bitter endings 
III-resident, ill-male, in power 
Passing to the Priamidai--by sending 
Of Hospitable Zeus— 

Krinus for a bride,—to make brides mourn, 
her dower. 

Spoken long ago 
Was the ancient saying 
Still among niortals staying: 

** Man’s great prosperity at height of rise 
Engenders offspring nor unchilded dies; 
And, from goiKl fortune, to such families, 
Buds forth insatiate woe.” 

Whereas, distinct from any, 

Of my o^n mind I am: 

h'or ’tis the imholy dcetl begets the many, 

Resembling each its dam. 

Of households that coiredly estimate, 

Ever a Ixrauteous child is lK)rn of Fate. 

But ancient Arrogance delights to generate 
Arrogance, young and strong mid mortals' 
soirou, 

Or now, or then, when comes the ap|xiinletl 
morrow. 

And she liears young Satiety ; 

And, fiend with whom nor fight nor war 
can be, 

Unholy Daring—twin black Curses 
Within the household, children like their 
nurses. 

Bui Ju.stice shines in smoke-grimed haluta- 
tions. 

And honours the well-omcnctl life; 

Wliile, —goUl-liesprinkldl stations 
Wltere the liands* filth is rife, 

With Imckward-turning eyes 
leaving,-—to holy seats she liies, 

Not worshipping the power of wealth 
Stamped with applause by stealih : 

And to its end directs each thing begun. 




THE AGAMEMNOM OF ^SCHVLUS 


5^5 


Appronch then, my monarch, of Troia the 
sacker, of Atreiis the son t 
How ought I address thee, how ought I 
revere thee,—nor yet overhittmg 
Hor yet underbending the grace that is fitting? 
Many of mortals hasten to honour the seem¬ 
ing-to-be— 

Passing by justice: and, wit It the ill-faring, 
to groan as he groans all are free. 

But no bite of the sorrow their liver kus 
rcachcxl to: 

They say with the joyful,—one outside on 
each, too, 

As they force to a smile smileless faces. 

But whoever is g»:Kxl at distinguishing races 
In sheep of his flock -it is not for the eyes 
Of a man to escape such a shepherd’s surprise, 
As they seem, from a well-wLshing mind, 

In watery friendship to fawn and lx: kind. 
Thou to me, then, indeed, sending an army 
for Helena’s sake, 

{I will not concetil it) wast -oh, by no help 
of the Muses ! -depicted 
Not well of thy midriff the rudder directing,— 
convicted 

Of f)ringing a l>oldness they did not desire to 
the men with existence at stake. 

But now—from no outside of mind, nor 
unlovingly—gracious thou ail 
To those who Iuavc ended the lulKiur, ful¬ 
filling their (xirt; 

And in time shall thou know, by iiupury 
instructed, 

Who of citizens justly, and who not to 
pur|>ose, iiie city conducted. 

AtJAMEMNON. 

First, indeetl, Argos, and (he gods, the hxxil, 
’I'fs riglit addressing—those with me the 
partners 

In this return and right tilings done the city 
Of IVIamos: gods who, from no tongue 
hearing 

The rights the cause, for 1 lion’s fiite man- 
slaughiVous 

Into the bloody voms not oscillating, 

Ihit the vr>te-pcbbles, while, o’ the rival vessel, 
I lope rose up to the lip-edge: filhri it \vm not. 


By smoke the captured city is sdll conspicuous; 
Ate’s burnt offerings live: and, dying with 
them, 

The ash sends forth the fulsome blasts of 
riches. 

Of these things, to the gods grace many- 
mindful 

’'Pis right I tender, since IxAh nets outrageous 
We built them round with, and, for sake of 
woman. 

It did the city to dust -tbc Argekn monster. 
The horse’s nestling, the sliield-1/earing people 
That made a leap, at setting of the Pleiads, 
And, vaulting o’er the tower, the raw-flesh- 
feeding 

Lion licked up his fill of bloorl tyrannic. 

I to the gods indeed prolonged this prekee; 
But —as for/Ay thought, I remember hearing— 

I say the same, and thou co-plejider hast me. 
Since few of men this faculty is lx>rn with— 
To honour, without grudge, their friend, 
successful, 

I'or moody, f>n the heart, a jxiison seated 
Its burthen doubles to who gained the sick¬ 
ness ; 

fly his own griefs he is himself made heavy, 
And <»ut of-door prosjxjiity seeing groans at. 
Knowing, Fd call (fur well have I experi¬ 
enced) 

“Fellowship’s mirror,” “phantom of a 
shadow,” 

d'hose seeming to lie mighty gracious to me: 
Wliile just Odusseus—he who sailed not 
willing— 

When joined on, was to me the ready trace- 
horse. 

This of him, whether dead or whether living, 
I siiy. For other city-and-gxxls’ concern¬ 
ment— 

Appointing common courts, in full assemblage 
We will consult. And as for what Imlds 
seemly— 

How it may lasting stay well, must lx: 
counselled .* 

Wliile wliat has need of medicines Paionian 
We, either burning or else anting kindly, 
Will make endeavour to tiu^i |>ain from sick¬ 
ness. 
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And now into the domes aind homes by altar 
Gcdngt I ^ the gods lirst raise the right- 
hand— i 

They who, feur sending, Imck again havej 
bxHxght me. 

And Victory, since she followed, fixed re¬ 
main she! 

KLUTAIMNEST&A. 

Men, dtirens, Argeians here, my worships! 

I sliall not shame me, consort-loviiig manners 
To tell before you ; fi>r in time there dies off 
The diffidence from people. Not from others 
Learning, 1 of myself wit! tell the hard life 
I bore so long as this man was *ncalh Ilion, 
First; hr a woman, from the male divided, 

1 o sit at home alone, k monstrous evil— 

I learii^ the many rumours back-revenging : 
And for now Tliis to come, now That bring 
alter 

Woe, and still worse woe, bawling in the 
household! 

And truly, if so many wounds had chanced on 
My husband here, as homeward used tr» 
dribble 

Rc{Kjrt, he’s pierced more than a net to 
speak of! 

While, were he dying (as the words aUmndtsl) 
A triple-bodied Geruon the Second, 

Plenty above ^—for loads below I count not— 
Of earth a three-share cloak he’d Imost of 
taking, 

Once only dying in each several figure! 
Beaiuse of suchlike rumours kick-revenging. 
Many the halters from my neck, aliove hea«l, 
Others than / loosed—loosc-d from neck by 
main force! 

From this cause, sure, the Ijoy slai#i not 
l>csidc me— 

Possessor of our troth-plights, thine and mine 
too— 

As ought Orestes : be not thou astonished! 
For, him brings up our well-disposed guest- 
captive 

Stn^phios the Fbokian— ills ikit told on both 
aides 

To me predicting—I mhIi of thee *neath Ilion 
The danger, and if anarchy’s moh-uprixar 


Should overthrow thy council j since ’tis bom 
with 

Mortals,—whoe’er has Mien, the more to 
kick him. 

Such an excuse, I think, no cunning carries! 
As for myself—why, of my wails the rushing 
Fountains are dried up: not in them a dr<*p 
more! 

And in my late-to-l>ed eyes I have damage, 
Ikiwailing wliat concerned thee, those torch- 
iKiltlings 

For ever unattended to. In dreams—-why, 
Beneath tire light wing-beats o’ the gnat, I 
woke uu 

As he went raixring—Norrows that conccrne<l 
thee 

Seeing, that fillet! more tlmn their follow- 
sleep-iimc. 

Now, all this h.aving suffered, from srmi 
grief'free 

I would style this man here the dog o’.the 
stables, 

The saviour forestay of the ship, the high 
rcM>r s 

Ground'prop, s<m sole-l>egotten to his Mher, 
—Ay, land appearing to the sailors past hoj>e, 
laivcliest day to sec after a tein^xjsi, 

To the wayfaiing-onc athirst a well-spring, 
—The joy, in short, of Vxiping all IbiU’-s * 
fiital! 

I judge him worth .uldri‘s*st‘S such as fht^ are 
—Envy stand off! - for many those old evils 
We underwent. And now, to me-~ilcar 
hmdship! - 

Dtsmotml thou from this car, not earthward 
setting 

llie ft«4 of thine, () king, llial\ IIion\ s|joilcr! 
Slavc-nuiids, w'hy tarry? whose the ticsk 
uUolted 

To strew the soil o’ the rotid with rartxjt- 
spnwlings. 

Immediately lie purple-strewn the {mthway, 
So tlmt to home unhu|)cd may Iciul him- 
Justice! 

As for tire rest, care skilb—by no sleep 
conc|uered-— 

Dispose thiiigs^'justly (gods to aid!) ap- 
(lointed. 
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of Leda> of my household warder, 
Suitably to my absence hast thou spoken, 

For kmg the speech thou didst outstretch! 
But aptly 

To praise—from othersought to go this favour. 
And for the rest,—not me, in woman’s fiishion, 
Mollify, nor—as mode of Uirlmrous man is— 
To me gape forth a groundward-falling 
clamour! 

Nor, strewing it with gannents, make my 
imssage 

Envieti! CokIs, sure, with these Ix'hoves we 
honour; 

But, for a mortal on these varied beauties 
T»> walk'-It) me, indeed, is nowise fear-free. 

I say' as man, not gcnl, to me do homage! 
.\jxul from f(KJt-mats lK>thand varied vestures, ) 
Renown is K>ud, and—not to Uise one’s senses, 
(i<xl\ gicalest gift. Behoves wc him call 
happy 

Who ha.s brought life to end m bwed well- 
iK'ing. 

If all things I might manag<‘ thus brave 
man, I! 

Kl 01 AIMM.SIRA. 

("ome iiiiw, this s4i), nor feign a feeling to me! 
.\c;amrmnon. 

With feeling, know mdetx!, I do not Uinn>er ’ 
Kl r I AIMNESJ RA. 

Vowed’si lh<m to thegixK, in fear, to act thus? 

A<.AMKSIM>N. 

If any, / well knew icmjIvc I out.stx)k<.. 

KlJt r AIMM'.M KA. 

What thinkV thou IViamos luul done, thus 
virt< >r ? 

ai;amkmnon. 

i }n varied vests - I do think—he had jxissagetl. 

Kt OTAIMNKS'I RA. 

Then, do not, struck with awe at human 
censure. ♦ * . 


AGAMEMNON. 

Well, popular tiioloowlcry much avails tenn 


S «7 

KLUTAIMNESTRA. 

Ay, but the uiienvied is not the much valued. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Sure, ’tis no woman’s part to long for battle. 
KLUTAIMNESTRA. 

Why, to the prosperous, even suits a beating. 
AGAMEMNON. 

What ? thou this beating us in war dost prize 

tor) ? 

KLUTAIMNESTRA. ^ 

Persuade thee ! ptiwer, for once, grant nwttf— 
and willing ! 


AGAMEMNON. 


1 


But if thLs seem so to thee—shoes, let someone 

I^K)se under, quick — f(M)t’s serviceable 
ctarriage! 

And me, on these sea'pr(xiucts walking, 
may no 

(irudge from a distance, from the god’s eye, 
strike at ! 

For grciU shame were my strewmeni-spoiling 
—riches 

.S|K)iling with fec‘t, and silver-purchjisetl 
tevtures! 

t)f these things, thus then. But this fcnialc- 
st range i 

Tenderly take inside! Wbt> conquers uiildh’ 

(l<xb from afar, Ixuiignantly regardeth. 

For, willing, no one wears a yoke that’s 
servile : 

.\nd she, t*f many valuables, tviitj>icked 

The dowel, the army's gift, my.stdf lias 
followeil. 

Si>,~“SUHT to hear thee, I am brivught alxiut 
thus, ~ 

I go into the [lalace- purples treading. 


KI.Ul AIMNESLRA. 

There is the sea —and what man sliall ex¬ 
haust it ?— 

Feeiling much purple’s worth its-weight-’m- 
silver 

T>ye, ever frcsli and fresli, our garments’ 
tincture t 




tut mmmnm of jrncmtm 


jrti 


M mtdiK *«iogf « begin—by 

g«A* beip-- 

Wi^ Jwiving, and to laeik, the household 
knows not 

Of fihmy gsaiments had I vowed a tmcling 
itn omclcs if Ibrc-enjolned the household) 

Of this dear so«d the safe-retorn^price 
scheming I 

For, root existing, foliage gtx'S up houses, 
O’ersprcailii^ sliadow against Seirwxs d^^g- 
stjuf 5 

Andy thou returning to the hearth d««iiestic, 
Warmthy yea, in winter dost thou s1k>w 
rctnmlng. 

And when, Zens works, from the green* 
gmpe acrid. 

Wine—then, already, cod in houses cometh— 
The perjfect man his hrane peramhukting! 
Zens, Zem Perfeiter, these my prayers jarrfeci 
thou! 

Thy am? lie -yea—of things thou inaysi 
make perfect J 

CHORm. 

Wherefore to me, tins tear— 

Groundcdly stati<xned here 
Fronting my heart, the jxMrtent-watcher—fills 
she? 


The heart th«t*» rollod in wliirls against the 
mind 

Justly presagefiil of a kte behind. 

But 1 pray—things Mse, from my hope, may 
Ml 

Into the fate that’s not-fulftllcd-at-all I 

Mvtjxxially at least, tif health that’s gjieat 
The term’s insattahic : for, its weight 
— A ncighliour, with a common wall be¬ 
tween - 

Kver will HickneitiS lean ; 

Aral destiny, her course {Hirswing stra%ht, 
Has stnick man’s ship agaimt a reef unseen* 
Now, when a fxnlion, father than the 
treasure. 

Fear casts from sling, with jieril in righi 
mcaMue, 

It lias mil Mink the uiuversal fieight, 
fWiih misery freightc^l over full) 

Xor has fear whelmed the hull. 

Then toil the gift of Zeus, 

T\v o^mmUslly pr<if«M% 

ICven fn*m the fin rows’ yukl for yearly msm 
Has done away with famine, the tliscajie; 
l»ut hhKwl of man to earth once falling- 
hlark 

In times tre (heM*» 


Wherefcue should pr<»phet-play 
The tiitcaUed and unp^iid lay. 

Nor—having spat forth four, like bad dreams 
—^sits she 

On the mind’s throne hdoved—well-suasive 
Boldness? 

For time, since, tiy a throw of all the 
hands, 

The bom’s stem-cables touched the sands, 
Has passed horn youth to oklness, —♦ 

When under ruslieff ihe Hhipl«>mcj 


I Who fnay» by Mnging call l«nck? 

I Zeus kill not else stopjKd oiie who lightly 
‘ knew 

j The way to l»ring the lieud 4if>am, 

But, did not an appoltrteil F*ile const min 
Tlu* Fate from gods, to lxi*ir no more dun due, 
My heart, outstripfiing what tongue utterK* 
Would hiivc all out: whidi now, in dtirknevs 
mutters 

Moodily gyteved, not ever hojies to find 
How she a word in Msason may unwiwl 
Ffom init the enkindling mind. 


And Amu my eyes I learn - 
IMng myidf my witness their ieturii, 

Tet^ hB the mnie^ wiihomt a lyre, my touh 
iMlfjhitfmctim' too, dbants fmm wtihtn 
Wmmf dligt^ not having iwiw the whole 
'iM tWr litddiiM : imw m) iiiwardi^ 

- - 


ICf llTAtM^ESitaA. 

Take thyself in, tk*u tm>- I my, Kamiidra! 
HificeZmis-'initiiiigrily *4n Itoiiscbold |dac<x! 
lhae 

^ Pamkar of bijwhii|irinklitip, with the many 
8bivc» watiemed, hb the Owner’s altar 
ckwe to* 
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Desc<infl from out this oar, nor fic high- 
mmdied I 

And truly they (lo my Alkmcn<5^s child once 
Ik^re I icing sold, sla\es’ liarlcy hread his 
living. 

If, then, neceiiMty of tins lot </erl)nlantc, 
Much h the favour of old weilthy iimstvrv 
|o»r those vvho, never hoping, ntavle hiu 

haivt'st 

Are harsh to slaves ni all things, l>e)oiMi 
ittemure. 

Thou hast with ns-such usiige as law 
warrants 

V lUlUilS 

To thiv It w IS, shi |Niusid plnri sineevh h.uii 
sf-Rsiking 

Ikang inside tin latal m is ol*r>ing, 

Thou niaysi olity Inn thou ma)M div»l)t> 
to«*l 

kl V l MM\t SIK \ 

Wli), if she is no{, in du sw dl >w > /ashion, 
Fovsevsid ot voit-v thu^ unknown uwl 
lituUiric, 

I, with sjHvch- spvaLuig in inimrs setj^K - 
IRrsuade hvt 

( ttOkOs 

FolK»w * The U,st as things now 4aml 
she sjx.iks of 

t )lx’y thou, having this ihy tar uuht aietmnt ’ 
KH I AtMSt M K \ 

Well* With this ilur g at tor nie no h isur« 

To waHk tiiiu AS voneefus tlu htaith »md 
naviUed, 

\}ieady stand the sheep h»r fuvo«U Itying 
By those who luvtr ho|xd to luve siuh 
favour. 

If thtm, then^ aught iff this wilt do, th !i) not ♦ 
But if thou, Ixrmg wulc'*s, tak si no word m* 
Sfxsak thou, mM«cl of voia, with hand .vn 

Kars do I 

I MOHOs. 

She MMima a phun 'mierpietei in ixetl of* 

The ftrangw ♦ and her wa>*-a Wasds new 
cufsKured t 
vot *« 


KI UTAIMVE^TRA. 

Why, she is mad, sure,—hears her owm bad 
sense*s,— 

Who, while she comes, Ic*avuig a town new- 
cajituied, 

\<t kiKiws not how to lx:ar the bit o* the 
brulle 

Ikiore shi has out froihtsl lier bhxxly fierce¬ 
ness 

Not I throwing away more words—will 
shame<! l>c * 

< HAROS 

Hut I, for 1 comjsissionate,—will chafe not 
( vun<, O unhappy one, this ear vacating, 

S Klding U> this meessitj, prove yoke’s use ! 

KASsSMiRA 
Otototoi, i <<xK l.*Arth, 

\jwr41nn, XjufUon* 

i HARAS 

Wh> didst thou “uImIoi ’coneermng laixite? 
Sinci Ik Is nojR >.1x11 .ls to suit a mourner* 

k \s»\M)RA. 

(>t'»to< >1, l^rdi,— 

Ajkilion. \jj>!jnun* 

% HAROS. 

in Uduig hi It ifMui the god invokes she 
Nowive unjM'Wcud in woes tu stand by 
helpful 

kxVssAMlRA* 

X^ioHon, AjioUiui, 

t*iuid of ihi wavs, m) di*stroytr ’ 

14‘» ih m hast (putc. this setond time, de- 
stnntstl me 

i HORAs 

to prophesy she seems of her own evils . 
Kriikuos the gmi gift to the skviwoul present 

KASSAJ^DRA. 

X^Rvlkrn, A|Xillon, 

Ciujud of the wavs* my destroyer ‘ 

Ha. whitiuri hast thim ted to what rotd 
m>w^ ? 

3 I 
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CHORQS. 

To the Atreidai's roof j if this thou know’st 
not, 

I tell it thee, nor this will thou call falsehood. 
KASSANDRA. 

How! How I 

God-halcd, then! Of many a cnme it 
knew— 

Self-slaying evils, halters too : 
Man^s-shambles, hl<xxi-l)esprinkler of the 
ground! 

CHOROS 

She seems to be good-nosed, the stranger: 
dog-like. 

She snuffs indeed the victims she will find 
there. 

KASSANDRA, 

How! Hou ! 

By the witnesses here I am certain now ! 
These children bewailing their slaughters 
fiesh dressed in the fire 
And devoured by their sire 1 

nioROs. 

Ay, we have heard of thy MXJlhsaying glory, 
Doul>tless: but prophets none are wc in 
scent of ’ 

KASSANDRA. 

Ah, gods, what ever does she meditate ? 
What this new anguish great ? 

Great in the house here she meditates ill 
Such as friends cannot bear, cannot cure it: 
and still 

Off stands all Resistance 

Alar in the distance ! ^ 

CHOROS. 

Of these I witless am—these prophesyings. 
But those I knew: for the whole city bruits 
them. , 

KASSANORA. 

Ah, unhappy one, this thou consummatest ? 
Thy husband, thy bed’s common guest, 

In the hath having brightened . . . How 
ihall ! declare 

Ctoummaticm ? It soon w-ill be there: 

b 


For hand after hand she oumretohest 
At life as she reaches 1 

CHOROS. 

Nor yet Tve gone with thee I for—aftei 
riddles— 

Now, in bliml oracles, I feel rcsourccless. 

KASSANDRA. 

F.h, ch, pipai, papai, 

What this, I espy ? 

Some net of Haides undoubieiily! 

Nay, rather, the snare 
Is she who has share 

In his bed, who takes [xirl in the murde* 
there I 

But may a revolt— 

Unceasing assault— 

On the Race, raise a sliout 
Sacrificial, alxml 
A victim—by stoning — 

Ft»r murder atoning I 

CHOROS. 

Wliat this Erinus which i’ the house thou 
callest 

To raise her cry? Not me thy word en¬ 
lightens ! 

To my heart has run 
A drop of the crocus-dye : 

Which makes for those 
On earth by the s^x^ar tliat he, 

A common cU»se 

With life’s descending sun. 

Swift IS the curse Ugun ! 

K ASSAM IRA. 

How’ How! 

See—R‘e (piick I 

Keep the bull from the cow ! 

In the vesture she catching him, strikes him 
now 

With the black-horned trick, 

And he fiills in the watery vase ! 

Of the craft-killing cauldron I tell tbeethecase I 

CHORDS. 

I would not boast to be a topping critic 
Of oracles: but to some sort of evil 
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I liken these. From oracles,what good speech 
To mortals, beside, is sent ? 

It comes of their evils: these arts word* 
abounding that sing the event 
Bring the fear Ms their tjfliice to leach. 

KASSANDRA. 

Ah me, ah me— 

Of me unhaitpy, evil-destined fortunes ’ 

For I Ixjwail my proper woe 

As, mine with his, all itiio one I throw. 

Why hast thou hither me unhappy brought ? 
—Unless that I should die with him - tor 
nought I 

What else was scutghl ? j 

CHOKOS, 

Thou art some mind ma/ed creature, god- 
jKiSsessed; 

And all alKmt thyself dost wail 

A lay—nf»Iay! j 

Like s«Mnc brown nightingale 

Iiesat table t»f noise, who—well-away ! 

Fiom her unhappy breast 

Keej>s nanining Itus, Ilus, and his life 

Witli evils, flouiishing on each side, rife. 

KASSANDRA. 

Ah me, ah me, 

The f.ue o the nightingale, the clear re¬ 
sounder ! 

For a IwKly wing-lMirne have the g^wK I'asL 
round her, 

And sweet existence, from misfortunes tree: 
But for myself remains a sundering 
With spear, the lwo-e<lged thing ! 

(flOROs, 

Whence hast thou this on-ru.shing god- 
invoiving pain 
And spasms in vain ? 

For, things that terrify, 

With changing unintelligible cry 
Thou strikest up in tune, yet all the while 
Afler that Oithian style I ^ 

Whence hast thou limits to the oracular road, 
That evils bode ? 

i The Uiamaaiigosis. 


KASSANDRA. 

Ah me, the nuptials, the nuptials of Baris, the 
deadly to friends! 

Ah me, of Skamandros the draught 
l^aternal! There once, to these ends, 

On thy l>anks was I brought, 

The unhappy ! And now% by Kokiitos and 
Achenm’s shore 

I shall soon 1)0, it seems, these my oracles 
singing once more I 

CllOKOS. 

Why this wonl, plain too much, 

Hast thou uttered I* A balx‘ might learn of 
such I 

I am struck with a bkHxiy bite—here under— 
At the fate woe-wreaking 
()f thee shrill shrieking ; 

To me who hear—a wondei I 

KASSANDRA. 

Ah me, the toils —the toils of the city 
The wholly destroyed : ah, pity. 

Of the sacrificings my father made 
I In the uimparts' aid ~ 

i Much slaughter of grass-fed fkxks—that 
I aflorded no cure 

I That the city should not, as it do<‘s now, the 
j burthen endure! 

I But *1, w'iih the soul on fne. 

I Soon to the eaith shall cast me and expire. 

rnoRos. 

To things, on the former consequent, 
iVgain h.ist thou given vent: 

.\nd ’iis some evil-meaning fiend doth move 
thee, 

Heavily falling fiom al)ove thee, 

Tomelotiize thy sorrows—else, in singing. 
Calamitous, death-bnngmg! 
iVmi of all this the end 
I am without resource to apprehend. 

KASSANDRA. 

Well then, the oracle fro?i veils no kmgCr 
Shall be outlooking, like a bride new-married: 
But bright it seems, against the sun*s up¬ 
risings 
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Breathings to penetrate thee; so as, wave- i 
like, I 

To wash against the rays a woe much greater | 
Than this. I will no longer teach by riddles. 
And witness, running with me, that of evils 
I>one long ago, I nosing track the footstep! 
For, this same r<H>fhcrc—ncvertiuits aChoros 
One-voiced, not well-timed since no “ well ” 
it utters; 

And truly having drunk, to get more courage, 
Man’s blood -the Komos keeps within the 
household 

—1 lard to be sent outside—of sister Furies; 
They hymn tlieir hymn—within the house 
close sitting— 

The first lieginning curse : in turn spit forth at 
The Brother’s lx.*d, to him who spurned it 
hostile. 

Have I missed aught, or hit I like a iKjwmmi ? 
Faise prophet am I,—knock at doors, a 1 >al 4 iler? 
Henceforward witness, swearing nfm% I know 
not 

By other’s word the old sins of thishousehi>ld! 

CHOROS. 

And how should ixilh, Ixmd honourably 
binding, 

Become thy cure ? No less I wonder at thee 
—That thou, lx;yond s<;a reared, a strange- 
tongued ciiy 

Shouldst hit in sjreaking, just as if tliou 
fatood’st by! 

KASSANDRA. 

Prophet Apollon put me in this office. 

CHOROS. ^ 

What, even though a god, with longing 
smitten? 

KASSANPRA. 

At first, indeed, shame was to me to say this. 

CHOROS. 

For, more relaxed |srows everyone who fares 

wea 

KASSAN0RA. 

But he was athlete to me«-huge grace breath- 
ingl 


CHORDS. 

Well, to the work of children, went ye kw*« 
way ? 

KASSANHRA. 

Having consented, I played false to Loxias. 

('HOROS. 

Already v/heu the wits inspired |K)ssessed of? 

KASSANMRA. 

Already townsmen all their woes I foretold. 

CHOROS. 

How wast thou then unhurt by Loxias’ anger? 

KASSANHRA. 

I no t»ne aught persuaded, w lien I sinned thus. 

('HOROS. 

ToU'*, at least, now .stK)lh to siiy thou seemest. 

KAsSANPKA. 

Halloo, halloo, ah, evils ! 

Again, straightforward foresight’s fearful 
lalxnir 

Whirls me, distracting with prelusive last- 
lays! 

Ikhold ye those there, in the household 
seated,— 

Young ones,—of dreams appruiclnng to the 
figures? 

Children, as if they died by llieir Ixdoveds— 
Hands they have filled with flesh, the meal 
domestic— 

Kntrailsand vitals both, most piteous burthen, 
j Plain they are holding ’—which their father 
ta.sled ! 

Kor this, I say, plans punishment a certain 
Lion ignoble, on the bed that wallows, 
House-guard (ah, me!) to the returning master 
—Mine, since to liear the slavish yoke be* 
hoves me I 

The ship’s commander, Ilion’s desolator, 
Knows not what things the tongue of the 
lewd she-dog 

Speaking, outspreading, shiny • souled, in 
fashion 

I Of Ate hid, will reach to, by ill fortune ! 
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Such things she dares—the female, the male’s 
slayer I 

She is * . . how calling her the hateful bite- 
beast 

May I hit the mark ? Some amphisbaina,— 
Skulla 

Housing in rocks, of mariners the mischief. 

Revelling Ilaides* mother, ‘--cur^c, no truce 
with, 

Breathing at friends! How piously she 
shouted. 

The albcourageous, iis at turn of battle ! 

She seems to joy at the Iwk-bringing 
safety! 

Of this, too, if I nought persuade, all’s one ! 
Why? 

What is to lx* wall come. And .sm>n thou, 
pre.sent, 

“True prophet all tex) much” wilt pitying 
style me. 

enoRos. 

Thuestes’ feast, indeed, on flesh of children, 

I went w'ith, and I shnddere<l. Fear too 
holds me 

Listing what’s true as life, nowise out-imaged. 

KASSANDRA. 

I say, thou iVgamemnon’s fate shall kK>k uu. 

CHORDS. 

Sj^eak gtxxl words, O unhappy ! Set mouth 
sleeping! 

KASSANUKA- 

But Paian stands in no stead to the .s|x.‘ech 
hci c. 

CHORDS. 

Nay, if the thing lx* near : but never lx* it ! 

KASSANDRA. 

Thou, indeed, prayest ; they to kill .ire busy. 

CliOROS. 

Of what man is it ministered, this sorrow ? 

KASSANDRA. 

There again, wide thou look’st of my fore¬ 
tellings. 


CHOROS. 

For, the fulfiller’s scheme I have not gone 
with. 

KASSANDRA. 

And yet too well I know the speech 
Hellenic. 

CHORDS. 

For Puthian oracles, thy speech, and hard too. 

KASSANDRA. 

Papai: what fire this I and it comes upon me! 
f^totoi, Lukeion Apollon, ah me—me ! 

She, the two-f<K>ted lioness that sleeps with 
The wolf, in al>sence of the generous lion, 
Kills me the unhappy one : and as a poison 
brewing, to put my price in the anger, 
She vows, against her mate this weapon 
whetting 

To pay him l>ack the bringing me, with 
slaughter. 

Why keep I then these things to make me 
laughed at, 

B<jth wands and, round my neck, oracular 
fillets ? 

Thee, at least, ere my own fate will I ruin: 
(io, to perdition falling ! Ikions exchange 
we— 

Some other i\te in my stead make wealthy ! 
Sec there—himself, Apollon stripping from 
me 

The oracular garment 1 having looked upon 
me 

I —Even in these adornments, laughed by 
I friends at, 

I As gcxxl as i’ the balance weighed; and 
vainly— 

For, calletl crazeti stroller,—as I had been 

Ik?ggar, unhappy, starv’ed to death,—I bore it. 
And now tlie Prophet—prophet me undoing, 
Has led away to these so deadly fortunes ! 
Instead of my sire’s altar, waits the hack-block 
She struck with first warm bloody sacrificing! 
Yet nowise unavenged of gods will death be : 
For there shall come another, our avenger, 
The motlicr-slaying scion, father’s dooras- 
man: 

Fi^tive, wanderer, from this land an exile, 
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lUmik lie come,*—for firiends, copestooe 
tihese cttrses! 

For diere is sworn a great oath from the 
gods that 

Him shall bring hither his &llen sire’s 
prostration. 

Why make I then, like an indweller, moaning? 

Since at the first I foresaw lUon’s city 

Suffering as it hassuflered : and who took it, 

Thus by the judgment of the gods are hiring. 

I go, will suffer, will submit to dying! 

But, Haides’ gates—these same I call, I 
speak to, 

And pray that on an opportune blow 
chancing, 

Without a struggle,—blood the calm death 
bringii^ 

In easy outBow, -I this eye may close up! 

CHOROS. 

O much unhappy, but, again, much Icanieil 

Woman, long hast thou outstretched ! But 
if truly 

Thou knowest thine own hite, how comes 
that, like to 

A god-led steer, to altar bold thou treadest ? 

KASSANDRA. 

There’s no avoidance,—strangers, no! Some 
time more ? 

CHOROS. 

He last is, anyhow, by time advantaged. 

KASSANDRA. 

It comes, the day: I shall by flight gain little. 

CHOROS. 

But know thou patient art from th^fcjrave 
spirit!' 

KASSANDRA. 

Such things hears no one of the happy- 
ItMtuned. I 

CHOROS* 

But gloriously to dk—for man is grace, sure. 

KASSANDRA. 

, Ab» lire, for tbec and for thy nobk duldnsn I 

k 


CHOROS. 

But what tiling is it ? What fear turns thee 
backwards ? 

KASSANDRA. 

Alas, alas! 

CHOROS. 

Wl»y this “ Alas 1 ” if *tis no spirit’s loathing ? 
KASSANDRA. 

Slaughter Wood-dripping does the household 
smell of J 

CHORDS. 

I low else ? Thi^ scent is of hearth-sacrifices. 
KASSANDRA. 

Such kind of steam as from a tomb is projier! 
CHORDS. 

No Surian honour to the IIou.se thou speak’st 
of! 

KASSANDRA. 

But I will go,—even in the household wailing 
My fate and Agamemnon’s. Life suffice me I 
Ah, strangers! 

I cry not “ ah ”—as bird at bush—through 
terror 

Idly! to me, the dcatl this much bear i^itness: 
i When, for me—woman, there shall die a 
woman, 

And, for a man ill-wived, a man shall perish! 
This hospitality I ask as dying. 

j CHORDS. 

O sufferer, thee—thy foretold fate I pity, 

KASSANDRA. 

V'ct once for all, to .speak a speech, I lain am: 
No dirge, mine for myself! The sun I pray to, 
Fronting his last light! — to my own 
avengers— 

ITiat from my liateful slayers they exact too 
Pay for the dead slave—easy-managed hand’s 
work! 

CHOROS. 

Alas hr mortal matters ! Happy-fortuned* — 
Why, any sliade would turn tliem*. if un* 

, happy- 
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By throws the wetting sponge has spoiled the 
picture I 

And more by much in mortals this I pity. 

The being well-to-do— 

Insatiate a desire of this 
Born with all mortals is» 

Nor any is there who 
WcU4)emg forces off, aroints. 

From roofe whereat a finger p«.ints» 

** No more come in I” exclaiming. I'liis man, 
too, 

To take the city of Friamos did the celestials 
give, 

And, honoured by the g<xi, he homeward 
comes; 

But now if, of the former, he shall pay 
TheblotKl Iwick, and, for those who ceased to 
live, 

l^ng, for deaths in turn new punishment he 
dew mis™ 

Who, being mortal, would not pray 
With an unmischievous 
Diiimon to have lieen lx)rn--who would not, 
hearing thus ? 

AGAMKMNON. 

Ah me! I am struck a right-aimed stroke 
within me! 

CHOROS. 

Silence! Who is it shouts “ stroke “ light- 
aimcdly ” a wounded one ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Ah met indeed again,—a second, stnick by! 

CHOROS. 

This work seems to me completed by this 
“ Ah me ” of the king’s ; 

But we somehow may together share m solid 
counsellings. 

CHOROS I. 

I, in the first place, my opinion tell you : 

—To cite the townsmen, by help-cry, to house 
here. 

CHORDS 2 , 

To me, it seems we ought to fall upon them 
At quickest—^prove the fact by sword fresh- 
fiiowing I 


m 

CHOROS 3, 

And I, of such opinion the partaker, 

Vote—to do somethir^: not to wait--the 
main point! 

CHOROS 4 . 

’Tis plain to see: for they prelude as though of 
A tyranny the signs they gave the city. 

CHORDS 5. 

For we waste time; while they,—this wait¬ 
ing’s glory 

Treading to ground, -allow the hand no 
slumlier. 

CHORDS 6. 

I know not—chancing on some plan—to tell 
it : 

’Tis tor the doer to plan of the deed also. 

( HOROS 7. 

And I am such another: since I’m schemeless 
How to raise up again by words—a dead man 1 

CHORDS 8. 

What, an<l, protracting life, shall we give way 
thus 

To the disgracers of our home, these rulers? 
CHORDS 9. 

Why, ’(is unl>earable : but to die is better : 
For death than tyranny is the riper finish ! 

CHORDS 10. 

, What, by the testifying “Ah me” of him, 
j Shall we prognosticate the man as perished ? 

i CHOROS n. 

We must quite know ere speak these things 
concerning: 

For to conjecture and “ quite know ” are two 
things. 

CHORDS 12 , 

This same to praise I from all sides abound 
in— 

Clearly to know—Atreides, what he*s doing! 
KI.ITTAIMNESTRA, 

Much having l>ecu before to purpose spoken, 
The opposite to say I shall not sliamed t 
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Fot bow f«houl<3 one,toetj«inies,—in semblance, 
Friends,-«-enimty proposing,—sorrow’s net- 
frame 

Enclose, a height superior to outleaping ? 

To me, indeed, this struggle of pld—not 
mindless 

Of an old victory—came: with time, I grant 
you! 

I stand where I have struck, things once 
accomplished: 

And so have done,—and this deny I shall 
not,— 

As that his fate was nor to fly nor ward cjAI 
A wrap-round with no outlet, as for fishes, 

I fence alx)ut him -the rich woe of the 
garment: 

I strike him twice, and in a double ** Ah-mc T’ 
He let his liml)s go— there ! And to him, 
fallen, 

The third blow add I, giving of Below¬ 
ground 

Zens, guardian of the dead—the votive favour. 
Thus in the mind of him he rages, falling, | 
And blowing forth a brisk bltKxi-spatter, | 
strikes me 

With the dark drop of slaughterous dew — 
rejoicing 

No less than, at the god-given dewy-comfort, 
The sown-stuff in its birth-throes from the 
calyx. 

Since so these things are, — Argives, my 
revered here,— 

Ve may rejoice—if ye rejoice : but I—l)oast! 
If it were fit on corpse to pour Illation, 

That would be right —right over and above, 
too! 

The cup in the house he, having 

Filled vridb such curses, himself caning 
drinkt^^ 

CilOROS. 

We wonder at thy tongue: since bold- 
txtonthed truly 

Is ihe who in such speech boasts o*er her 
, husband t 

KLUTAIMNESTRA. 

|Tc test me as I were a witless woman: 

Bttt I-^with heart intrepid—to you knowers 


Say (and thou—if thou wilt or praise or 
blame me, 

Comes to the same)—this mania Agamemnon, 
My husband, deiid, the work of the right 
hand here, 

Ay, of a just artificer ; so things arc. 

CHOROS, 

What evil, O woman, food or drink, earth- 
bred 

Or sent from the flowing sea, 

Of sucb having fed 
Didst thou set on thee 
This sacrifice 
And popular cries 
Of a curse on thy head ? 

Off thou hast thrown him, off hast cut 
The man from the city : but - 
Off from the city thyself shall lie 
Cut—to the citizens 
A hate immense! 

KLUTAIMNESTRA. 

Now, indeed, thou adjudgest exile to me, 
And citizens’ liate, and tf) liave popular 
curses: 

Nothing of this against the man here bringing, 

: Wlio, no more awe-checked than as ’twere a 
Ixjast’s fate,— 

With sheep abundant in the well-fleeced 
grazc-flocks,— 

Sacrificctl his child,—dearest fruit of travail 
To me,—as smig-spell against Threkian 
blowings. 

Not him did it l>ehove thee hence to lianish 
—Pollution’s penally ? But hearing my deeds 
Justicer rough thou art! Now, this I tell 
thee: 

To threaten thus—me, one prepared to have 
thee 

(On like conditions, Ihy hand conquering) 
o’er me 

Rule: liut if God the opposite ordain u$, 
Thou shall learn—late taught, certes—^to Ik? 
modest. 

CHORDS. 

Greally-intending thou art x 
Much-mindful, too, fiast thou cried 
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(Since thy mind, with its slaughter-outpouring 
part, 

Is frantic) that over the eyes, a patch 
Of blood—with bkwxl to match— 

Is plain for a pride ! I 

Yet still, l)ereft of friends, thy fate 
Is—blow with blow to expiate ! 

KLUTAIMNKSTRA, 

And this thou hearest—of my oaths, Just 
warrant 1 

By who fulfilled things for my daughter, 
Justice, 

Ate, Krinus,—by whose help I slew him,— 
Not mine the fancy—Fear will tread my 
jmlace 

St> long as on my hearth there burns, a fire, 
Aigisthos as l>efore well-caring for me ; 

Since he to me is shield, no small, of lyoldncss. 
Here does he lie—outrager of this femalt*, 
I^ainty of all the Chruscids under Iliun ; 

And she—the captive, the sioothsayer also 
And couchmate of this man, oracle-sjjeaker, 
Faithful l)ed fellow,—ay, the sailors^ l)enches 
They wore in common, nor unpunished 
did so, 

Since he is—thus ! While, as for her,— 
swan-fashion, 

Her latest having chanted,—dying wailing 
She lies,—to him, a sweetheart: me she 
brought to— 

My bed’s by-nicety—the whet of dalliance. 
CHOROS, 

Alas, that some 
Fate would come 
Upon us in quickness— 

Neither much sickness 
Neither Ixjd-keeping— 

And l)ear unended sleeping, 

Now that sul>dued 

Is our keeper, the kindest of mood ! 

Having Ixjmc, for a woman’s sake, much 
strife— 

By a woman he withered from life ! 

Ah me! 

I^w-breaking Helena who, one, 

Hast many, so many souls undone 


’Neath Troia 1 and now the consummated 
Much-memorable curse 
Hast thou made flower-forth, red 
With the blood no rains disperse, 

That which was then in the House- 
Strife all-suMuing, the woe of a spouse. 

KLITTAIMNESTRA. 

Nowise, of death the fate— 

Burdened by these things—supplicate ! 

Nor on Helena turn thy wrath 

As the man-destroyer, as ‘She who hath, 

Being but one, 

Many and many a soul undone 
Of the men, the Danaoi”— 

And wrought immense annoy ! 

CHORDS. 

I>aimon, whf) fallest 

IJ |X)n this household and the double-raced 
Tantalidai, a rule, minde<i like theirs dis¬ 
placed, 

Thou rulest me w'ith, now, 

Wliose heart thou gallest! 

And on the Ixxly, like a hateful crow, 
.Stationed, all out of tune, his chant to clmnt 
Doth Something vaunt! 

KI.UTAIMNESTRA. 

Now, of a truth, hast thou set upright 
Thy mouth’s opinion,— 

Naming the Sprite, 

The triply gross, 

O’er the race that has dominion: 

For through him it is that Eros 
The carnage-licker 
In the l)elly is bred: ere ended quite 
Is the elder throe—new* ichor! 

CHOROS. 

Certainly, great of might 
And heavy of wrath, the Sprite 
Thtm tellest of, in the palace 
(Woe, woe!) 

—An evil tale of a fate 
By Ate’s malice 
Rendered insatiate! 

Oh, oh,— 
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tCing^ liow ^uUt I beweep tbee ? 

Fiwtt friendly soul whatever say? 

Thou Ikst where webs of the spider o’ersweep 
thee 

In impious death, life breathing away. 

O me—me f 

This couch, not free ! 

By a slavish death subdued thou art. 

From the hand, by the two-edged dart 

KLUTAIMNESTRA. 

Thou l>oastest this deed to l)e mine : 

But leave off styling me 
‘*The Agamemnonian wife!” 

For, showing liimself in sign 
Of the spouse of the corpse thou <lost see, 
Did the ancient bitter avenging-gbost 
Of Atreus, savage host. 

Pay the man here as price— 

A frilbgrown for the young one's sacrifice. 

CHOROS. 

That no cause, indeed, of this killing art thou, 
Who shall be witness-bearer ? 

How shall he l>ear it—how? 

But the sire’s avenging-ghost might Ixj in the 
deed a .sharer. 

He is forced on and on 

By the kin-bom flowing of bI<xKl, 

—Black Ares; to where, liavitig g<jne. 

He shall leave off, flowing done. 

At the frozen-child’s-flesli fcxid. 

King, king, how shall I Ixjweep thee ? 

From friendly soul whatever say? 

Thou best where wets of the spider o’ersweep 
thee 

In impious death, life breathing away. 

O me—m«} ^ 

This coudlf not free! 

By a slavish death sulxiued thou art. 

From the hand, by the two-edged liart. 

KLUTAIMNESTRA. 

Ko death unfit for the free ” 

I>o I think this man’s to be : 

Fw did not himself a slavish curse 
To his household decree ? 

But die seton of him, mysidf did nurse-- 


That much-bewailed tphigeneia, he 
Having done well by,*—and as well, nm 
worse. 

Been done to,—let him not in Haides loudly 
Bear himself proudly I 
Being by sword-destropng death amerced 
For tlkit sword's punishment himself inflicted 
first. 

CHORDS. 

I at a am left— 

Of a feasible scheme of mind bereft— 

Where I may turn: for the house is falling: 

I fear the bloody crash of the rain 
That ruins the roof as it bursts amain; 

The warning-drop 
Has come to a slop. 

Destiny doth Justice whet 
For other deed of hurt, on other whetstones 
yet. 

Woe, earth, earth would thou hadst taken 
me 

Ere I saw the man I see, 

On the pallel-l)ed 

Of the silver-sided bath-vase, dead ! 

Who is it shall bury him, who 
Sing his dirge? Can it l>e true 
That thiyu wiU dare this s,imc to do— 

Having slain thy husUind, thine own, 

To make his funeral moan : 

And for the soul of him, in place 
Of his mighty det*ds, a graceless grace 
To wickedly institute ? By whom 
Shall the tale of praise o‘’er the tomb 
At the god-like man be sent—* 

From the truth of bis mind as he toils intent ? 

KLUTAIMNESTRA. 

It lielongs not to thee to declare 
This object of care ! 

By us did he fall -down there ! 

IMd he die—down there ! and down, no less, 
We Will Imry him there, and not beneath 
The wails of the household over his death: 
But Iphigeneia,—with kindliness,— 

His daughter,—as the case requires, 

Facing him full, at the ra|3id-flowing 
Passage of Groans shaD—^th hands throwing 
Aroui^ him—-kiss that kindest of sires ! 
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CHORDS. 

This Wame comes in the place of blame: 
Hard battle it is to judge each claim. 

** He is home away who bears away: 

And the killer has all to pay.*' 

And this remains while Zeus is remaining, 
“The doer shall suffer in time**—for, such 
his ordaining. 

Who may cast out r.f th(' House its cursed 
brood? 

The race is to Ate glued I 

KUTTAIMNKSTRA. 

Thou hast gone into this oracle 
With a tme result. B'or n\e, then, —I will 
—To the Daimon of the Pleisthcnidai 
Making an oath—with all these things ( omply 
Hard as they are to l)ear. For the rest 
Going from out this House, a tpiest, 

May he wear some other family 
To nought, with the deaths of kin by kin! 
Vnd,—keeping a little part of niy gocKls, ~ 
Wholly am I contented in 
Having ex[>elled from the roy.d House 
Tht^se frenrJtxl mocxls 
The mutually-murderous. 

\i(.i a tios. 

O light propitious of day justice-bringing! 

X may say truly, now, that men’s avenger-^, 
The gods from high, of earth Ijchold the 
sorniws- | 

Seeing, as I have, i* the spun rolK.‘s of the 
Erinues, 

This man here lying, —.sight to me how 
pleasant !- 

His father’s hands’ contrivances repaying. 

For Atreus, this land’s lord, of this man fathtT, 
Thuestes, my o^n father—to ftjxjak clearly ~ 
HLs brother trx>,—l>cing i’ thenile contested, 
Drove forth to exile from l>oih town and 
household: 

And, coming back, to the hearth tunted, a 
suppliant, 

Wretched Thucstes found the fate assured him 
^Not to die, bUnMlying his fmternal thresht»ld 
Just tliere : but host-wise this man’s impious 
fotber 


Atreu.s, soul-keenly more than kindly,— 
seeming 

To joyous hold a fiesh-day,—to my fother 
Served up a meal, the flesh of his own 
children. 

The feet indeed and the hands* top divisions 
He hid, high up and isolated sitting; 

Hut, their iiicshowing parts in ignorance taking. 
He fori hwith cats food—as thou seest— 
perdition 

Tf> the race : and then, 'ware of the deed ill- 
I omened. 

He shrieked <) !—falls liack, vomiting, from 
the carnage, 

And fate on the Pelopidai past bearing 
He prays down putting in his curse together 
The kicking down o’ the feast- -that so might 
perish 

The race of Plcisthenes entire ; and thence is 
That it is given thee to see this man prostrate. 
And I was rightly of this slaughter stitch-man: 
Since me,—Ix'ing third from ten,—with my 
father 

He drives out -Ixnng then a Ixilx; in swathe- 

l Kinds; 

But, grown up, back again has justice brought 
me : 

And of this man I got hold—being without- 
doors— 

Fitting together the whole scheme of ill-will. 
So, sweet, in fine, even to die w^ere to me, 
Seeing, as I have, this man i’ the toils of 
]ustice ! 

riTOROS. 

Aigislhos, arrogance in ills X love not. 

Dost thou say-willing, thou didst kill the 
man here, 

And, alone, plot this lamentable slaughter ? 

I say—thy head in justice will escape not 
The people’s throwing—know that!—^stones 
and cunscs! 

AldlSTHOS. 

Thou such things soundest—^seated at the lower 
to those who rule at the ship’s mid- 
Ixmch ? 

Thou slialt know, IxMiig old, how heavy is 
teaching 
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To one of llie like —hidden he modest! 

But chains and old and the pangs of 
festing 

Stand out l>efore all else in teaching,— 
prophets 

At souls*-cure ! Dost not, seeing aught, see 
this too? 

Against goads kick not, lest tri|:)t-up thou 
suffer 1 

CHOROS. 

Woman, thou,—of him coming new fn)m 
battle 

Houseguard—thy husl*and’s bed the while 
disgracing,— 

For the Army-leader didst thou plan this fate 
too? 

aigisi'hos. 

These words too are of groans the prime- 
begetters 1 

Truly a tongue opposed to Orpheus hast thou • 

For he led all things by his voice’s grace 
charm, 

But thou, upstirring them by these wild yelp- 

Wilt lead them ! Forcc*d, thou wilt appear 
the tamer 1 

CHOROS, 

So—thou shalt be my king then of the 
Argeians— 

Who, not when for this man his fate thou 
plannedst, 

Daredst to do this deed—thyself the slayer! 

AIOrSTHOS. 

For, to wife’^part, 

certes i 

/ was looked a^ttr—foe, ay, old-lxjgolten I 

But out of this maih’s w^eallh will I endeavour 

To rule the citizexs^ : and the no-man-minder 

—Him will I ii^vily yoke—by no means 
trace-horse, 

A COrn©d*«p colt J but that bad friend in 
darkness, 

Fanoltic its housematCi shall behold him 

pA gentle. 


CHOROS. 

Why then, this man here, from a coward 
spirit, 

Didst not thou slay thyself? But,—helped, 
—a woman, 

The country’s pest, and that of gods o* the 
country, 

Killed him ! Orestes, where may he see light 
now ? 

That coming hither back, with gracious for¬ 
tune, 

Of lx>lh these he may lie tlie all-conquering 
slayer ? 

I AIGISIHOS. 

But since this to do thou thinkest—and not 
talk—thou soon shalt know ! 

Up then, comrades dear! the proper thing 
(o do—not distant this I 

CHOROS. 

Up then ! hilt in hold, his sword let everyone 
aright disjxisc ! 

AIGISTHOS. 

Ay, but I myself too, hill in hold, do not 
refuse to die. 

I CHOROS. 

Thou uilt die, thou say’st, to who accept it. 
We the cliance demand. 

KLUIAIMNESTRA. 

Nowise, O belovedest of men, may we do 
other ills ! 

To have reajxid away these, even, is a harvest 
much to me. 

(io, lx>th thou and these the old men, to the 
homes appointed each, 

Ere ye suffer! It behoved one do these 
things just as we did : 

And if of these troubles there should l>e 
enough—we may assent 

—By the l>aimon’s heavy heel unfortunately 
stricken ones! 

So ft woman’s counsel hath it—if one judge 
it learning-worth. 
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AIGISTHOS. 

But to think that these at me the idle tongue 
should thus o’erbloom, 

And throw out such words—the Daimon’s 
power exf)erimenting on— 

And, of modest knowledge missing,—me, 
the ruler, . . . 

ClIOROS 

Ne’er may this befall Argeians—wicked man 
to fawn I>efore! 


AIGISTHOS. 

O, I know, myself, that fugitives on hopes are 
pasture-fed I 

CHOROS. 

Do lliy deed, get fat, defiling justice, since 
the jxjwer is thine ! 


AIGISTHOS. 

Know that thou shalt give me satisfaction 
for tills folly’s sake ! 


CHOROS. 


AKHSTHOS. 

Anyhow, in after days, will I, yes, I, l)c at 
thee yet ! 

CHOROS. 

Not if hither should the Daimon make Orestes 
straightway come ! 


Boast on, l>earing thee audacious, like a cock 
his females by ! 

KLUTAIMNRSTRA. 

Have not thou respect for these same idle 
yelpings ! I and thou 

Will arrange it, o'er this household ruling 
excellently well. 
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Good, to forgive; 

Best, to forget! 

Living, wc fret; 

Dyii\g> we live. 

Ffetless and free, 

Soul, clap thy pinion I 
Earth have dominion, 

Body, o’er thee! 

!I. 

Wander at will, 

Day after day, — 

Wander aw'ay, 

Wandering still— 

Soul that canst soar ! 

Body may sluinl)er: 

Bf>dy shall cuinlx r 
Soul-flight no more. 

HI. 

Waft of soul’s wing ! 

What lie.s al>ove ? 

Sunshine ami l^ve, 

Skyhlue and Spring! 

Body liides—where ? 

, Ferns of all feather, % 
Mosses and heather, 
iHi the care 1 

LA SAISIAZ. 

A. E. S. SErt'EMBER 14, 1877. 

X>AI&B0 and done; at last I stand upon the 
summit, Bear and True ! 

SlUllJy dared and done; the climbing both 
" df us wei^ bound to do. 


Petty feat and yet prmiigious : every side my 
glance was l>ent 

O’er the grandeur and the lx.iiuty lavished 
through the whole ascent. 

laxlgc by leilge, out broke new marvels, now 
minute and now immense : 

hearth’s most exquisite disclosure, heaven's 
own God in evidence ! 

And no lx;rry in its hiding, no blue spiice In 
its outspread, 

I’leaded to escajxj my ftx)tstep, challenged 
my emerging head, 

I As 1 cUmlx'd or |Kiused from climb¬ 
ing, now o’erhi-anchcd by shrub and 
tree, 

Now built round by rock and Ixjulder, now 
at just a turn .st?t free, 

Stalioneri face to face with-Nature? rather 
with Infinitude) 

— No rcvealmcnl of them idl, as singly I my 
path pursued, 

But a bitter touched its sweetness, for the 
thought stung “ Even so 

Both of us hjid loved and wondered just the 
same, five days ago ! ” 

Five short days, suffrcienl hardly to entice, 
from out its den 

.Splintered in the slab, this pink perfection of 
the cyclamen; 

Scarce enough to heal and coat with amlrer 
gum the sloe-tree’s gash, 

Bronze the clustered wilding apple, redden 
ripe the mountain-ash : 

Vet of might to place l)ctween us—Oh the 
barrier 1 Yon Profound 

Slurinks beside it, proves a pin-point; barrier 
this, without a bound! 
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Boumdlcss though* it be, I reach you: some¬ 
how seem to have you here 
-—Who are there. Yes, there you dwell 
now, plain the four low walls ap¬ 
pear; 

Those are vineyards they enclose from ; and 
the little spire which points 
—That’s Colhuige, henceforth >our dwell¬ 
ing. All the same, howt‘’er dis¬ 
joints 

Last from present, no less certain y<ni are 
here, not there : have dared, 

Done the feat of mountain-climbing, — 
five days since, we both pre¬ 
pared 

Daring, doing, arm in arm, if other help 
should haply fail. 

For you asked, as forth we sallied to see 
sunset from the vale, 

** Why not try for once the mountain, —take 
a foretaste, snatch by stealth ! 

Sight and sound, some unconsidcred fragment 
of the hoarded wealth? j 

Six weeks at its Ikisc, yet never once have 
we together won 

Sight or sound by honest climbing* let us 
two have dared and done 
Just so much of twilight journey as may 
prove to-morrow’s jaunt 
Not the only mode of w^ayfare—wheeled to 
reac'h the eagle’s haunt ! ’’ 

So, we lurnc'd from the low grass-path 
you were pleased to call “ your 
own,” 

Set our faces to the rose-bloom o’er the 
summit’s front of stone 
Where Saleve obtains, from Jura and the 
sunken sun she hides, 

Due return of blushing *‘Go(Ki Night,” rovy 
as a borne-off bride’s, 

For his masculine “ GckxI Morrow” when, 
with sunrise still in hold, 

Gay he hails her, and, raagnific, thrilled her 
black length burns to gold. 

Up and up we went, how careless—nay, how 
joyous! All was new, 

All was strange, “Call progress toilsome? 
that were just insulting you I 


How the trees must temper noontide! Ah| 
the thicket’s sudden break I 
Wliat will be the morning glory, when at 
dusk thus gleams the lake ? 

Light by light puts forth Geneva : what a 
land—and, of the land, 

Can there l>e a lovelier station than this spot 
where now we stand ? 

Is it late, and wrong to linger? True, to¬ 
morrow makes amends. 

Toilsome* progress? child’s play, call it— 
specially when one descends ! 

There, the dread descent is over—hardly our 
adve nture, though ! 

Take the vale where late w^e k'" it, pace the 
gi£iss-i>ath, ‘ mine,’ you know ! 

Froud completion of achievement I ” And 
we j>aced it, praising still 
Tliat soft tread on velvet verdure as it wound 
through hill and hill; 

And at very end there met us, coming from 
Collonge, the pair 

All our jieoplc of the Chalet —two, enough 
and none to S{>arc. 

.So, we made for home together, and we 
u‘achcd It as the stars 

One by one came lamping—chiefly that 
prejx)tcncy of Mars— 

And your last word was “ I owe you this 
enjoyment !”—met with “ Nay : 

With yourself it rests to have a month of 
morrows like to-day ! ” 

Then the meal, with talk and laughter, and 
the news of that rare nook 
Vet untroubled by the tounst, touched on by 
no travel-book, 

All the same—though latent—patent, hybrid 
birth of land and sea. 

And (our travelled friend assured you)—if 
such miracle might lie— 

Comparable for completeness of lioth bless¬ 
ings—all around 

Nature, and, inside her circle, safety from 
world’s sight and sound— 

Omparable to our Saisiaz. “ Hold it fiist 
and guard it well! 

G#and see and vouch for certain, then come 
back and never tell 
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Lliriiiig soul but us; sod haply, prove our 
^y from cloud as clear, 

There may we four meet, praise fortune just 
as now, another year 1 ” 

Thus you charge<l him on departure: not 
without the final charge 
“ Mind to-morrow’s early meeting ! We 
must leiive our journey marge 
Ample for the wayside wonders ; there’s the 
stoppage at the inn 

Three-parts up the mountain, where the 
hardships of the track Ixjgin ; 

There’s the convent Wiirth a visit; lait, the 
triumph €rt>wning all— 

There’s Sal^ve’s own j:>latform /iicing gloiy 
which strides greatness small, | 

—Blanc, supreme above his earth-bro<Kl, i 
needles red and white and green, 

Horns of silver, fangs of crystal set on edge | 
in his demesne. 

So, some three W'ecks since, we saw them : 

so, to*morrow we intend 
You shall see them likewise ; tlierefore Oood 
Night till to-morrow, friend! ” 

Last, the nothings that extinguish einl^ers of 
a vivid day: 

What might l>e the Marshal’s next move, 
what Garalx'tta’s counter-play ? ” 

Till tlie landing on the staircase saw csca|xi 
the latest spark: 

Sleep you well!” “Sleep but as well, 
you!”—lazy love quenched, all was dark. 

Nothing dark next day at simdawn! Up I 
rose and forth I fared : 

Took my j^unge within the Ijath-pool, j^a^ed 
the watch-dog scared, ^ 

Saw proceed the transmutation—Jura’s black 
to one gold glow, 

Trod yomr level path that let me drink the 
morning deep and slow, 

Reached the little quarry—-ravage recom¬ 
pensed by shrub and fern— 

TUI the overawing ardours told me time was 
frir return. 

So» 1 did, itnd gaily. But, hr odte, 
frokn no hf mound 


Waved salute a tall white figure. ** Has her 
sleep been so profound ? 

Foresight, rather, prudent saving strength for 
day’s expenditure! 

Ay, the chaml^r-window’s open : out and on 
the terrace, sure! ” 

No, the terrace showed no figure, tall, white, 
leaning through the wreaths, 

Tangle-tw ine of leaf and bloom that intercept 
the air one breathes, 

Interjxjse between one’s love and Nature’s 
loving, hill and dale 

Uow'n to where the blue lake’s wrinkle marks 
the river’s ininsh pale 

—Mazy Arve: whereon no vessel Imt goes 
sliding white and plain, 

Not a steamlKxit pants fiom harbour but one 
hears pulsate amain, 

I’ast the city’s congregated jieace of homes 
' and }x:>mp of spires 
I —Man's mild protest that (here’s something 
more than Nature, man reijuires. 

And that, useful as is Nature to attract the 
tourist’s foot, 

tjuiet slow sure money-making proves the 
matter’s very root,— 

Need for Inxly, —while the spirit also needs 
a comfort reached 

By no help of lake or mountain, but the texts 
whence Calvin preached. 

“ Here’s the veil withdrawn from landscape ; 

up to Jura and Ijeyond, 

All awaits us rangerl and ready; yet she 
violates the lx>nd, 

Neither leans nor looks nor listens: why is 
this ? ” A turn of eye 

Took the whole sole answer, gave the un¬ 
disputed reason “ why ! ” 

This dread way you had your summons 1 No 
premonitory touch, 

As you talked and laughed (’tis told me) 
scarce a minute ere the clutch 
Captured you in cold forever. Cold? nay, 
warm you were as life 

When I raised you, while the others used, in 
passionate poor strife, 
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All the means that seemed to promise any 
aid, and all in vain* 

Gone you were, and I shall never see that 
earnest face again 

Grow transparent, grow transfigured with the 
sudden light that leafTt, 

At the first word’s provocation, from the 
heart-deeps where it slept. 

Therefore, paying piteous duty, what seemed 
You have we consigned 
Peacefully to—what I think were, of all earth- 
beds, to your mind 

Most the choice for quiet, yonder : low walls 
stop the vines’ approach, 

Lovingly Salevc protects you ; village-sports 
will ne’er encroach 

On the stranger lady’s silence, whom friends 
bore .so kind and well 

Thither “just for love’s sake,”—such their 
own word was : and who can tell ? 

You supposed that few or none had known 
and loved you in the world : | 

May l>e! flower that’s full-blown tempts the 
butterfly, not flower that's furled. 

But more learned sense unlocked you, loosed 
the sheath and let exj^and 
Bvul to Iwjll and outspread flower-shaj>e at 
the least warm touch of hand 
—May Ik*, throb of heart, Injiieath which,— 
quickening farther than it knew,— 
Treasure oft was disembosomed, scent all 
strange and unguessed hue. 
I)isembt>s<mied, re emtx)Somed,—must one 
memi>ry suffice, 

Prove I knew an Alpine-rose which all be¬ 
side named Edelweiss? 

Rare thing, red or while, you rest now: two 
days slumlKTcd through; and since 
One day more will see me rid of this same 
scene whereat I wince, 

Tetchy at all sights and sounds and pettish 
at each idle charm 

Proffered me who pjice now singly where we 
two went arm in arm,— 

1 have turned upon my weakness: asked 
“ And what, forsooth, prevents 
VOL. U. 


That, this latest day allowed me, 1 fulfil of 
her intents 

One she had the most at heart—that we 
should thus again survey 
From Saleve Mont Blanc together?” There¬ 
fore,—dared and done to-day 
Climbing,—here I stand : but you—where? 

If a spirit of the place 
Broke the silence, bade me question, promised 
answer,—what disgrace 
Did I stipulate “ 1 Provided answer suit my 
hopes, not fears ! ” 

Would I shrink to learn my life-time’s limit 
—days, weeks, months or years ? 

Would I shirk assurance on each point 
whereat I can but guess— 

“ Does the soul survive the body? Is there 
God’s self, no or yes ? ” 

If I know my mood, ’twere constant—come 
in whatsoe’er uncouth 

ShajK it should, nay, formidable—so the 
answer were but truth. 

Well, and wherefore shall it daunt me, when 
’tis I myself am tasked, 

When, by weakness weakness questioned, 
weakly answeis—weakly asked? 
Weakness never needs be falseness : truth is 
truth in each degree 

—ThunderjKaled by ChKl to Nature, whis¬ 
pered by my soul to me. 

Nay, the weakness turns to strength and 
triumphs in a truth Iwyond: 

“Mine is but man’s truest answ'er—how were 
it did (Jod resptmd ? ” 

I shall no more dare to mimic such response 
in futile .sf>eech, 

Pass oft' human lisp as echo of the sphere- 
song out of reach, 

Than,—because it well may happen yonder, 
where the far snows blanch 
Mute Mont Blanc, that who stands near 
them sees and hears an avalanche,— 

I shall pick a clod and throw,—cry “ Such 
the sight and such the sound ! 

What though I nor see nor hear them? 
Others do, the proofs abound ! ” 
z u 



LA SAISIAZ 


Cati I make my eye an eagle’s, sharpen ear 
to recc^nize 

Sound o’er league and league of silence? 

Can I know, who but surmise? 

If I dared no self-deception when, a week 
since, 1 and you 

Walked and talked along the grass-path, 
passing lightly in review 
Wliat seemed hits and what seemed misses 
in a certain fence-play,—strife 
Sundry minds of mark engaged in “ On the 
Soul and Future Life,”— 

If I ventured estimating what was come of 
parried thrust, 

Subtle stroke, and, rightly, wrongly, estimat¬ 
ing could l>e just 

—Just, though life so seemed abundant in 
the form which moved by mine, 

I might well have played at feigning, fooling, 
—laughed ** What need opine 
Pleasure must succeed to pleasure, else past 
pleasure turns to pain, 

And this first life claims a second, else I 
count its good no gain ? ”— 

Much less have I heart to palter when the 
matter to decide 

Now becomes “Was ending ending once and 
always, when you died ? ” 

Did the face, the form I lifted as it lay, 
reveal the loss 

Not alone of life but soul ? A tribute to yon 
flowers and moss, 

What of you remains beside ? A memory ! 
Easy to attest 

“CertaWy from out the world that one be¬ 
lieves who knew her best 
Such was good in her, such lair, wh^ fair 
and good were great perchance 
Had but fortune favoured, bidden each shy 
faculty advance; 

ARer all—who knows another? Only as I 
know, 1 speak.” 

So much of you lives within me while I live 
my year or week. 

Then my fellow takes the tale up, not un¬ 
willing to aver 

Duly in his turn “ I knew him best of all, as 
he fchew her: 


Such he was, and such he was not, and such 
other might have been 
But that somehow every actor, somewhere in 
this earthly scene, 

Fails.” And so lx>th memories dwindle, 
yours and mine together linked, 

Till there is but left for comfort, when the 
last spark proves extinct, 

This—that somewhere new existence led by 
men and women new 

Possibly attains perfection coveted by me and 
you ; 

While ourselves, the only witness to what 
work our life evolved, 

Only to ourselves proposing problems proper 
to be solved 

By ourselves alone,—who working ne’er shall 
know if work Ixrar fruit 
Others reap and garner, heedless how pro¬ 
duced by stalk and root, — 

We who, darkling, timed the day’s birth,— 
struggling, testified to fxjace,— 

Earned, by dint of failure, triumph,—we, 
creative thought, must cease 
In created w'ord, thought’s echo, due to im¬ 
pulse long since sped ! 

Wliy repine? There’s ever someone lives 
although ourselves be dead ! 

Well, what signifies repugnance? Truth is 
truth howe’er it strike. 

Fair or foul the lot apjxjrtioncd life on earth, 
we l>ear alike. 

Stalwart body idly yoked to stunted spirit, 
powers, that fain 

Else would .soar, condemned to grovel,ground¬ 
lings through the fleshly chain,-— 

Help that hinders, hindrance proved but help 
disguised when all too late,— 

Hindrance is (he fact acknowledged, howso 
e’er explained as Fate, 

Fortune, Providence: we bear, own life a 
burthen more or less. 

Life thus owned unhappy, is there supple¬ 
mental happiness 

Possible and proliable in life to come? or 
must we count 
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Life a curse and not a blessing, summed-up 
in its whole amount, 

Help and hindrance, joy and sorrow ? 

Why should I want courage here ? 

1 will ask and have an answer,—with no 
favour, with no fear,— 

From myself. How much, how little, do I 
inwardly believe 

True that ctmlroverted doctrine? Is it fact 
to which 1 cleave, 

Is it fancy 1 ljul cherish, when I take uixjn 
my lips 

Phrase the solemn Tuscan fashioned, and 
declare the soul’s eclipse 

Not the soul’s extinction ? take his “I believe 
and 1 declare—- 

Certain am I—*from this life I ]xiss into a 
belter, there 

Where that lady lives of whom enamoured 
was my soul vvliere this 

Other lady, my companion dear and true, she 
also is ? 

1 have (piestioned and am answered. (^)ues- 
tion, answer presupp)se 

Two points: that the thing itself which 
cjuestions, answ'ers,— is, it kn(»ws; 

As it also knows the thing perceived outside 
itself,—a force 

Acy.ial ere its own l>eginning,o{:)erative through 
its course, 

Unaffected by its end,—that this thing like¬ 
wise needs must bo ; 

Call this - (lod, then, call that—soul, and 
both-—the only facts for me. 

Prove them fiicls ? that they o’er^xiss 
my }x>wer of proving, proves them 
such : 

Fact it is I know I know not something 
which is fact as much. 

What before cause<l all the causes, what effect 
of all effects 

Haply follows,—these are fancy. Ask the 
rush if it suspects 

Whence and how the stream which floats it 
had a rise, and where and how 

Falls or flows on still! Wluit answer makes 
the rush except tliat now 


Certainly it floats and is, and, no less certain 
than itself, 

Is the everyway external stream that now 
through shoal and shelf 
Floats it onward, leaves it—may be—wrecked 
at last, or lands on shore 
There to root again and grow and flourish 
stable evermore. 

—May Ixi! mere surmise not knowledge: 

much conjecture styled l)elief, 

What the rush conceives the stream means 
through the voyage blind and brief. 

Why, because I doubtless am, shall I as 
doubtless l>e ? “ Because 

(iod seems gotKl and wise. ” Yet under this 
our life’s apparent laws 
Reigns a wrong which, righted once, would 
give quite other laws to life. 

“He seems |x>tent.” Potent here, then: 

why are right and wrong at strife? 

Has in life the wrong the Ijclter? Happily 
life ends so soon ! 

Right predominates in life ? Then why two 
lives and double lxx>n ? 

“Anyhow, we want it: wherefore want?” 

l^ecause, without the want. 

Life, now human, would he brutish; just 
that hoj.)e, hov\ev'cr scant, 

Makes the actual life wf>rth leading; take the 
hope therein away, 

All we have to do is surely not endure 
another day. 

I This life has its hopes for this life, hopes that 
prcxnise joy : life dune— 

Out of all the liopes, how many had complete 
fulfilment ? none. 

“But the soul is not the Ixxly:” and the 
breath is not the flute ; 

Both together make the music ; either marred 
and all is mute. 

Truce to such old sad contention whence, 
according as >ve sha|x; 

Most of hope or most of fear, we issue in a 
half-escape; 

“We believe” is sighed. I take the cup of 
comfort proffered thus, 

Taste and try each soft ingredient, sweet 
infusion, and discuss 
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What their blending may accomplish for the 
cure of doubt, till—slow, 

Sorrowful, but how decided! needs must I 
o’ertum it—so ! 

Cause before, effect behind me—blanks I 
The midway point I am, 

Caused, itself—itself efficient: in that narrow 
space must cram 

All experience—out of which there crowds 
conjecture manifold, 

But, as knowledge, this comes only—things 
may be as I behold, 

Or may not be, but, without me and above 
me, things there are ; 

I myself am what 1 know not—ignorance 
which proves no l>ar 

To the knowledge that I am, and, since I am, 
can recognize 

What to me is pain and pleasure; this is sure, 
the rest—surmise. 

If my fellows are or are not, what may please 
them and what pain,— 

Mere surmise : my own experience—that is 
knowledge, once again! 

I have lived, then, done and suffered, loved 
and hated, learnt and taught 
This—there is no reconciling wisdom with a 
world distraught, 

Goodness with triumphant evil, {K)wer with 
&iiure in the aim, 

If—(to my own sense, rememl>er ! though 
none other feel the same !)— 

If you l>ar me from assuming earth to be a 
pupil’s place, 

And life, time, — with all their |jpnccs, 
changes,—^just proljation-space, 

Mine, for me. But those apparent other 
mortals—theirs, for them ? 

Knowledge stands on my experience: all 
outside its narrow hem, 

Free surmise may sport and welcome! 

Pleasures, pains affect mankind 
Just as they affect myself? Why, here's my 
neighbour colour*blmd, 

Eyes like mine to all appearance : “ green as 
grass’* do 1 affirm? 


♦‘Red as grass” he contradicts me: which 
employs the proper term ? 

Were we two the earth’s sole tenants, with 
no third for referee, 

How should I distinguish? Just so, God 
must judge ’twixt man and me. 

To each mortal jxiradvenlure earth becomes 
a new machine, 

Pain and pleasure no more tally in our sense 
than red and green ; 

Still, without what seems such mortal’s plea 
sure, p.iin, my life were lost 

—Life, my whole sole chance to prove— 
although at man’s apjmrent cost— 

What is Iwauteoiis and what ugly, right to 
strive for, right to shun, 

Fit to help and fit to hinder,—prove my 
forces everyone, 

Good and evil,—learn life’s lesson, hate of 
evil, love of good, 

iVs ’lis set me, understand so much as may 
lx; underslcxxl — 

Solve the problem: “From thine appre¬ 
hended scheme of things, deduce 

Praise or blame ol its contriver, shown a 
niggard or profuse 

In each good or evil issue! nor miscalculate 
alike 

Counting one the other in the final balance, 
which to strike, 

Soul was born and life allotted; ay, the ^ow 
of things unfurled 

For thy summing-up and judgment,—thine, 
no other mortal’s world!” 


What though fancy scarce may grapple with 
the complex and immense 

—“ His own world for every mortal?” Pos¬ 
tulate omnifiotcnce! 

Limit power, and simple grows the complex: 
shrunk to atom size, 

Thai which loomed immense to fancy low 
liefore my reason lies,— 

I survey it and pronounce it work like other 
work: success 

Here and there, the workman’s glory,—here 
and there, lus shame no less, 
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Failure as conspicuous. Taunt not “Human 
work ape work divine ? ” 

As the power, expect performance ! God’s 
be God’s as mine is mine I 

God whose power made man and made man’s 
wants, and made, to meet those wants, 

Heaven and earth which, through the lx>dy, 
prove the spirit’s ministrants, 

Excellently all,—did He lack power or was 
the will in fault 

When He let blue heaven be shrouded o’er 
by va|.)ours of the vault, 

Gay earth drop her garlands shrivelled at the 
first infecting breath 

Of the serpent pains which herald, swarming 
in, the dragon death ? 

What, no way but this that man may learn 
and lay to heart how rife 

Life were with delights would only death 
allow their taste to life? 

Must the rose sigh “ Pluck—I perish !” must 
■ the eve weep “Gaze—I fade!” 

—Every sweet w'arn “’Ware my bitter!” 
every shine bid “Wait my shade”? 

Can we love but on condition, that the thing 
we love must die ? 

Needs there groan n world in anguish just to 
teach us sympathy— 

Multiludinously wretched that we, WTCtched 
too, may guess 

What a preferable state w'ere universal happi¬ 
ness? 

Hardly do I so conceive the outcome of that 
power which went 

To the making of the wonn there in yon clod 
its tenement, 

Any more than I distinguish aught of that 
which, wise and good, 

Framed the leaf, its plain of pasture, dropi^d 
the dew, its hncless fcKxl. 

Nay, were fancy fact, were earth and all it 
holds illusion mere, 

Only a machine for teaching love and hate 
and hoj)e and fear 

To myself, the sole existence, single truth 
mid falscho<xl,—w'ell! 

If the harsh throes of the prelude die not off 
into the swell 


Of that perfect piece they sting me to become 
a-strain for,—if 

Roughness of the long rock-clamber lead not 
to the last of cliff, 

First of level country where is sward my 
pilgrim-foot can prize,— 

Plainlier! if this life’s conception new life 
fail to realize,— 

Though earth burst and proved a bubble 
glassing hues of hell, one huge 
Reflex of the devil’s doings—God’s work by 
no suVrterfuge— 

(So death’s kindly touch informed me as it 
broke the glamour, gave 
Soul and body l)oth release from life’s long 
nightmare in the grave) 

Still,—with no more Nature, no more Man 
as riddle to l>e read, 

Only my own joys and sorrows now to reckon 
real instead,— 

I must say—or choke in silence—“Howso¬ 
ever came my fate, 

Sorrow did and joy did nowise,—life well 
weighed,—preix^ndcrate. ” 

By necessity ordained thus? I shall bear as 
l)est I can; 

By a cause all-,good, all-wise, all-potent? 
No, as I am man! 

Such were God : and was it goodness that 
the good within my range 
Or had evil in admixture or grew evil’s self 
by change? 

Wisdom—that becoming wise meant making 
slow and sure advance 

From a knowledge proved in error to acknow¬ 
ledged ignorance ? 

Power ? ’tis just the main assumption reason 
most rev^oUs at! power 
Unavailing for bestowment on its creature of 
an hour, 

Man, of so much proper action rightly aimed 
and reaching aim. 

So much passion,—no defect there, no ex¬ 
cess, hut still the same,— 

As what constitutes existence, pure perfection 
bright as brief 

For yon worm, man’s fellow-creature, on yon 
happier world—its leaf! 
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me I m tnan, I mourn the poverty I 
must impute: 

Goodness^ wisdom, power, all bounded, eac h 
a human attribute! 

But, O world outspread beneath me! only for 
myself I speak, 

Nowise dare to play the spokesman for my 
brothers strong and weak, 

Full and empty, wise and ftxjlisb, g<xKl and 
bad, in every age, 

Every clime, I turn my eyes from, as in one 
or other stage 

Of a torture writhe they, Job-like couched on 
dung and crazed with bkiins 
—^Wherefore ? wbereti» ? ask the whirl¬ 
wind what, the dread voice thence ex¬ 
plains ! 

I shall “ vindicate no way of God*s to man," 
nor stand apart. 

Laugh, be candid ! while I watch it 
traversing the human heart. 

Traversed heart must tell its story uncom¬ 
mented on : no levs 

Mine results in ** Only grant a second life, I 
acquiesce I 

In this present life as failure, count mis-1 
fortune’s worst assaults | 

1 riumph, not defeat, avsured that kvy, so | 
much the more exalts 

Gain aliout to be. For at what moment di<l 
1 so advance 

Near to knowledge as when fntstrate of escape 
from ignorance? 

I>id not beauty prove most precious when its 
opposite olMained 

Rule, and tnith seem more than ever §pt<^it 
t>ecau.se falsehrKxl reined ? • 

While for love—Oh how but, losing love, 
does whoso loves succeed 
By the death-pmig to the birth-throe—learn¬ 
ing what ii love indeed ? 

Only grant my soul may carry high through 
death her cup unspilled, 

Brimming though it lie with knowledge, life’s 
liMi drop by droj) distilled, 
i idiai boast it initie—the Imlsam, blm each 
. kindly wnendi that wrung 


From liffe’s tree its inmost virtue, tap|)ed the 
root whence pleasure sprung, 

Barked the bole, and broke the bough, and 
bniised the Ixnry, left all grace 
Ashes in death’s stern alembic, loosed elixir 
in its place! 

Witness, Dear and True, how little I w’as 
’w'lire of— not your v^^rth 
—That I knew% my heart assures me—but of 
what a shade on earth 

Would the passage from my presence <>f the 
tall W'hite figure ihnov 

O’er the ways we walktsl t<«gether ! Some¬ 
what narrow, somewhat slow 
Used to seem the ways, the witlking: narrow 
ways arc well to tread 

When there’s moss lieneath the footstep, 

I honeysuckle overhead ; 

: Walking slow to Iniating l>osom surest solace 
soonest gi\ es, 

Lilicrates the brriin o’erloaded—liest of all 
restoratives. 

Nay, do I forget the o|)en vast whert* soon or 
late convergt-d 

Ways ihfrtigh winding? world-wi<lt* ht'uven- 
high sea w^htTC music slept or surged 
As the angel had ascendant, and Heethoveirs 
Titan mace 

Smote the immense to storm Momrt would 
by a finger’s lifting chast*? 

Ves, I knew- Init not with know’Iedgc such 
as thrills me while I view 
Yonder pit^rinct which henceforward holds 
.and hiiles the Dear and True. 

(irant me (once again) assurance we shall 
f*ach meet each some day, 

Walk—but with how Ixvld a fix)tstep 1 on a 
way but what a way ! 

—Worst were Ijcst, defeat were (riumph, 
utter loss were utmost gairt. 

Can it Ik?, and must, and will it? 

Silenee ! Out of fact’s domain, 
Just surmise prepared to mutter hope, and 
alM) fear—riispiite 

Fact’s inexorable ruling Outside fart, sur¬ 
mise lie mute! ” 
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Well \ 

Ay, well and best, if feet’s self I 
may force the answer from! 

Tis surmise I stop the mouth of. Not above 
in yonder dome 

All a rapture with its rose-glow,—not around, 
where pile and peak 

Strainingly await the sun’s fall,—not beneath, 
where crickets creak, 

Birds assemble for their l)ed-timc, soft the 
tree-top swell subsides,— 

No, nor yet within my deei>est sentient self 
the knowledge hules. 

Aspiration, reminiscence, plausibilities of 
trust 

—Now the ready “Man w'ere wronged 
else,” n<»w the rash “and God un¬ 
just 

None of these I need. Take thou, my soul, 
thy solitary stan<l, 

Umpire to the champions Fancy, Reason, as 
either hand 

Amiaible war they wage and play the f»K' in 
thy lieh<K)f I 

Fancy' thrust and Rt'uson jurry ! TInne the 
prize N^ho stand aU>of. 

FANXY. 

r concwle the thing refused : henceforth no 
certainty moie plain 

Than this mere surmise that after Insiy dit> 
soul lives again. 

T\^o, the »nly facts acknov^ Uxlged late, arc 
now increasetl to three— 

(hxj is, and the soul is, and, as certain, after 
death shall lie. 

Rut this third l<» use in life, the time for 
using fact 1 

REASON. 

I do: 

Find it promises advantage, ctnipUxl \%iih the 
other tw'o. 

Lile to come will Ik* improvt*menl on the 
life that’s now ; destroy 

fkaiy’s thwartings, there’s no longer screen 
Iretwiil si>ul and siiul’s joy. 


Why should we expect new hindrance, novel 
tether ? In this first 

Life, I see the good of evil, why our world 
liegan at worst : 

Since time means amelioration, tardily 
enough displayed, 

Yet a mainly onward nioGng, never wholly 
retnigrade. 

We know mi>re though we know little, we 
grow stronger though still weak, 

Partly see though all too purblind, stammer 
though we cannot speak. 

There is n<^ such grudge in Gml as scared 
the ancient (ireek, no fresh 
SiiKtitute of trap for dragnet, once a breakage 
in the mesh. 

Dragons were, ami scqients are, and blind- 
worms will l>e : ne'er emerged 
Any new-creuled python for man’s plague 
since earth was purged. 

Failing prtvof, then, of unented trouble to 
replace the old, 

O’er this life the next presents advantage 
much and manifold : 

Which advantage — in the absence of a fourth 
and farther fact 

Now conceivably surmis<*fl, of harm to follow* 
from the .u't — 

I primounre for man’s obtaining at ihb 
Irntment. Why delay? 

Is fie happy? Imppiness will change; anti- 
rijsate the day ! 

Is he Siid ? there's ready refuge : of all sad¬ 
ness dcjilh’s pitaupl cure! 

Is he lioth, in mingleil measuie? cease a 
burthen tti endure! 

Pains wdth sorr)' compensations, pleasures 
stiiUtHl in the dole. 

Power that sinks and pettiness that soars, all 
halved and nothing whole, 

I<lle ho\ycs that lure man onward, forced 
l>ack by as idle fears— 

What a load he stumbles under through his 
glad sad seventy years, 

When a touch sets right the tunnoil*, lifts his 
spirit where, ftesh-frcujdj 
Knowknlge shall Ik* rightly named so, alt 
I tlmt seems be truth indeed! 



5S* 


LA SAISIAZ 


GfttUt his fortes no accession^ nay, no Acuity’s 
increase, 

Only let what now exists continue, let him 
prove in peace 

Power whereof the interrupted unperfected 
play enticed 

Man through darkness, which to lighten any 
spark of hope sufficed,— 

What shall then deter his dying out of dark¬ 
ness into light ? 

Death itself perchance, brief pain that’s pang, 
condensed and infinite ? 

But at worst, he needs must brave it one day, 
while, at Ijest, he laughs— 

Drops a drop within \m chalice, sleep not 
death his science quaffs! 

Any moment claims more courage w’hen, by 
crossing cold and gloom, 

Manfully man quits discomfort, makes for the 
provided r<x>m 

Where the old friends want their fellow, 
where the new acquaintance wait, 

Proliably for talk assembled, fxissibly to sup 
in state! 

I affirm and rc-affirni it therefore: only make 
as plain 

As that man now lives, that, after dying, 
man will live again,— 

Make as plain the alisence, alv», of a law to 
contravene 

Voluntary passage from this life to that by 
change of .vene,— 

And I bid him—at susjncion of ftrsi cloud 
athwart his sky, 

Flower’s departure, frf>st’s arrival — never 
hesitate, but die! 

% 

FANCY, 

Then I double ray concession : grant, along 
with new life sure, 

This same law found lacking now: ordain 
that, whethei* rich or poor 

Present life is judged in aught man counts 
advantage—lie it hope, 

Be it fear that brightens* blackens most or 
least his horoscope,-* 

fie, by aliiolute compulsion such as made 
hto live at all, ^ 


Go on living to the fated end of life whate’er 
befell. 

What though, as on earth he darkling grovels, 
man descry the sphere. 

Next life’s—call it, heaven of freedom, close 
aliove and crystal-clear? 

He shall find—say, hell to punish who in 
aught curtails the term, 

Fain w'ould act the butterfly liefore he has 
playeii out the worm. 

Gtid, soul, earth, heaven, hell,—five feels 
now; what is to desiderate ? 


REASON. 

Nothing I Henceforth man’s existence Ixiws 
to the monition “ Wait! 

Take the joys and l>ear the s<irrows—neither 
with extreme concern! 

I/iving here means nescience simply: ’tis 
next life that helps to learn. 

Shut those eyes, next life will open,—slop 
those ears, next life will teach 

Hearing’s office,—close thtise lips, next life 
will give the [lower of sjiecch! 

Or, if acti<m more amuse thee than the 
passive attitude, 

Bravely bustle through thy Inung, busy thee 
for ill (»r go^xi, 

Heap this life’s success or failure! S<xm shall 
things lie unperplexcd 

And the right and wrong, now tangleil, lie 
unravelled in the next.” 


FANCY. 

Not so fest 1 Still m« »re concession! not alone 
do I declare 

Life must nectls lie iKime,—I also will tliat 
man liecome aware 

Life has worth incalculable, wr)' moment 
that he spends 

So much gain or loss for that next life which 
on this life deyiends. 

Good, done here, lie there rewarded,—evil, 
worked here, there amerced I 

Six facts now, and all established, plain to 
man the last as first. 
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REASON, 

There was good and evil, then, defined to 
man by this decree? 

Wiif —for at its promulgation both alike have 
ceased to l)e. 

Prior to this last announcement “Certainly 
as God exists, 

As lie made man’s soul, as soul is quenchless 
hy the deathly mists, 

Yet is, all the same, forbidden premature 
es<'ajx* from time 

To eternity’s provided purer air and brighter 
clime,— 

Just so certainly dtqxmds it on the use to 
which man turns 

f*arth, the or evil done there, whether 
after death he earns 

I-ifo eternal,—heaven, the phrase lie, or | 
eternal death,--say, hell. 

As his deeds, so proves his portion, doing ill 
or doing well ! ” 

—Prior to this last announcement, earth w’as 
man’s prohition-place: 

Lilwty of doing evil ga\e his doing goo<l a 
grace; 

Once lay down the law, with Nature’s simple 
“ Such eft'ects succeed 

Causes such, and he-aven or hell dejx'nds up<m 
man’s earthly deed 

Just as surely as dejx*nds the straight or else 
the cn«>kcrl line 

On his making jx>inf meet p<xnt or with or 
else without incline,”— 

Thenceforth neither gtKxl nor evil does man, 
doing what he must. 

l4iy but down that law as stringent “ Wouldst 
thou live again, Ik* just! 

As this other “ Wouklst thou live now, 
regularly draw thy breath 1 

For, .suspend the o|x*rati<m, straight law’s 
breach results in death—” 

And (proxddfxi always, man, addr<*sseil this 
mcxle, Ix’ sound am! sane) 

Prompt and alisolute olx'dience, never diHilrf, 
will law obtain! 

Tell not me “ LK>k round us! nothing each 
side bat acknowledged law, 


Now styled (rod’s—now, Nature’s edict t ” 
Where’s obedience without flaw' 

Paid to either? What’s the adage rife in 
man’s mouth? Why, “The Ixst 
I lx>th see and praise, the worst I follow ”— 
which, despite professed 
Seeing, praising, all the same he follows, 
since he dislxlieves 

In the heart of him that edict which for truth 
his head receives. 

There’s evading and persuading and much 
making law amends 

Somehow, there’s the nice distinction ’twixt 
fast foes and faulty friends, 

—Any consecjuence except inevitable death 
when “ Die, 

Wlioso breaks our law!” they publish, (ioil 
and Nature e<]iially. 

Law that’s kept or brf>ken—subject to man's 
will and pleasure! \N’hence? 

How comes law to liear eluding? Not 
Ixcause of imjxittMice: 

Certain laws exist already which to hear 
means to olx*y; 

Therefore not without a purpose these man 
must, while those man may 
Keep and, for the k<*eping, haply gain 
approval and reward. 

Break through this last siqx^rstructure, all is 
empty air—no s^\ard 

Firm like my first fact to stand on “Gtxl 
there is, and sfHil there is,” 

And s^iul’s earthly life allotment: wherein, 
by hypothesis, 

Soul is Ixumd to pass proliation, prove its 
jKiwers, and exercise 

Sense and thought on fact, and then, from 
feet etlucing fit surmise, 

I Ask itself, and of itself have solely answer, 

I “ Dtx-s the scope 
I’arth a thirds of feet to jutige by warrant 
future fear or hope ? ” 

I'hus have we come Ixick full circle : fancy’s 
fixitsteps one by one 

Go their round conducting reason to the 
p>int where they ix?gun, 
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I*et wheie we were left so lately, Bear and 
Tme \ When, half a week 
Since* we walked and talked and thus I told 
you, how suftused a cheek 
Von had turned me had I sudden brought 
the blush into the smile 
By some word like ** Idly argued! you know 
better all the while! 

Now, from nie—Oh not a blush lait, how 
much mort\ a joyous glow, 

Laugh triumphant, would it strike did your 
“ Yes, Ijetler I do know '' 

Break, my wamirit for assurance ! which 
assurance may not Ijc 

ft, supfslanting hope, assurance needs must 
change this life to me. 

So, I |wpe--no more than ho|ie, but hope— 
1K> less ll*an hope, l>e<'auHe 
I can ftkthom, by no piumhdine sunk in hfe\ 
apparent law% 

How I may in any instance fix where change 
shxHild meetly fall 

Nor involve, by one rcvisal, abrogation of 
them all: 

Which again involves as utter change in 
life thus laW“releiised, 

Whence thegt>od of g<^»dn€ss vanisheil when 
the ill of evil ceased. 

Whereas, life ami laws appiircnt re mutated, 
—all we know. 

All we know not,->-oVr our heaven again 
cloud closes, until, lo— 

Hope the arrowy, just as constant, comes to 
inerce ks ghK>m, coinpclk*<l 
By a power and Ijy a purpise which, if no 
one else beheld, 

1 behold in life, so - hf>pe ! ^ 

Sad ftumming up of all to say I 
Aihmmius cmim mnndum^ wliy should he 
hope more than they ? 

So are men made notw ithstanding, such mag¬ 
netic virtue darts 

From each head their fenry haloes to their 
unresisting hearts! 

Here I ilaiid, tneihinka a throw ftom 
fim village 1 ihi# mom 


Traversed for the sake of hx>king one last look 
at its forlorn 

Tenement’s ignoble fortune: through a cre¬ 
vice, plain its door 

Piled with prewender for cattle, while a dung- 
heap blocked the dexir. 

In that squalid Bossex, under that obscene 
rtxi roof, artist*. 

Like a fiery dying scrjxrnt from its egg, a soul 

—KoUSM'ilu’s, 

Turn thence ! Is it Ihotlati joins the ^dimmer 
of the lake? 

There I plutked a leaf, one week 
dnee, — i\y, plucke<l k»r Byron’s 
sake. 

Famesi unfortunates * And yet, liecause of 
that phosphoric fame 

Swathing blackness’ stlf with brightness till 

I putridity looked flame. 

All the world wjls wjithi*«l: and where¬ 
fore ? what could lie lieneath, 
allure 

I lean of man to let cornquion serve man’s 
head as cynosure ? 

Was the magic m the dictum “AH that’s 
goo<! IS gone* and past ; 

Bad and worse still grows the prcscmt, and 
the worst of all rorrics last : 

Which kdieve- f<»r I IkIuhc k?” So 
prear hex! one his gosjiel news ; 

While* mehidious m >,incd the other “ Dying 
day with dt*lj»hin-lmfj»! 

Storm, for hotlmess and darknevs like a 
woman s c)e ! SV mounts 

Where I (hmb to Scape m) ft How, and thou 
sesv wherem he counts 

Not one inch of vile donuruon ! Wlmt were 
your es|>ecia! worth 

Firileil ye to enforce the maxim H)f all objects 
found on earth 

Man is mcamest, much tr>o hemoured when 
\ § 
comjxired with—what by mhh 

Beat* him—ariy <lr*g j so, let him go a-hnwlmg 
to his gc*ds ! * 

Which believe—for I lielieve it !** »ueh the 
comfort man receiwrl 

Sadly since perforce he must: for why? the 
femou$ Imrd lieliered I 
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Fame! Then, give me fame, a moment! As 
I gather at a glance 

Human glory afterglory vivif> mg yon expanse, 
Let me gr»p them all tt:^ether, hold on high 
and brandish well 

Bencon-hke alxjve the rapt ^^orld ready, 
whether heaven or hell 
Send the darxlmg summons earthward, to 
submit itself the siinie, 

Take on trust the or des|uir flaslu^tl 
full on face by -Kinu*’ 

Tluinks, thou (Mne tree of MakistfK, uide th> 
gmril torch I wave ‘ 

Know je whence I phuked the [>dUr, Utc 
with sky for arihilraxe? 

This the trunk, the central solid Knowledge, 
kindled core, !x‘gan 

Tugging earth detps, tr>ing hca\tn heights, 
rooted )oiultr at I^owiniu 
This which flits and spit^, the aspic,— 
s|xirkles in and out the buighs 
Now', and now coiuhnscHl, rh«* python, <od 
ing round and round allows 
Scarce the 1>*»K its ihn tflsiUaiue, dulhsl by 
flak< on flake of \\ it 

lauighter so Ujtweb la’arning,—what but 
herney nounsluil it? 

Nay, nor fear -simt every lesin feeds tne 
flame that I disjx nse 
With yon B«»ss<‘\ lerc binth'tret^’s all e\plosi\< 
Fkn^ucnce: 

No, lx? Hue ’ nor, any more than tliy resph n 
denc), Jean |arqms, 

l>ire I wiiui ihinc, Duwhti’ What though 
monkevs and inaranpu^s 
(hbU’^r Byit»n"'’‘ Byron's ivy rears i liruu h 
iMfyond the crew, 

<irecn for ever, no chsiduous tnish nuc^tpies 
and nionkevs chew! 

As UoussTJut, then, ehspient, as Byron prime 
m poeCh pnviT,— 

IVthnalions, fulgurations, smiles—the rain* 
!x>w, tears the shower,*- - 
I/>, I lift the toniscating marvel—Fame * 
and, famed, tieckre 

Ixamed for the nonce as (liblion, witty as 
wit*« self Voltaire * ► * 


O the sorriest of conclusions to whates'er nun 
of sense* 

Mid the millions stands the unit, takes no 
flare for evidence! 

Yet the millions have their portion, live their 
calm or troublous day, 

Find significance m fireworks : so, by help of 
mine, they may 

( onfidently lay to heart and lock in head 
their life long- this • 

“ JU there witli the brind flamfviyant, brmd 
o’er night’s forlorn abyss, 

(Vowmd by prose and \tr‘vc; and wield 
ing, with V\it\ baulde, Ix*arnmg*s 
f<»d . . . 

WelP Why, he it hast liehevcd in S«ml, 
was very sure (»t t lod, 

^o the pM>r smile pi that evuung, pdhd 
smile I >ng sitv e esltnc t 
Ibre in Loufinn s nud NoMinUr'* Not so 
hios( 1) thou wen linkud, 

^ix wtH ks sint«. as I, dcM < nding m the sunset 
from Sdeve, 

1 onnd iht thim, I seMiu*! to forge there^ 
fliwh'.s nil It rtaditd youi grave,— 

Not s*) tdmv n is the listurc, but I l»oie it m 
my iuea^ 

Silt thus hr And '.niKe I found a some* 
thing in me viould not re^t 
I ill I, link by hnk, unmtlUsl any tangle of 
tlu < ham, 

Uert U he%, for imu h or little’ I have 
lived all o'er ag'un 

That last pregnuU hour * I sij^ as I 

could 'Hive a nsit \ 

Di^mttrred for re mterment \mn the time 
Ixst helj>s to sho<»t. 

Life is 'vtcs keti with gc rms of torpid life ; Imt 
may I mver wake 

Tluvse of mine whose resurrection could not 
Im‘ wuhoiit eartlw]uakc ! 

K<«vt all such, unraisetl forever! Ik: this, 
s.id yet sweci, the sole 
Memit»r) cvoketl from shimlx'r! I-xsist part 
this: then what the whole? 
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[Poet Number One is AVw/ Gentillwmme^ page to the Prince of Cond^i wIkisc* chance of 
succession to the French throne was spoilt by Anne c»f Austria giving birth to a dauphin. 
The |Kiem partly turns on this incitlent. Pt>et Numl>cr is Aftniiani^ who man^igwl to 
make Voltaire l(X>k fix>iish in the circumstances narrated in this fKxim.] 


1, 


n. 


Such a starved Imnk of moss 
Till that May mt»ni, 

Blue ran the flash across: 
V^'rolets were bom! 


II. 

Sky—what a scowl ol cloud 
Till, near and far, 

Ray on ray split the shrtiud 
Splendid, a star! 


Nay, for I iicckI to see your face! One stroke 
Adroitly dealt, and lo, the jx»mp revealed ! 
Fire in his jxindemonium, heart 

Palatial, where he w'roughl the w«uks 
conccaic<l 

Ilenealh the solid-seeming nxif I Iwroke, 

As rally up and out and ofl' they reeletl 
lakediHonrertai imps, tlu'ise thousand sfxirks 
From fire’s slow tunnelling of \aults and arcs! 

ni. 


HI. 

World—how it wallal al>out 
Life with disgrace 
Till iifKps own smile came out: 
That was thy dice! 
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I. 

“Fame t” Yes, I said it and you r<lcl it. 
First, 

Praise the gcmd log-flrc! Winter howK 
without 

Crowd clof;er, Jtsf as! Ha, the secret 
nursed 

Inside yon IMlow, crusted roundaliotit 

With copper tuyere the damp was,—how the 
burst 

VhidifMaes flame the MfMidiy Spout 

Thy i|imdidk;sf—a mtiuite and no more? 

So iUCiii agmn all sobered m betbre ? 


Up, out, ami off, see! Were you newer used,-- 
\'ou now, in chiidkhdays or rathernights,— 
As I was, to watch sfKirks fly ? not amused 
i By that tild nurse-taught game which gave 
the sprite's 

! Each one his talc and career,—confusal 

* Belief ’twas all long over with the flights 
Frr»in earth to heaven of hem, sage and Imrd, 

‘ And liaule them once more strive for Fame’s 
j award ? 

I IV. 

New long bright life ! and happy chance 
liefell- 

That I know—when some jurenmtufdy lost 
Child of disaster bore away the liell 
j From some too-jmmficred son of fortune, 
I crossed 

* Never liefore my chimney broke the spell! 

Octogenarian Keats gave up the ghost, 
While—never mind Who mm it cumlxire^l 
earth— 

Sank tUiflwl, spandoi^ brightness, in the 
litfth. 


»s« 
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V. 

Well, try a variation of the game ! 

Our log is» old ship“tiral)er, broken bulk. 

There’s *»ea-brine spirits up the brimstone 
flame, 

That crimson-curly spiral proves the hulk 

Was saturate with - ask the chloride's name 
From wjrnelxxly who knows ! I shall not 
sulk 

if yonder greenish tonguelct licked from 
brass 

Its life, 1 thought was fed on (:oj)|XTas, 

VI. 

Anyhow, there they flutter! What may lx 
The slyle and prowess ut (hat purple onet* 

Who IS the hero other eyes shall set* 

I’han )ours ami miner* Tkit yelh^w, deep 
It) dun— 

('onjecture how the s.ige glows, whom m>t we 
Hut ihtise unlK;rn are to gel warmth by! 
Son 

O’ the coal,—as Job and Hebrew name a 
s})illk, - 

What Iwrd, in thy red stMring, scares the 
dark? 

VII. 

< )h and the lesser lights, the dearer still 
That they elude a vulgar eye, gne ours 

The gbmpNC rejiaying astronomic skill 

Which searched sky dee|KT, jxLssed those 
jmtcni p>wers 

Constellate proudly,—-swortb, scrolls, harjis, 
that hll I 

The vulgar eye to surfeit,—found Ixst 
flowers 

Hid dec^xst in the dark,—nametj unplm keti 
grace 

Of soul, ungathered licauly, lorm or face ! 

vni. 

Up with thee, mmddering ash men never 
knew. 

But I know I flash thou feurth, and figure 
bold. 

Calm and columnar as yon flame I view! 

Oh and I bid th€C,-*to whom fortune 
doted 


Scanlly all other gifts out —bicker blue, 

Beauty for all to see, zinc’s uncontrolled 
Flake-brilliance! Not my fault if these were 
shown, 

Grandeur and beauty l)olh, to me alone. 

IX. 

No! as the first was bi^y’s play, this proves 
mere 

Stripling’s amusement; manhood’s sport 
lx grave ! 

Ch<x«4e rather sparkles quenched in mid 
career, 

Their Ixjldness and their brightness could 
not save 

(In some old night of time on stiine lone drear 

Sca-coast, monop )li/,ed by crag or cave) 

—Save from ignoble exit into smoke, 

Silence, oblivion, all death-damps that 
choke I 

X. 

Launche<l by our ship-wcwxl, float we, once 
adrift 

In fancy to that land-strip w*aters wash. 

We Uith know well! WTiere uncouth trilxs 
I made shifl , 

I Long since lt> just keep life in, billows 
I dash 

Nigh over folk who shudder at each lift 

Of the *)ld tyrant tcmixrst’s whirlwind-hish 
Though they have built the serviceable town 
Tcm|Xi»ls but lease now, billows drench, not 
drown. 

XI. 

C'rt)isic, the spit ofsiimly rock which juts 

SfHtcfully northward, bears nor tree nor 
I shrub 

To temp the ocean, show wbal Guerande 
shuts 

Behind her, past wild Batz whose Saxons 
grub 

The ground for crystals grown where ocean 

gluH 

Their promontory’s breadth with salt r all 
Stub 

Gf rock and stretch of sand, the land’s hist 
strife 

To rescue a pxir remnant for dear life. 


JfSS 
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XII. 

AimI wisat lik I I£ere was, from the world 
to choose, 

The Druids’ chosen chief of homes: they 
reared 

—Only their women,—mid the slush and t»uxe 
Of yon low islet,—to their sun, revered 
In strange stone guise,—a temple. May- 
dawn dews 

Saw the old stmcttirc levellerl; when 
there peered 

May’s earliest e^^e star, high and wide once 
more 

Up towertxi the new pile perfect as liefore : 

j 

XIII. 

Seeing that priestesses—and all weie such— 
Unbuilt and then rebuilt u ever)' May, 
Each a]ik.e helping—well, it not much ’ j 
For, mid their eagerness to tmistnp d.i) | 
And get work done, if luiy hx>sed hci ciuti h | 
And let a single stone dnip, straight a prey 
Herself fell, torn to pieces, hmh from hmh, 
By sisters in full chorus glad and grim. 

XIV. 

And still m much reniains of tluit graj cult, 
Tliat e^en now, of nights, do nonwn .sieiil 
To the jwle Menhir standing, and insult 
The antagonistic church spire by a|)|xiil 
To power discrowned in vain, since each adult 
Believes the gruesome thing she clas|>s 
may heal 

Whatever plague no priestly help can cure : 
Kiss IhjI the cold stone, the event is sure ! 

XV. # 

Kay more: on May-moms, ilmt fwrimeval rite 
Of temple'Wldmg, with its punishment 
rash precipitation^ Ungers, spite 
Of all rrmonstrance? vainly are they sheni, 
Tho«e girls who foph a ring and, dressed in 
wliite, 

Djmee round $omf sister’s strength 

be »|)cnt: 

Tottch but the Menhir, i»tridght the rest turn 
fma fttitkay Iftll on her with Uaticiiil. 


XVL 

Oh ami, ftur their part, Ixiys from dwr to dmir 
Sing unintelligible words to tunes 
As olisoletc; ‘^scmijs of Druidic lore,” 

Sigh scholars, as each pak man importunes 
Vainly the mumbling to speak plain once 
more. 

ICnough of this old worship, rounds and 
runes! 

They sci ve my {)urf>t>M% which is but to show 
Croisic tt>*day ami Unasic long iigo. 

XVII. 

What have wcstuled Itisee, then, wtifletl there 
By fancy tn>m the It^; that ends its days 
Of much adviMiture ’neath skies foul or fair, 
On waters lough or snaKilh, in this g<j<Kl 
bla/e 

Wc twui'iouch rounrl s<»closely, biddingcare 
Keep outside with the snow-sloim ? St^rie- 
thmg wys 

“ Fit time for slory-telhng!” I Ugin— 
Why not at Croisic, p>rt wc first (>ul in/ 

xviii, 

Auywhcrt' M-rves: for iK»mt me out the 
pUre 

Wherever man has marie himself a home, 
And there 1 find the story of our race 
In iiitic, just at ( roisu as at Koim*. 

Whal matters the di-gret? the kind I trace. 
Druids their temple, C’hri.stians Imve tlidr 
d* ane: 

So with mankind; and (’roisic. I’ll engage, 
W’uh Home yields sort for sort, in age for age# 

XIX. 

Ko doubt, men %asMy differ: and we nwl 
Some strange exceptional Inncvokncc 
(Jff nature’s sunshine to develop seetl 
So well, in the km-favourex! clime, that 
thence 

We may ditvccrn bow shrub means tree mdeed 
Though dwarfed till »caa*ely idhnib in 
evidence. 

Man In the ice^hotiisc m the hut-house mnki 
With beasts Of g<xk; utoveTorccd, give warmth 
the (luinks! 
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XK. 

While, is there any ice-checkecl ? Such sliall 
learn 

I am thankworthy, who jjrofjose to slake 
Ilis thirst lot tasting how it feels to turn 
Cellar from hyssoj>-on 4 he-walL I wake 
No meiiKmcs ol wlml is harsh and stern 
In ancient Croisir-naturc, much less rake 
The ashes of her last warmth till out leaps 
Live ilervc l-Uel, the single sjmrk she kee|>s. 

XXI. 

Take these two, see, each outbreak, sjurt 
and spirt 

C)f fire fioni uui brave billet’s either e<ige 
Which - call inaleniaJ ( roisic occan-girt ! . 

These two sludl thoioughly redeem inv | 
pletige. I 

One fiames fierce gules, us feebler rnal - i 
vert, 

Heralds Would tell you : heroes. I allege, i 
They IwUh weie : soldiers, stulots, sutesmen, 
priests, 

Law^eiH, ph) sicians—guess what gtals <»r 
lieasts f 

XXII 

None of them all, but -jxiets, if you plcas<‘ ’ 
Wlial, even there, emhmnl with kiuuK 
of rhyme, 

Did two among the alwrigincs 
(Jf that rough iegii»n p^iss the ungiacious 
lime 

Suiting, to rumble-tumble of the sea’s, 

The M»ngs lorbidden a screner dime ? 

Or had ttwy univerMil audience—that*s 
To My, the folk of Cronu', ay and ilair?” 

XXIIl. 

Ojien ysuur cars ! lutth t>»Ht m his day 
Had such a mighty moment of success 
As iwnimdetl him straight, in full dispU), 

For the whole w'oild to w'^orshifv—nothing 
less! 

not the whole txditc world Par is, praj ? 
And did not Farts, for one moment - 
yes, 

Wermhip these jioct-fkiijes, our red and green* 
One at a time, a century lielween ? 


XXIV. 

And yet you never heard their names I iVssist, 
Clio, Historic Muse, while I record 
(ireat <k‘e<ls ! lajt fact, not fancy, break the 
mist 

And bid each sun emerge, in turn play loitl 
Of <U\, one moment I ffear the annalist 
Tell a strange story, true to the least word ’ 
At (Voisic, sixteen hundrerl years and ten 
! SiiKv Christ, forth fLimcd yon lirpud ndiy, 

I then, 

j xxv. 

Know him henceforth as Ken<? (ienlilhomme 
i Appropriate apftdiation ! noble birth 

I \nd knightly hla/on, the device wlierefrom 
I \\as “ Iktler do than siiy " ! In Croisic’s 
dearth 

Why prison his caretr while Christendom 
l.;iy o|)cn li> reward acknowledged worth? 
He tluTefore left it at the pr(>j)er age 
Ami got to Ije the Prince of Contlti’s page. 

xx\ r. 

\\hhh Pnnee of ('ondi!*, whom men called 
*‘The Duke,’" 

F.iiling the king, his cousin, af an heir, 
(As one might hold would hap, without 
j rebuke. 

I Since Anne of Au.>lria, nil the world 
! ■’ware, 

Twenty three years long sterile, narce could 
hsA 

For issue) -failing Duiis of so rare 
A g<¥!send, it was natund the Prim'e 
Should hear men call him “ Next King” tiw, 
nor wince. 

XXMl, 

Now. as this reasonable hojx', by growth 
(11 years, nay, lens of years, looked plump 
almost 

To bursting,—would the brothers, cluldless 

Inith, 

Louts and Castim, gTive but up the ghost-— 
Conde, cidkxl *‘Duke” and “Next King/' 
nothing loth 

Awaited his appointment to the jxjst. 

And wiled away the time, as best he might. 
Till Providence sliould settle things aiighu 
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xxvin. 

So, at a certain pleasure-house, withdrawn 
From cities where a whisper breeds offence, 
He sat him down to watch the streak of dawn 
Testify to first stir of Providence; 

And, since dull country life makes courtiers 
yawn, 

There wanted not a poet to disj)ense 
Song’s remedy for spleen-fits all and some. 
Which poet was Page Rene GentUhomme. 


XXIX. 

A poet born and bred, his very sire 
A poet also, author of a piece 
Printed and published, “Ladies — their 
attire”; 

Therefore the son, just Ixjrn at his decease, 
Was bound to keep alive the sacred fire, 

And kept it, yielding moderate increase 
Of songs and sonnets, madrigals, and much 
Rhyming thought poetry and praised as such. 

XXX. 

Rubbish unutterable (bear in mind!} 

Rubbish not wholly without value, though, 
Being to compliment the Duke designed 
And bring the complimenler credit so,— 
Pleasure with profit happily combined. 

Thus Ren^ Gentilhomme rhymed, rhymed 
till—lo, 

This happened, as he sat in an alcove 
Elaborating rhyme for “ love ”—fioi “dove.” 

XXXI. 

He was alone: silence and solitude 
Befit the votary of the Muse. iVround, 
Nature—not our new picturesque and^de, 
But trim tree-cinctured stalely garden- 
ground— 

Breathed polish and politeness. All-imbued 
With these, he saf absorbed in one profound 
Excogitation “ Were it l;)est to hint 
Or boldly boast ‘ 3 be loves me,—Araminte’?” 


xxxri. 

When sttddenly flashed lightning, searing sight 
Al^i^ sp close to eyes; tJben, quick on 


Followed the thunder, splitting earth down- 
right 

Where Ren^ sat a-rhyming: with hugeemsh 

Of marble into atoms infinite—^ 

Marble which, stately, dared the world to 
dash 

The stone-thing proud, high-pillared, from 
its place : 

One flash, and dust was all that lay at base. 

XXXIII. 

So, when the horrible confusion ItK^sed 
Its wrappage round his senses, and, with 
breath. 

Seeing and hearing by degrees induced 
Conviction what he felt was life, not 
death— 

His fluttere<l faculties came back to roost 
One after one, as fowls do : ay, l)enealh, 

About his very feet there, lay in du.st 

Earthly presumption i^aid by heaven’s disgust. 

XXXIV, 

For, what might Ixj the thunder-smitten thing 
But, pillared high and proud, in marble 
guise, 

A duail crown—which meant “Now Duke : 
Next, King”? 

Since such the Prince was, not in his own 
eyes 

Alone, but all the world’s. Pebble from sling 
Prostrates a giant; so can pulverize 

Marble pretension—how much more, make 
moult 

A peacock-prince liis plume—God’s thunder¬ 
bolt. 

XXXV. 

That was enough for Rene, that first fact 
Thus flashed into him. Up he looked: 
all blue 

And bright the sky above; earth firm, compact 
Beneath his footing, lay apparent too; 

Opposite stood the pillar: nothing lacked 
There, but the Duke’s crown: see, its 
fragments strew 

The earth,—about his feet lie atoms fine 

Where he sat nursing late his fourteenth 

|fn<» I 
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XXXVI. 

So, for the moment, all the universe 
Being abolished, all *twbct God and him,— 
Earth’s praise or blame, its blessing or its 
curse, 

Of one and the same value,—to the brim 
Flcx)ded with truth for Ixjtter or for worse,— 
He pounces on tlie writing-paper, prim. 
Keeping its place on table : not a dint 
Nor speck had damaged “Ode to Araminte.” 

XXXVII. 

And over the neat crowquill calligraph 
His pen goes blotting, blurring, as an ox 
Tramples a flowcr-l>ed in a garden,—laugh 
You may!—so does not he, whose quick 
heart knocks 

Audibly at his breast: an epitaph 
On earth’s break-up, amid the falling 
rocks, 

He might be penning in a wild dismay, 
Caught with his work half-done on Judgment 
Day. 

XXXVIII. 

And what is it so terribly he pens, 

Ruining “Cupid, Venus, wile and smile, 
Hearts, darts,” and all his day’s divinior 
mens 

Judged necessary to a perfect style ? 

Little recks Rem 5 , with a breast to cleanse. 
Of Rhadamanthine law that reigned ere- 
whiie: 

Brimful of truth, truth’s outburst will convince 
(Style or no style) who l>ears truth’s brunt— 
the Prince. 

XXXIX. 

Cond^, called ‘ Duke,’ lx: called just 
‘ Duke,* not more 

To life’s end! ‘Next King’ thou forsooth 
wilt be ? 

Ay, when this Ixiuble, os it decked before 
Thy pillar, shall again, for France to sec, 
Take its proud station there! Let France 
adore 

No longer an illusive mock-sun—thee— 
But keep her homage for Sol’s self, about 
To rise and put pretenders to the rout I \ 
VOL. n. 


XU 

“What? France so God-abandoned that 
her root 

Regal, though many a Spring it gavenosign, 
Lacks power to make the bole, now branch¬ 
less, shoot 

Greenly as ever? Nature, though benign, 
Thwarts ever the ambitious and astute. 

In store for such is punishment condign : 
Sure as thy Duke’s crown to the earth was 
hurled, 

So sure, next year, a Dauphin glads the 
world ! ” 

XU. 

Which penned — some forty lines to this 
effect— 

Our Rene folds his paper, marches brave 
Back to the mansion, luminous, erect. 
Triumphant, an emancipated slave. 

There stands the Prince. “How now? 
My Duke’s crown wrecked ? 

What may this mean?” The answer 
Ren^ gave 

Was—handing him the verses, with the due 
Incline of body : “ Sir, God’s word to you!” 

XLII. 

The Prince read, paled, was silent; all around, 
The courtier-company, to whom he passed 
The paper, read, in equal silence bound. 

Rene grew also by degrees aghast 
At his own fit of courage—[xilely found 
Way of retreat from that pale presence ; 
classed 

Once more among the cony-kind. * ‘ Oh, son, 
It is a feeble folk 1 ” saith Solomon, 

XUII. 

Vainly he apprehended evil; since, 

When, at the year’s end, even as foretold, 
Forth came the Dauphin who discrowned the 
Prince 

Of that long-craved mere visionary gold, 
’Twas no fit time for envy to evince 
Malice, be sure! The timidest grew bold: 
Of all that courtier-company not one 
But left the semblance for the actual sun. 

2 N 
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And all sorts and conditions that stood l)y 
At Rent’s burning moment, bright escape 
Of soul, bore witness to the prophecy. 

Which witness took the customary shape 
Of verse ; a score of poets in full cry 
Hailed the inspired one. Nantes and 
Tours agape, 

Soon Paris caught the infection; gaining 
strength, 

How could it fail to reach the Court at length? 
XLV. 

poet!” smiled King Ix)uis, “and besides, 
O prophet I Sure, by miracle announced, 
My balie will prove a pr<xligy. Who chides 
Henceforth the unchilded monarch shall 
be trounced 

For irreligion: since the fool derides 
Plain miracle by which this prophet p)ounced 
Exactly on the moment I should lift 
Like Simeon, in my arms, a babe, ‘God’s 
gift!’ 

XLVI. 

“So call the boy! and call this bard and seer 
By a new title! him I raise to rank 
Of ‘ Royal Poet: ’ poet without peer ! 

Whose fellows only have themselves to thank 
If humbly they must follow in the rear 
My Ren^. He*s the master: they must 
clank 

Their chains of song, confessed his slaves; 
for why ? 

They poetize, w^hile he can prophesy 1” 
XLVU. 

So said, so done; our Ren^ rose augusi^ 
“The Royal Poet;” straightway put in 
type 

His poem-prophecy, and (fair and just 
Procedure) ^ded,—now that time was ripe 
For proving friends did well his word to 
trust,— 

Those attestations, turned to lyre or pipe. 
Which friends broke out with when he dared 
foretell 

The Dauphin’s birth: friends trusted, and did 

,v wdL 


XLVin. 

Moreover he got painted by Du Pr^, 
Engraved by Daret also, and prefixed 
The portrait to his book; a crown of bay 
Circled his brows, with rose and myrtle 
mixed; 

And Latin verses, lovely in their way, 
Described him as “the biforked hill be¬ 
twixt : 

Since he hath scaled Parnassus at one jump, 
Joining the Delphic quill and Getic trump.” 

XLIX. 

Whereof came . . . What, it lasts, our spirt, 
thus long 

—The red fire? That’s the reason must 
excuse 

My letting flicker Remo’s prophet-song 
No longer; for its pertinacious hues 
Must fade before its fellow joins the throng 
Of sparks departed up the chimney, dues 
To dark oblivion. At the word, it winks. 
Rallies, relapses, dwindles, deathward sinks 1 

L. 

So does our poet. All this burst of fame. 
Fury of favour, Royal Poet ship, 
Prophetship, lx>ok, verse, picture—thereof 
came 

—Nothing! That’s why I would not let 
outstrip 

Red his green rival flamelet: just the same 
Ending in smoke waits both ! In vain w’e 
rip 

The jxist, no further faintest trace remains 
Of Ren^ to reward our pious pains. 

LI. 

Somebody saw a portrait framed and glazed 
At Croisic. “ Who may be this glorified 
Mortal unheard-of hitherto ? ” amazed 
That person asked the owner by his side, 
Who proved as ignorant. The question 
raised 

Provoked inquiry; key by key was tried 
On Croisic’s portrait-puzzle, till back flew 
The wards at one key’s touch, which key was 
—Who? 
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HI, 

The other famous poet! Wait thy turn, 
Thou green, our red’s competitor! Enough 
Just now to note ’twas he that itched to learn 
(A hundred years ago) how fate could puff 
Heaven-high (a hundred years l>efore) then 
spurn 

To suds so big a bubble in some huff: 
Since green too found red’s portrait,—having 
heard 

Hitherto of red’s rare self not one word. 

LIU. 

And he with zeal addressed him to the task 
Of hunting out, by all and any means, 

—Who might the brilliant liard l>e, born to 
Iwisk 

Butterfly-like in shine which kings and 
queens 

And iKiby-dauphins shed ? Much need to ask! 

Is fame so tickle that what perks and preens 
The eyed wing, one irnix;rial minute, (lips 
Next sudden moment into blind eclipse? 

LIV, 

After a vast expenditure of pains, 

Our second |x>ct found the prize he sought: 
Urged in his search by something that restrains 
From undue triumph famed ones who have 
fought, 

Or simply, poetizing, taxed their brains: 
Something that tells such-dear is triumph 
l)oughl 

If it means only basking in the midst 
Of fame’s brief sunshine, as thou, Ren(5, didst, 

LV. 

For, what did searching find at last but this? 
Quoth 9omelK>dy “ I somehow somewhere 
seem 

To think I heard one old De Chevayc is 
Or was possessed of Rent’s works ! ” which 
gleam 

Of light from out the dark proved not amiss 
To track, by correspondence on the theme; 
And s(x»n the twilight broadened into day, 
For thus to question answered De Chevaye. 


LVI. 

“ True it is, I did once possess the works 
You want account of—works—to call them 
so,— 

Comprised in one small book: the volume 
lurks 

(S<»me fifty leaves in duodecimo) 

’Neath certain ashes which my soul it irks 
Still to remeinl)er, l)ec:ause long ago 
That and my other rare shelf-occupants 
Perished by burning of my bouse at Nantes. 

LVII. 

“Yet of that l>ook one strange particular 
Still stays in mind with me”—and there¬ 
upon 

Followed the story. “ Few the poems 
are ; 

The b(K)k was two-thirds filled up with this 
one, 

And sundry witnesses from near and far 
That here at least was prophesying done 
By prophet, so as to preclude all doubt, 
Before the thing he prophesied aliout.” 

Lvm. 

That’s all he knew, and all the poet 
learned. 

And all that you and I are like to hear 
Of Ken^ ; since not only l:xx)k is burned 
But memorj’ extinguished,—nay, I fear. 
Portrait is gone too : nowhere I discerned 
A tmee of it at Croisic. “ Must a tear 
Needs fall for that?” you smile, “How 
fortune fares 

With such a mediocrity, who cares ? ” 

LIX. 

Well, I care—intimately care to have 
Experience how a human creature felt 
In after-life, who bore the burden grave 
Of certainly believing God had dealt 
For once directly with him : did not rave 
—A maniac, did not find his reason 
melt 

—An idiot, but went on, in peace or strife. 
The world’s way, lived an ordinary life. 
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LX. 

Howniany problems that one fiict would solve! 

An ordinary soul, no more, no less, 

About whose life earth^s common sights 
revolve, 

On whom is brought to bear, by thunder- 
stress, 

This &ct—God tasks him, and will not absolve 

Task’s negligent performer! Can you guess 
How such a soul,—the task performed to 
point,— 

Goes back to life nor finds things out of joint ? 

LX I. 

Does he stand stock-like henceforth? or 
proceed 

Dimly, yet with course straightfonvard 
still, 

Down*trampling vulgar hindrance?—^as the 
reed 

Is crushed Ijeneath its tramp w'hen that 
blind will 

Hatched in some old-world beast’s brain bids 
it speed 

Where the sun wants brute-presence to fulfil 
Ufe’s purpose in a new far zone, ere ice 
£nwomb the pasture-tract its fortalice, 

LXII. 

I think no such direct plain truth consists 

With actual sense and thought and what 
they take 

To be the solid walls of life: mere mists— 

How such would, at that truth’s first 
piercing, break 

Into the nullity they areslight lists ^ 

Wherein the puppet-champions wage, for 
sake 

Of some mock-mistress, mimic war: Imd low 
At trumpet-blast, there’s shown the world, 
one foe I 

Lxnt, 

No, we must play the pageant out, ol^serve 

The tourney-regulations, and regard 
Success—to meet the blunted spear nor 
swerve, 

Failure—to break no bones yet fall on 

sward; 


Must prove we have—^not courage? well then, 
—nerve! 

And, at the day’s end, Ixtast the crown’s 
award— 

Be warranted as promising to wield 
Weapons, no sham, in a true battle-field. 

I.xiv. 

Meantime, our simulated thunderclaps 
Which tell \is counterfeited truths—these 
same 

Are—sound, when music storms the soul, 
peVhaj>s ? 

—Sight, l>eauty, every dart of every* aim 
That touches just, then seems, by strange 
relapse, 

To fall effectless from the soul it came 
As if to fix its own, hut simply smote 
And startled to vague Ixiauty more remote ? 

LXV. 

So d(» we gain enough—yet not too much— 
Acquaintance with that outer element 
Wherein there’s opetration (call it such !) 

Quite of another kind than we the pent 
On earth are projx*r receive. Our hutch 
Lights up at the least chink : let roof l>e 
rent— 

How inmates huddle, blinded at first spasm, 
Cognizant of the sun’s self through the chasm! 

LXVI. 

Therefore, who knows if this our Rente's quick 
Subsidence from as sudden noise and glare 
Into oblivion was imjx>Ii(ic? 

No doubt his soul Ixcamc at once aware 
That, after prophecy, the rhyming-trick 
Is poor employment: human praises scare 
Rather than srjothe ears all a-tingle yet 
With tones few hear and live, but none forget. 

j LXVI I. 

I There’s our first femous poet. St^p thou 
forth 

Second consummate songster 1 See, the 
tongue 

Of fire that typifies thee, owns thy worth 
In yellow, purple mixed its green among, 
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No pure and simple resin from the North, 
But composite with virtues that belong 
To Southern culture! Love not more than hate 
Helped to a blaze . . . But I anticipate. 

txvni. 

Prejme to witness a combustion rich 
And riotously splendid, far beyt)nd 
Poor Rene’s lambent little streamer which 
Only played Oindle to a Court grown fond 
By l)abyd>irth : this soared to such a pitch, 
Alternately such colours doffed and dormed, 
That when I say it dazzled Paris—please 
Know tliat it brought Voltaire ujxjii his knees! 

LXIX. 

Who did it, was a dapf>cr gentleman, 

Paul Desforges Maillard, Croisickese by 
birth, 

Whose birth that century ended which Wgan 
By similar iKJslownient on (»ur earth 
Of the aforcsiiid Rene. Cease to scan 
The ways of I^rovidence ! See Croisic’s 
dearth— 

Not Paris in its plenitude—sufl'ice 
To furnish France with her l)e-st jwet twnce! 

LXX. 

Till he was thirty years of age, the vein 
Poetic yiekleil rhyme by drops and spirts : 
In verses of society had lain 

His talent chiefly ; but the Muse asserts 
Privilege most by treating with disdain 
Epics the bard mouths out, or odes he blurts 
S|)asmoilically forth. Have fxfople time 
And patience nowadays for thought in rhyme? 

LXXl. 

So, his achievements were the tjualrain’s inch 
Of homage, or at most the sonnet’s ell 
Of admiration : welded lines with clinch 
Of ending word and word, to every l)elle 
In Croisic’.s bounds; these, brisk as any finch, 
He twktercd till his fame had reached as 
well 

Gu^'rande as Batz; but there fame stopped, 
for—curse 

On fortune—outside lay the universe I 


S6S 

LXXII. 

That’s Parts. Well,—why not break bounds, 
and send 

Song onward till it echo at the gates 
Of Paris whither all ambitions tend, 

And end too, seeing that success there sates 
The scjul which hungers most for &me? 
Why spend 

A minute in deciding, while, by Fate’s 
Decree, there happerjs to be just the prize 
Projxjscd there, suiting souls that |X>etize ? 

Lxxin. 

A prize indeed, the Academy’s own self 
Pioposes to wliat Ixird shall l)est indite 
A piece describing how, through shoal and 
shelf, 

The Art of Navigation, steered aright, 
Has, in our last king's reign, —the lucky elf,— 
Reached, one may say, Perfection’s haven 
tjuitc, 

And there cast anchor. At a glance one sees 
The subject’s ciowd of capabilities ! 

LXXIV. 

Neptune and Amphitrile ! Thetis, who 
Is either Tethys or as g(X)d—lx>th tag ! 
Triton can shove along a vessel too: 

It’s Virgil! Then the winds that blow or 

• laR.— 

l>e Maille, Vendome, Vermandois! Tou¬ 
louse blew 

Longest, we reckon : he must puff the flag 
To fullest outflare ; while our lacking nymph 
Be Anne of Austria, Regent o’er the lymph I 

LXXV, 

Promised, |X“rfonned! Since irriiabilis gem 
Holds of the feverish im|X)tence that 
strives 

To stay an itch by prompt resource to pen’s 
Scratching itself on paper ; placid lives, 
Leisurely works mark the divinior mens: 
Bees brood above the honey in their 
hives; 

Gnats are the busy bustlers. Splash and 
I scrawl,— 

Completed lay thy piece, swift penman Paul I 
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UUCVl, 

To ^iils with the product I This despatched, 
One had to wait the Forty’s slow and 
suit 

Verdict, as tx:st one might. Our penman 
scratched 

Away perforce the itch that knows no cure 
But daily paper-friction: more than matched 
His first feat by a second—tribute pure 
And heartfelt to the Forty when their voice 
Should peal with one accord ** Be Paul our 
dboice! ” 

LXXVII. 

Scratch, scratch went much laudation of that 
sane 

And sound Trilmnal, delegates atigust 
Of Fhcebus and the Muses* sacred train— 
WhcMtt every poetaster tries to thrust 
From where, high-throned, they dominate 
the Seine s 

Fruitless endeavour,—fail it sliall and must! 
Whereof in witness have not one and all 
The Forty voices pealed “Our Choice l)e 
Paul”? 

LXXVII L 

Thus Paul discounte<l his applause. Alack 
For huntan expectation ! Scarcely ink 
Was dry when, lo, the perfect piece came 
back 

Rejected, shamed! Some other poet’s 
clink 

“ Thetis and Tethys ” had seduced the pack 
Of pedants to declare perfection’s pmk 
A singularly poor production. “ Whew! 
The Forty are stark fools, I always knew.” 

LXXIX. ^ 

First fiiry over (for Paul’s race—to-wil, 
Brain^vibrios—wriggle clear of protoplasm 
Into minute life that’s one fury-fit), 

“ These fools shall find a Iwird’s enthusiasm 
Comports with what should counterbalance 
it« 

Some knowledge of the world! No doubt, 
orgasun 

ESsets the birth of verse which, bom, de¬ 
mands 

Promc mimstrarion, swaddling-bands f 


LXXX. 

“Verse must be cared for at this early 
stage, 

Handled, nay dandled even. I should 
play 

Their game indeed if, till it grew of age, 

I meekly let these dotards frown away 
My Ixmtling from the rightful heritage 
Of smiles and kisses! Let the puWk 
say 

If it l>e worthy praises or rebukes, 

My poem, from these Forty c4d pemkes ! ” 

LXXXI. 

So, by a friend, who Ixiasts himself m grace 
With no less than the Chevalier La 
R»x}ue,— 

Eminent in those days for pride of place, 
Seeing he had it in his ^xjwer to block 
The way or snuxith the road to all the race 
Of literators trudging up lo knock 
At Fame’s exalted temple-dtK»r -for why? 
He edited the Paris ** Mercury ” ;— 

LXXXIL 

By this friend’s help the Chevidier receives 
Paul’s poem, prefaced by the due aptx^al 
To Cesar from the jews. As duly heaves 
A sigh the (^he\alicr, aUait to deal 
With case so customary—turns the leaves. 
Finds nothing there to borrow, beg or 
steal— 

Then brightens up the critic’s brow deep- 
lined. 

“The thing may be so cleverly declined !” 

Lxxxni. 

Down to desk, out with paf^er, up with 
quill, 

Dip and indite! “Sir, gratitude immense 
For this true draught from the Pierian rill! 

Our Academic clodpoles must be dense 
Indeed to stand unirrigated still. 

No les.s, we critics dare not give offence 
To grandees like the Forty: while we 
mock 

We grin and liear. So, here’s your piece ! 
La Roque.” 
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LXXXIV. 

** There now ! ” cries Patil: ** the fellow 
can’t avoid 

Confessing tliat my piece deserves the 
palm; 

And yet he dares not grant me sjjace en¬ 
joyed 

By every scribbler he permits emWm 

His crambo in the Journars corner I Cloyed 
With stuff like theirs, no wonder if a 
qualm 

Be caused by verse like mine ; tliough that’s 
no cause 

For his defrauding me of just a|^lause. 

txxxv. 

“ Aha, he fears the Forty, this poltr(X>n ? 
First let him fear me I Change smooth 
speech to rough ! 

ril speak my mind out, show the fellow soon i 
Who is the foe to dread; insist enough | 

On my own merits till, as clear as noon, 

He sees I am no man to take rebuff 

As patiently as scribblers may and must! 

Quick to the onslaught, out sword, cut and 
thrust! ” 

l.XXXVI, 

And thereupon a fierce epistle flings 
Its challenge in the critic’s face. Alack 

Our bard mistakes his man ! The gauntlet 
rings 

On braren visor proof against attack. 

Prompt from his editorial throne up springs 
The insulted magnate, and his mace falls, 
thwack, 

On Paul’s devoted brainpan,—quite away 

From common courtesies of fencing-play! 

LXXXVII. 

** Sir, will you have the truth ? This piece 
of yours 

Is simply execrable past belief. 

I shrank from saying so; but, since nought 
cures 

Conceit but truth, truth’s at your serv^ice! 
Brief, 

Just so long as ‘ The Mercury ’ endures, 

So long are you excluded by its Chief 


From comer, nay, from cranny t Play the 
cock 

O’ the roost, henceforth, at Croisic I ” wrote 
La Kocjue. 

LXXXVIII. 

Paul yeI!owe<l, whitened, as his wrath from red 
Waxed incandescent. Now, this man of 
rhyme 

Was merely ftxilish, feulty in the head 
Not heart of him : c^mceit’s a venial crime. 
“ Oh by no means malicious ! ” cousins said : 

Fussily feeble,—harmless all the time, 
I*iddUng at so-called satire—well-advised, 

He held in most awe whom he satirized. 

LXXXIX. 

Accordingly his kith and kin—removed 
From emulation of the poet’s gift 
By power and will—these rather liked, nay, 
loved 

The man w'ho gave his family a lift 
Out of the Croisic level; “ disapproved 
Satire so trenchant. ” Thus our ixxit sniffed 
Humc-incense, though too churlish to unlock 
“The Mercury’s” box of ointment was La 
RcK^ue. 

xc. 

But when Paul’s visage grew from red to white, 
And from his lif>s a sort of mumbling fell 
Of who was to be kickeel,—“ And ser\'e him 
right”- 

A gay voice interposed—“ did kicking well 
Answer the purpose 1 Only—if I might 
Suggest as much—a fur more potent spell 
Lies in another kind of treatment. Oh, 
Women are ready at resource, you know t 

xn. 

“Talent should minister to genius! Gocxl: 

I The proper and superior smile returns. 
Hear me with patience ! Have you under- 
stexxi 

The only method whereby genius earns 
Fit guerdon nowadays ? In knightly mood 
You entered lists with vist^r up; one learm 
Too late that, had you mounted Roland’s crest, 
‘ Room 1 ’ they had roared—La Roque with 
all the rest! 
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xcn. 

** Why did you ftrst of all transmit your piece 
To those same priggish Forty unprepared 
Whether to rank you with the swans or 
geese 

By hriendly intervention ? If they dared 
Count you a cackler»—^wonders never cease! 

I think it still more wondrous that you bared 
Your brow (my earlier image) as if praise 
Were gained by simple fighting nowadays! 

XCIII. 

** Your next step showed a touch of the true 
meam 

Whereby desert is crownecl; not force tail 
wile 

Came to the rescue. ‘ Get Ijehind the scenes! ’ 
Your friend adx'ised: he writes, sets f*»rih 
your style 

And title, to such purpose intervenes 
That you get velvet-compliment three-pile; 
And, though * The Mercury'' said * nay,’ nor 
slock 

Nor stone did his refusal prowe La RcK|ue. 

xciv. 

**Why must you needs revert to the high 
hand. 

Imperative procedure—wliat you call 
• Taking merit your exclusive stand ’ ? 
Stamf, w ith a vengeance ! Stx)n you went 
to wall, 

Vcwi and your merit t Only fixils comntand 
When folk are free to disol^ey them, Paul! 
YouVe learnt your lesson, found out what’s 
o’clock, 

By this uncivil answer of 1^ Koque- ^ 

xcv. 

** Mow let me ccmnie!! Lay this piece on shelf 
’—Masterpiece though it Ijc! fnm out 
youf desk 

Hand fne some lighter mm|:de, vme the elf 
CUfM htspired you with, no g<xi grotes«|Uc 
o’er the Navy! I myself 
HaJtrf'iWritc wliat’s legible )wt j^cturesque; 
Ml <3dpy iilr and firmininely fircKrk 
flte p^m mascixlifie that courts La Roque! 


xcvi, 

Deldamia he—Achilles thou I 

Ha, ha, these ancient stories come so apt J 
My sex, my youth, my rank I next avow 

In a neat prayer for kind perusal. Sap|)ed 
I see the walls which stand s*> stoutly now! 

I see the toils about the game entrapj^ 
By honest cunning ! Chains of lady’s-sinock, 
Not thorn and thistle, tether fast I-a Roque 1** 

xcvii. 

Now, who might be the speaker sweet and 
arch 

That laughed abive Paul’s shoulder as it 
heavetl 

With the indignant heart?—Ixidesteal a march 

And not continue charging? Who con¬ 
ceived 

! This plan which set our Paul, like pea you 
parch 

On fire-shovel, skipping, ofalrad relieved, 
From arm-chair nusHliness to escritoire 
Sacred to Phoebus and the tuneful choir? 

XCVII i. 

Who but Paul’s sister! named of course like 
him 

*'Desforges”; but, mark you, in those 
days a«juicer 

Custom obtained,—who knows whence grew 
the whitn ? — 

lliat people could n»u n?ad their title clear 
To rev'erence till their own true names, made 
dim 

By daily mouthing, pleased to disappear, 
Replaced l>y brand-new bright ones: Arouct, 
For instance, grew Voltaire; Desforgea— 
Malcrais. 

xnx, 

‘ ‘ Demoiselk Malcrais de la Vigne '’—because 

The family pevssessed at Brederac 
A vineyard,—few grafies, many hipa-and* 
haws,— 

Still a nice Breton name* As bttmH and 
back 

Of this vivacious lioiuty gleamed through 
gsuixe, 

So did her uprightly nature nowtae lack 
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f. 4 isire when dra|)Cfi, the fashioimbk* way, 

In “Malcrais cle la Vigne"—more short, 
Malcrais/* 

c. 

Out from Paulas escritoire behold esca|X‘ 

The hoarded treasure! verse fiills thick and 
fast, 

Sonnets and songs of every sij'e ar«i sbafK*. 

The lady ponders on her pri/.e ; at last 
Selects one which — Oh angel and yet 
ape!— 

Her malice Ihinks is proiiahly surpasseti 
In Iwlness by no fellow of the fltu k, 

Copies it fair, ami Now ha my 

VA. 

So, to him with the neat manuscript, 
The soft fK'titionary letlci. ‘HinuU 
A fledgeling novice that with wing unclipt 
She soar her little circuit, habitant 
Of an old manor; buried in which crypt, 
llfiw can the >outhful chatelaine but |Kint 
For dtscmprisonmenl by one Oif Joh 
AjH^inled ‘Mercury’s’ Editor, 1^ K<i<pic?” 

Twas an epistle that might move the 
Turk’ : 

Mt^re certainly it moved «Htr middle-agcil 
IVn-<lr»ver <inulging at !hs weary vv«»rk, 
Raked the old ashes up and disengaged 
The sparks of gallantry which always lurk 
Somehi w in literary brcitsls, assuaged 
In no degree by compliments t>n style ; 

Are Forty wagging beards worth one girl's 
smile ? 

cm. 

In trit» the lady’s fxxim, takes its place 
Of honour in the gratihevl Ooretle, 

With due acknowletlgment of |H>wcr and 

grace; 

Prognostication, too, that higher yet 
The Breton Muse will mw: fresh youth, 
high race, 

Beauty and wealth have amicably met 
That Dcniokelk Malcniis may fill the 
chair 

Left vacanl by the loss of Deshoulitw. 


CIV. 

“There!” cried the lively lady. “Who 
was right — 

Vou in the flumps, or I the merry^ maid 
Who know a trick or two can liaffie spile 
Tenfold the frnce of this old f<x4\ ? Afraid 
Of Editor Kfxjue ? But come ! next flight 
Shall oulMiar—iX'sliouUeres alone? My 
blade, 

Sappho herself sliall you confess oufstript! 
k>uick, Paul, another dose of manuscript! ” 

CV. 

And so, once well .i'f«>ot, advanced the game: 

More and more verses, corresjxjnding gush 
On gush of praise, till everywhere acclaim 
Rose to the pitch of uprvjar. “Sappho? 
Tu>h ! 

Sure ‘ Mulcrais on her Parrot ’ puts to sliame 
I Vslu >uhefi s’ {lastonil, day m)t worth a rush 
Beside this find of trexsure, golf I in crock, 
rnearthtdin Brittany,—nay,xsk l^iRm^ue 

cvi. 

Sue h w os the 1 ’aris trilmle. * * V<rs/‘) ou sneer, 

“ Nmnics stock Nvxxiledom, but folk more 

Rci^isl conUigitms folly, never feai ! * 

Dri liny? Permit me to deUch one page 
From the huge Album w hich from far and near 
Poetic praises blackened in a rage 
Of rapture ! and that page shall lx*—who 
stares 

t'vuifounded now, I ask you?—^just Voltaire's! 
<’\ n. 

Ay, hliarj,xst shrewdest steel that everstablxsd 
Tv» death Im|x>slure through the armour- 
joints i 

I low did it happen that gross 11 umbug grabbed 
Thy weapons, gougevi thine eyes out? 
Fate appoints 

That pride slmll have a fiill, or I Imd blabbed 
Hardly that Humbug, ,whoin thy soul 
aroints, 

Could thus crcKSsdiMltock thee csiiigjh| un¬ 
awares, ^ ^ 

And disnmlest of tumbles pixived^Vollaiitltfl^ 
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CVUL 

See Ilk epistle extaiil yet, wherewith 

Henri ” in verse and “ Charles” In prose 
he sent 

To do her suit and scr\ice t Here's the pith 
Of half a dozen stanzas—stones which went 
To ljuild that simulated monolith— 

Sham love in due degree with homage blent 
As sham—which in the I’ast of volumes scares 
The traveller still: That stucco heap— 
Voltaire's?” 

cix. 

** Oh thou, whose clarion-voice has overflown 
The wilds to startle Paris that's one ear ! 
Thou who such strange ca[Ku:ity hast slwiwn | 
For joinii^ all that's grand with all that's | 
dear, | 

Knowledge with power to please — I )e- i 
shouU^res gre^wn 

Learned as Dacier in thy |ierson ! mere 
Weak fruit of idle hours, these cralis of 
mine 

I dare lay at thy feet, O Muse divine! 
cx. 

“Charleswas my taskw'ork only; Henri trod 
My hero erst; and now, my heroine—she 
Shall be thyself! True—k it true, great 
God? 

Certainly love henceforward must not l»e! 
Yet all the crowd of Fine Arts kil—how 
odd ! 

Tried turn by tura, to fill a void in me! 
There's no replacing love with these, alas! 
Yet all I can I do to prove no ass. 

w 

CXI. 

** I labour to ancnusc my freedom ; Imt 
Shouid any sweet young creature slavery 
preach, 

And—^borrowing thy vivadous charm, the 
slut !— 

Make me, in thy engaging words, a speech, 
Soon thtmid I see myself in prison shut 
With all imagiiiable plcaaure.” Reach 
tile iwwditiaiid«basSo lor admirers! There's 
A Uibute-^atid Voltaire's 1 


cxn. 

Suppose it a fantastic billet-doux, 

Adulatory flourish, not worth frown I 
What say you to the Fathers of TrtVoux ? 

These in their Dictionary liave her down 
Under the heading ** Author”; “Malcrak, 
too, 

Ls * Author' of much verse that claims 
renown.” 

While Jean -lla{>tktc Rousseau , . . Imt why 
prt)cenl ? 

Enough of this—something much, indeed! 

cxin. 

At last Di Roque, unw^illing to l^e left 
Ikhindhand in the rivalry, broke bmnds 
< )f figurative passion ; hilt and heft, 

Plunget! his huge downright love through 
wljat surrounds 

The literary female Ijosoni; reft 

Away its veil of coy reserve with “Zounds ? 
I love thee, Breton Ileauty ! All’s r»o use ! 
Body and soul I love, —the big word’s loose! ” 

cxiv. 

//eV gnaiesf mrw a$ui /a i/f sfru4:^ii-0n 
Ntanst. Attend the solemn word I quote, 
O Paul I rhtrcU fwpauu at 
Thus knolls thy knell the Ikxtor’s bronzed 
thrcttit ! 

CrtaituH a period hath^ m stadi-on ! 

Belter and truer verse none ever wrote 
(Despite the aniiquc oustretched ad an) 

Than thou, revered and magisterial Donne I 

cxv. 

Flat on hk kcc, La Ko(i{ue, and,—premed to 
bean 

Ilk dexter hand,—Voltaire with betidisd 
knee! 

Paul sat and suckeddn triumj^; juiit apail 
Leaned over him hk Jiistcr. “WclU” 
smirks he, 

And “ Well ?” she answers, smiling—woman's 

art 

To let a man's own mouth, mil herti 
decree 
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Whttt shall be next move which decides the 
game : 

Success? She said so. Failure? His the 
bkn»e. 

cxvi. 

“ Well 1 this time ftirth affirmatively comes 
With smack of lip, and long-drawn sigh 
through teeth 

Close clenched oVr satisfaction, as the gums 
Were tickled by a sweetmeat teased Ijc- 
neaib 

Palate by lubricating tongue; '‘ Well! crumljs 
Of comfort these, und<iubte<lly ! no death 
Likely from famine at Fame's feast I ’tis 
dear 

I nmy jmt claim m ft>r my pittance, l>ear! 

CXVIL 

Iji RtK|ue, Voltaire, my lovers I Then 
disguise 

Has served its turn, grows idle; let it 
drv»p I 

I shall to Paris, flaunt there in men’s eyes 
My pro|K‘r manly garb and nanml a*top 
The iKfflestal that wails me, take the prke 
Awarded Hercules, He threw^ a sop 
To Cerl>erus who let him fwss, you know, 
Then, following* bcke<l his heels: exactly so! 

cxvin, 

** I like the prosjxTt—their asttmishment, 
l\»nfusion : woumled vanity, no dmtU, 
Uixtd nv'lives ; Ik»w I set: the brows quick | 
t»ent! 

* What, sir, yourself, none other, brouglu 
aUmi 

This cliange <»< esliiiialion ? Phiebus sent 
His shafts as from Diami ? ’ Critic pmit 
Turns courtier smile : * him we tiaik for 
her! 

Pleasant mistake I You Ixjai no malice, .sir ? * 

cxix, 

** Eh, my Diana ? But Diiina kept 
Smilingly silent with hxetl needle-sharp 
Much-meaning eyes that seemeti t<i intercept 
PauPft very thoughts ere they had time to 
warp 


P’rtiin earnest into sport the words they leapt 
To life with—changed as when maltreated 
liarp 

Renders in tinkle what some player-prig 
Means for a grave tune though it proves a jig. 

exx. 

What, Paul, and are my pains thus thrown 
away, 

My Ic-ssons end in loss ? ” at length kll slow 
The pitying syllables, her lips allay 
The siitire of liy keeping in full flow, 

Alxjve their cc>ral reef, bright smiles at play; 

** Cun it W, Paul thus kils to rightly kmiw 
And altc^ether estimate applause 
As just so many asinine hee-haws ? 

CXXI. 

I thought to show you ”... “Show me,” 
Paul in-broke, 

“ My pt.»etry is rubbish, and the Wi>rld 
That rings w ith my renown a s^jrry joke I 
What fairer test of worth than that, form 
furled, 

I enterc<i the arena? Yet you croak 
just as if Phadx: and not Phtebus hurled 
The dart and struck the Python ! W^hat, he 
crawls 

Humbly in dust before your feet, not FauFs? 
cxxii. 

** Nay, ’tis no laughing matter though absurd 
If there's an end t»f honesty on earth I 
Lii K»i<juc sends letters, lying every’ word ! 
V'oliaire makes verse, and of himself makes 
mirtli ^ 

To the remotest age ! RoussomV the third 
Who, driven to despair amid such dearth 
< )f petvple that want praising, flmls no one 
Mure fit to {nuise than Ikul the sim^delon! 

cxxni. 

“ Somelxidy says—if a man writes at all 
It is to show the writers kith ami kin 
He was unjustly thought a natural; 

And truly, sister, 1 have yet to win 
V^our feivouralile word, it seems, for Paul 
Whose poetry count not worth a ptn 
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*riic»i(gti wijll enmigh esteemed by these Vob 

Rousseatisand suchlike : let them quack, who 
cares?” 

cxxiw 

“ Paris with you, Paul! Not one ^ ord's 
waste 

P'urther; my scrupulasity was vain ! 

Go triumph ! Be my fotilislt fears cffacetl 
P'rcjin memory's recortl! Go, to come again 
With gloiy^ crowneti,^—by sister rc-embr.rcecl, 
Cured of that strange delusion of her brain 
Which led her to stispect tlml Paris gloats 
On male limits mostly wlien in petticoats! ” 

exxv. 

So laughed her last word, with the little touch 
Of malice proper to tire outraged prrdc 
Of any artist in a w ork too imu’h 

Shorn of its merits. ** By all means l>e tried 
The opposite procedure! Cast your rruich 
Away, no longer crippled, m^r divide 
The credit of your march to the W^^rld’s Pair 
With sister Cheriy-cheek^ wh<i helfXHl you 
there!” 

CXXVl. 

Crippled, forsooth ! what ojurser sprightlier 
pranced 

Paris^ward than di<l l^aul? Nay, dreams 
lent wings: 

He dew, or set*me<l to fly, by dreams entranced. 

Dreams? wide-awake realities: no things 
Dreamed merely were the missives that ad¬ 
vanced 

llie claim of Malciais to oonsort with kings 
Ci||wt]ed b>' Apolk>-^-not to my with quci||pi 
Cinctured by Venus for Idalkn scenes. 

cxxvn. 

Soon he arrives, forthwith is found liefore 
The outer gate of glory. Ikdd lic-toc 
Announces there’s a giant at the d<K>r. 

•*Ay» »t, here dwells the Chevalier I.a 
Roque.” 

•^•lawskey! Malcrais,—mind, no word lci«i 
nor more I-*- 

. Desires fits preseiiee. Pve unearthed the 
hffodt: 


Now, to transfix him ! ” There stands Paul 
erect. 

Inched out his uttermost, for more effect 

cxxvni. 

A bustling entrance: ** Idol of my fiame ! 

Can it lie that my heart attains at last 
Its bulging ? that you stand, the very same 
! As in my visions? . . . lla! hey, how?” 
i tigliast 

I Slojjs short the nipiure. “Oh, my lx>y’s to 
blame I 

You merely arc the messenger I TtK> fast 
My fancy rushed to a conclusion. Ptsdi I 
Well, sii, the lady’s sul>slilulc is —who?” 

(XXIX. 

Then Paul’s smirk grows inordinate. “Shake 
hands! 

1* rieiidsiiip not loveawaitsytat, miisler mine, 
Though nt»r Malcrais noi any mistress stands 

To meet your artkmr ! So, you dtm’t divine 
Who wrote the verses wherewith ring the 
land's 

Whole length and bread!!i ? Just he 
whereof no line 

Had ever Iciue U> blot ytmr lournal—ch ? 
Paul Desforges MaiHard—otherwise Mai- 
ciajs ! ” 

rxxx. 

And there the two st<-»od, stare confronting 
smirk, 

Aw bile imrertain which should yield the/Vix. 
In \ain the ('hcvalier !x*at brain for quirk 

To help in this conjuncture; at length 
“ Ikh ! 

Boh ! Since Pve made myself a fool, why 
shirk 

The iHinishment of folly? lla, ha, ha, 

Ixl me return your Imndshake!” Comi<’ ^rk 
P'or tragic liuskin iirompl thus changed Im 
Roque. 

('XXXL 

“ I’m rtolKT>dy“--a wren dike jotmmlkt; 

Vou’ve down at higiier game and wingtxl 
your litd, 

The golden ettgle! Tluu^s the grand aerjukt I 

VottaireV »ly Mute, the tiger-cat, haa purred 
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Prettily rotind yotir feet; \mi if »hc misiMKl 
Prionty of stroking^ soon were stirred 
The domtanl spit-fire. To Voltaire ! away, 
Paul Desforges Maillard, otherwise Malcruis! 

rxxxii. 

Whereu|K>n, arm in ami, and head in air, 

The two Ixjgin their journey. Nee<i I say, 
lii Roque had felt the lalun of Voltaire, 

Had a long-standing hllle <k‘ht to pay, 

And jxameed, you nmy dejiend, on such a rare 
Orcasion for its due chstliarge? S«>, gay 
And grenadierdike, marching to tis^ault, 

Tliey reach the enemy’s aUale, there liidt. 

rxxxiii. 

** ril lie announcerijuoth l^a Ktxjue: I 
know, 

Better than you, piThajis, my Breton tiard. 
How to procure an audience ! I Ic’s not slov^ I 
Tosmel! a mt, this scamp \’<»Uairc ’ I hscard 
The [letticaats trw> v»on, )(nru ne\cr show 
Vour h(tui-de-chausse^ and all theyNe made 
or mar reel 

In your tiue person, I lereN hk seriant Pia>, 
Will the great man w Demoiselle Malcrais?” 

rxxxiv. 

Now, the grrat man was also, no whit less. 
The man of self rcsjxrt, - more great man 
he I 

And Ixiwed to social usage, dresserl the dress. 
And deroratcfl to the fit rh^rcc 
His pcffr^m ; ‘twas enough to Ix'ar the stress 
Of liattle in the field, without, when free 
From outside f inviting frieials* attack 
By*-sword in hand? No,—ill-made coat on 
Imck! 

rxxxv. 

And, since the smnouncement of his visitor 
Surprisni him at his toilet, - never glass 
Had such soheitatam ! ** Black, now or 

Bmwn he the Ictlling wig to wear? Alas, 
Where’s the rouge gone, thivS cheek were 
better for 

A tewler touch of? Melt^s! to a mass, 

All my pimatum! There’s at all eo'ents 
A de%dl-^for he*J» gtH among my scents I ” 


CXXXVl. 

So, barbered ten times o’er,” as Antony 
Paced to hb Cleopsitra, did at last 
Voltaire procee<l to the fair presence: high 
In cokiiir, proud in fx»rt, as if a blast 
Of tnnnpet liade the world **Take note! 
draws nigh 

To Beauty, Power t Behold the Iconoclast, 
The Poet, the Philosopher, the I\<m 1 
Of iron for imp»slurc I Ah my (kid !” 

r\xx\ n. 

For there staiuK smirking Paul, and—-what 
lights fierce 

The situation as with sulphur flash— 

There grinning stands lai R(X|ue! No 
carte-and-ticrcc 

fdisei'vcs the grinning fencer, but, full dash 
hiom breast to shouldcrblade, the thrusts 
transpierce 

That armour against w hirh so klly clash 
I'he swords of priests and jiedanls ! Victors 
theie, 

[Two smirk and grin who liave liefooled — 
Voltaire! 

cwwiu. 

A moment’s horr<‘r ; then quick turn-alxnit 
()n high hcelefi sIuk?, - flurry of ruflleis 
llcaince 

(>f wig tics and of ct«u-tails,— and so out 
Ot d*R)r kingctl wrathtuHy Irhind, gws— 
bounce -“ 

Voltaire in tragic exit * vows, no doubt. 
Vengeance upui the couple. Did he 
trounce 

Either, in pnnt of fact? His anger’s flash 
Sulisided if a ailprit craved his cash. 

cxxxix. 

As for lai Roque, he havdng laughed his laugh 
To heart’s cont cnl,— i he joke defonct at once, 
Dt^ad in the birth, you sec, —its epita|^ 

Was sotxT earnest. ** Well, sir, for the 
nonce, 

Viiu’ve gsitnerl the laurel; never htipe to gniff 
A second sprig of triumjili there! Ensconce 
Yourself again at Croisic ; let it l»e 
Enough you masteretl Dith Voltaire and—me! 
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** Bon’t linger here in Paris to parade 
Vonr victory, and have the very boys 

Point at you! ‘ There’s the little mouse 

which made 

Believe those two big lions that its noise, 

Nibbling away behind the hedge, conveyed 
Intelligence that—portent which destroys | 

All courage in the lion’s heart, with horn 

That’s fable—there lay couched the uni¬ 
corn I* 

cxu. 

Beware us, now we’ve found who fooled 
us t Quick 

To cover! ‘ In proportion to men’s fright. 

Expect their fright’s revenge! * quoth politic 
Old Macchiavelli* As for me,—all’s right: 

I’m but a journalist. But no pin’s prick 
The tooth leaves when Voltaire is roused 
to bite 1 

So, keep your counsel, I advise ! Adieu ! 

Good journey! Ha, ha, ha, Malcrais was— 
you!” 

cxLH. 

—Yes, I’m Malcrais, and soraelxxly be¬ 
side, 

You snickering monkey 1 ” thus winds up 
the tale 

Our hero, safe at home, to that black-eyed 
Cherry-cheeked sister, as she soothes the 
pale 

Mortified poet. “ Let their worst be tried, 
Fm their match henceforth—very man and 
male! 

Don’t talk to me of knocking-under ! man 

And male must end what petticoats began ♦ 

CXLIII. 

“ How woman-like it is to apprehend 
The world will eat its words! why, words 
transfixed 

To stone, they stare at you in print,—-at 
end, 

Each writer’s style and title! Choose 
betwixt 

Eool and knave for his name, who should 
- intend 

To parpetiate a baseness so unmixed 


With prospect of advantage! What is writ 
Is writ: they’ve praised me, there’s an end 
of it. 

CXLIV. 

“ No, Dear, allow me ! I shall print these 
same 

Pieces, with no omitted line, as Paul’s. 
Malcrais no longer, let me see folk blame 
What they—praised simply?—placed on 
pedestals, 

Each piece a statue m the House of Fame ! 
Fast will they stand there, though their 
presence galls 

The envious crew; such show their teeth, 
perhaps, 

And snarl, but never bite ! I know the 
chapis! ” 

CXLV. 

Oh Paul, oh piteously deluded ! Pace 
Thy sad sterility of Croisic flats, 

Watch, from their southern edge, the foamy 
race 

Of high-tide as it heaves the drowning mats 
Of yellow-berried web-growth from their 
place, 

The rock-ridge, when, rolling as far as Batz, 
One broadside crashes on it, and the crags, 
That needle under, stream with weedy rags! 

i 

I CXLVI. 

Or, if thou wilt, at inland Bergerac, 

Rude heritage but recognized domain, 

Do as two here are doing : make hearth crack 
With logs until thy chimney roar again 
Jolly with fire-glow! Let its angle lack 
No grace of Cherry-cheeks thy sister, fain 
To do a sister’s office and laugh smooth 
Thy corrugated brow—that scowls forsooth! 

CXLVII. 

WTherefore ? Who does not know how these 
IjSl Roques, 

Voltaires, can say and unsay, praise and 
blame, 

Prove black white, whiteblack, play at paradox 
And, when they seem to lose it, wmthegame? 
Care not thou what this badger, and that fox, 
His fellow in rascality, call ** frune! ” 
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Fiddlepin’s end I Thou hadst it,—quack, 
quack, quack! 

Have quietude from geese at Bergerac! 

cxLvni. 

Quietude! For, be very sure of this! 

A twelvemonth hence, and men shall know 
or care 

As much for what to-day they clap or hiss 
As for the fashion of the wigs they wear, 

Then wonder at. There’s fame which, bale 
or bliss,— 

Got by no gracious word of great Voltaire 

Or not-so-great La Roque,—is taken back 

By neither, any more than Bergerac! 

CXLIX. 

Too true! or rather, true as ought to he! 

No more of Paul the man, Malcrais the 
maid, 

Thenceforth for ever! One or two, I see, 
Stuck by their poet: who the longest 
stayed 

Was Jean-Baptiste Rousseau, and even he 
Seemingly saddened as perforce he paid 

A rhyming tribute “ After death, survive— 

He hoped he should ; and died while yet 
alive! ” 

CL. 

No, he hoped nothing of the kind, or held 
His peace and died in silent good old 
age. 

Him it was, curiosity impelled 
To seek if there were extant still some 
page 

Of his great predecessor, rat who l)elled 
The cat once, and would never deign 
engage 

In after-combat with mere mice,—saved from 

More sonnetteering,—Ren^ Gentilhomme. 

CLI. 

Paul’s story furnished forth that famous 
play 

Of Piron’s “ McJtromanie ” ; there you’ll 
find 


He’s Francaleu, while Demoiselle Malcrais 
Is Demoiselle No-end-of-names-behind I 
As for Voltaire, he’s Damis. Good and gay 
The plot and dialogue, and all’s designed 
To spite Voltaire : at “ Something ” such the 
laugh 

Of simply Nothing! ” (see his epitaph). 

CLII. 

But truth, truth, that’s the gold! and all the 
good 

I find in lancy is, it serves to set 
Gold’s inmost glint free, gold which comes 
up rude 

And rayless from the mine. All fume and 
fret 

Of artistry beyond this point pursued 
Brings out another sort of burnish : yet 
Always the ingot has its very own 
Value, a sparkle struck from truth alone. 

CLIII. 

Now, take this sparkle and the other spirt 
Of fitful flame,—twin births of our grey 
brand 

Thai’s sinking fast to ashes ! I assert, 

As sparkles want but fuel to expand 
Into a conflagration no mere squirt 
Will quench too quickly, so might Croisic 
strand, 

Had Fortune pleased posterity to chowse, 
Boast of her brace of beacons luminous. 

CLIV. 

Did earlier Agamemnons lack their bard? 

But later Imrds lacked Agamemnon too! 
How often frustrate they of fame’s award 
Just Ixicause Fortune, as she listed, blew 
Some slight Imk’s sails to bellying, mauled 
and marred 

And forced to put about the First-rate! 
True, 

Such tacks but for a time: still—small-craft 
ride 

At anchor, rot while Beddoes breasts the 
tide! 
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shall I tell you ? There’s a simple test 
Would serve, when people take on them 
to weigh 

The worth of poets, ** Who was better^ best, 
This, that, the other bard?” (bards none 
gainsay 

As good, observe ! no matter for the rest) 
“What quality preponderating may 
Turn the scale as it trembles? ” End the strife 
By asking “ Which one led a happy life ? ” 

CLVI. 

If one did, over his antagonist 
That yelled or shrieked or sobbed or wept 
or wailed 

Or simply had the dumps,—dispute who list,— 
I count him victor. Where his fellow failed. 
Mastered by his own means of might,—acquist 
Of necessarj^ sorrows, —he prevailed, 

A strong since joyful man who stood distinct 
Above slave-sorrows to his chanot linked. 

CLVII. 

Was not his lot to feel more ? What meant 

“feel” 

Unless to suffer I Not, to see more? Sight— 
What helped it but to watch the drunken reel 
Of vice and folly round him, left and right, 
One dance of rogues and idiots 1 Not, to deal 
More with things lovely ? What provoked 
the spite 

Of filth incarnate, like the poet’s need 
Of other nutriment than strife and greed ! 

CLVIII. ^ 

Who kpows most, doubts most; entertaining 

hope* 

Means recognizing fear; the keener sense 
Of all comprised within our actual scope 
Recoils from aught beyond earth’s dim 
and dense. 

Who, grown femiliar with the sky, will grope 
Henceforward among groundlings ? That’s 
ofemce 

Just as indubitably: stars alxmnd 

but then—what lowers make glad 

ground I 


CLIX. 

So, force is sorrow, and each sorrow, 
force! ' 

Wliat then? since Swiftness gives the 
charioteer 

The palm, his hope be in the vivid horse 

Whose neck God clothed with thunder, 
not the steer 

Sluggish and safe I Yoke Hatred, Crime, 
Remorse, 

Despair : hut ever mid the whirling fear, 

Let, through the tumult, break the poet’s 
face 

Radiant, assured his wild slaves win the race ’ 
CLX. 

Therefore I say . . . no, shall not say, hut 
think, 

And save my breath for better purpose. 
White 

From grey our log has burned to: just one 

I blink 

That quivers, loth to leave it, as a sprite 

The outworn body. Ere your eyelids* 
wink 

Punish who sealed so deep into the night 

Your mouth up, for two poets dead so 
long,— 

Here pleads a live pretender; right your 
wrong t 


I. 

What a pretty tale you told me 
Once upon a time 

—Said you found it somewhere (scold me ly 
Was it prose or was it rhyme, 

Greek or I-atin ? Greek, you said, 

While your shoulder propped my head. 

n. 

Anyhow there’s no forgetting 
This much if no more, 

That a poet (pray, no petting!) 

Yes, a bard, sir, famed of yore, 

Went where suchlike used to go, 

Singing for a prize, you know. 
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III. 

Well, he had to sing, nor merely 

Sing but play the lyre ; 

Playing was important clearly 

Quite as singing: I desire, 

Sir, you keep the fact in mind 

For a purpose that’s behind. 

IX. 

Ay and, ever to the ending, 

Cricket chirps at need, 

Executes the hand’s intending. 

Promptly, perfectly,—indeed 

Saves the singer from defeat 

With her chirrup low and sweet. 

IV. 

There stood he, while deep attention 

Held the judges round, 

—Judges able, I should mention, 

To detect the slightest sound 

Sung or played amiss : such ears 

Had old judges, it appears ! 

X. 

Till, at ending, all the judges 

Cry with one assent 
“ Take the prize—a prize who grudges 

Such a voice and instrument ? 

Why, we took your lyre for harp, 

So it shrilled us forth F sharp ! ” 

V. 

None the less he sang out lx)ldly, 

Played in time and tune, 

Till the judges, weighing coldly 

Each note’s worth, seemed, late or soon, 
Sure to smile ‘‘ In vain one tries 

Picking faults out; take the prize ! ” 

XL 

Did the conqueror spurn the creature, 

Once its service done ? 

That’s no such uncommon feature 

In the case when Music’s son 

Finds his Lotte’s power too spent 

For aiding soul-development. 

VI, 

When, a mischief! Were they seven 

Strings the lyre possessed ? 

Oh, and afterwards eleven, 

Thank you ! Well, sir,—who had guessed 
Such ill luck in store?—it happed 

One of those same seven strings snapped. 

XII. 

No ! This other, on returning 

Homeward, prize in hand, 

Satisfied his Ixxsom’s yearning : 

(Sir, I hope you understand!) 

—Said Some record there must be 

Of this cricket’s help to me ! ’’ 

VII. 

All was lost, then ! No ! a cricket 
(What “ cicada ” ? Pooh !) 

—Some mad thing that left its thicket 

For mere love of music—flew 

With its little heart on fire, 

Lighted on the crippled lyre. 

xiir. 

So, he made himself a statue : 

Marble stood, life-size; 

On the lyre, he pointed at you 

Perched his partner in the prize ; 

Never more apart you found 

Her, he throned, from him, she crowned. 

viri. 

So that when (ah joy !) our singer 

For his truant string 

Feels with disconcerted finger. 

What does cricket else but fling 

Fiery heart forth, sound the note 

Wanted by the throbbing throat ? 
voi.. n. 

XIV. 

That’s the tale : its application ? 

Somebody I know 

Ho|>es one day for reputation 

Through his poetry that’s—Oh, 

All so learned and so wise 

And deserving of a prize ! 

2 0 
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XV. 

If hfi gains one, will some ticket, 

When his statue’s built, 

Tell the gazer “ ’Twas a cricket 
Helped my crippled lyre, whose lilt 
Sweet and low, when strength usurped 
Softness* place i’ the scale, she chirped ? 

XVI. 

“ For as victory was nighest, 

While I sang and played,— 

With my lyre at lowest, highest, 

Right alike,—one string that made 
‘ Love* sound soft was snapl in twain, 
Never to be heard again,— 


XVII. 

** Had not a kind cricket fluttered, 
Perched upon the place 
Vacant left, and duly uttered 

‘ Love, Love, Love,’ whene’er the bass 
Asked the treble to atone 
For its somewhat sombre drone.” 

XVIII. 

But you don’t know music! Wherefore 
Keep on casting pearls 
To a—poet ? All 1 care for 
Is—to tell him that a girl’s 
“ I^ve” comes aptly in when gniff 
Grows his singing. (There, enough!) 
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DRAMATIC IDYLS 

FIRST SERIES. 

1879 


MARTIN RFLPH 

My grandfather safT ht ; emembers he mw, 
when a youngsta lon^ 

On a hii^ht Mav day^ a i^ttange old man, 
uith a beaid as 'white a\ snow. 

Stand on the htll outsidt our town bke a 
monumi nt of woe. 

And, striking his hare bald head the while, 
sob out the reason —so ' 

If 1 last as long as Methuselah I shall never 
forgive my St If 

But—(lod forgive me, that I pray, unhapp) 
Martin Rtlph, 

As coward, coward I call him—him, yes, 
him ’ Aw ly from me ’ 

Get you lx*hind the man I am now, you man 
that I used to l)t ’ 

What can have sewed my mouth up, set me 
a start all eyes, no tongue ? 

People have iirgtd *‘You visit a scatc too 
hard on a lad so >oung ’ 

You wtre taken aba<k, ixior boy,’ they urge, 
“ no time to regain your wits 
Besides it had maylxj cost you life ” Ay, 
there is the cap which fits! 

So, cap me, the coward,—thus ’ No fe‘ar ^ 
A cud on the brow does good 
The feel of it hinders a worm inside which 
bores at the brain for food 
See now, there certainly seems excuse foi 
a moment, I trust, dear friends, 

The fault was but folly, no fault of mine, or 
if mme, I have made amends! 


For, every day that is first of May, on the 
hill top, here stand I, 

Martin Relph, and I strike my brow, and 
puljlish the reason why, 

When there grthers a crowd to mock the 
fool No fool, friends, since the bite 
Of a worm inside is worse to bear pray God 
I have baulked him quite ’ 

ril tell you Certaml) much excuse' It 
came of the way they cooped 
Us peasantry up m a ring just here, close 
huddling because tight hooped 
By the red caits round us villagers all they 
meant we should see the sight 
And take the example,—see, not speak, for 
speech was the Captain’s right 

“You clowns on the slope, lieware'” cned 
he “ This woman about to die 
Clives by her fite fair warning to such ac- 
qii lint met rs play the spy 
Henceforth who meddle with matters of state 
above them perhaps will learn 
That peasants should stick to their plough- 
tail, leave to the King the King’s con¬ 
cern 

“Here's a quarrel that sets the land on 
fire, between King George and his 
foes 

What call has a man of your kind—much 
less, a woman—to interpose ? 

Yet you needs must be meddling, folk like 
you, not foes—so much the worse' 

The many and loyal should keep themselves 
unmixed with the few perverse. 
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‘*I« tlie counsel hard to follow? I gave it 
you plainly a month ago, 

And where was the good ? The rebels have 
learned just all that they need to know. 
Not a month since in we quietly marched : a 
week, and they had the news, 

From a list complete of our rank and file to 
a note of our caps and shoes. 

All al>out all we did and all we were doing 
and like to do! 

Only, I catch a letter by luck, and capture 
who wrote it, too. 

Some of you men look black enough, but the 
milk-white face demure 
Betokens the finger foul with ink: *tis a 
woman who writes, be sure! 

*‘Is it ‘Deane, how much I miss your 
mouth ! ’—good natural stuff, she pens ? 
Some sprinkle of that, for a blind, of course • 
with talk alxmt cocks and hens, 

How * robin has built on the apple-tree, and 
our creeper which came to grief 
Through the frost, we feared, is twining 
afresh round casement in famous leaf.* 

“ But ail for a blind I She soon glides frank 
into ‘ Horrid the place is grown 
With Officers here and Privates there, no 
nook we may call our own : 

And Farmer Giles has a tribe to house, and 
lodging will l)e to seek 
For the second Company sure to come (*tis 
whispered) on Monday week.* 

“ And so to the end of the chapter! There! 

The murder, you see, was out: 

Easy to guess how the change of mind in the 
rebels was brought about! 

Safe in the trap would they now lie snug, had 
treachery made no sign : 

But treachery meets a just reward, no matter 
if fools malign 1 

**That traitors had played us felse, was 
proved—sent news which fell so pat; 
And the murder was out-*4his letter of love, 
the seiidar of this seal that i 


*Tis an ugly job, though, all the same—a 
hateful, to have to deal 
With a case of the kind, when a woman’s in 
fault; we soldiers need nerves of steel! 

“So, I gave her a chance, despatched post¬ 
haste a message to Vincent Parkes 
Whom she wrote to; easy to find he was, 
since one of the King’s own clerks, 

Ay, kept by the King’s own gold in the town 
close by where the rebels camp: 

A sort of a lawyer, just the man to betray 
our sort—the scamp ! 

“ ‘If her writing is simple and honest and 
only the lover-liKe stuff it looks, 

And if you jourself arc a loyalist, nor down 
in the rebels’ hooks, 

Come quick,* said I, ‘and in person prove 
you are each of you clear of crime, 

Or martial law must take its course: this day 
next week’s the time ! * 

“Next week is now: dcK*s he come? Not 
he ! ( lean gone, our clerk, in a I nee ! 

He has left his sweetheart here in the lurch ; 

no need of a warning tuicc ! 

His own neck free, but his partner's fast in 
the noose still, here she stands 
To pay ft»r her fault. ’Tis an ugly job ; but 
soldiers oliey commands. 

“And hearken wherefore I make a speech 1 
Should any acquaintance share 
The folly that led to the fault that is now to 
be punished, let fools Ix'ware! 

Ixxik black, if you please, but keep hands 
white; and, above all else, keep wives— 
Or sweethearts or what they may be—from 
ink ! Not a word now, on your lives 1 ” 

Black ? but the Pit’s own pitch was white to 
the Captain’s f3aw:e—the brute 
With the bloated cheeks and the bulgy nose 
and the bloodshot eyes to suit 1 
He was muddled with wine, they say: more 
like, he was out of his wits with fear; 
He had but a handful of men, that’s true,—« 
riot mtgki cost him dear* 
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And all that time stood Rosamund Page* 
with pinioned arms and face 
Bandj^ed al)Out, on the turf marked out for 
the party’s firing-place. 

I hope she was wholly with Gcxl: I hope 
’twaS His angel stretched a hand 
To steady her so, like the sha]^)e of stone you 
see in our church-aisle stand. 

I hope there was no vain fancy pierced the 
bandage to vex her eyes, 

No face within which she missefl without, no 
(juestions and no replies— 

“ Why did you leave me to die ? ”—“ lk‘cause 
. . Oh, fiends, tcK) soon you grin 
At merely a moment of hell, like that—such 
heaven as hell ended in ! 

Let mine end too! He gave the word, up 
went the guns in a line. 

Those heaped on the hill were blind as 
dumb, - for, of all eyes, only mine 
Ix)okeii over tlie heads of the forcuK^st rank. 

Some fell on their knees in {)raycr, 

Some sank to the earth, but all shut eyes, 
with a sole exception there. 

That w'as myself, who had stolen up last, 
had sidled behind the group: 

I am highest of all on the hill-top, there 
stand fixed while the olhcis stoop ! 
From head to foot in a serpent’s twine am I 
tightened : / touch ground ? 

No more than a gibbet’s rigid cor{)sc which 
the fetters rust around ! 

Can I speak, can I breathe, can I burst— 
aught else but see, see, only see ? 

And sec I do—for llierc comes in sight—a 
man, it sure must l>e !— 

Who staggeringly, stumhlingly rises, falls, 
rises, at random flings his weight 
On and on, anyhow onward—a man that’s 
nmd he arrives too late I 

Else why docs he wave a something white 
high-flourished alxive his head ? 

Why d(K*s not he call, cry,—curse the fool! 
—why throw up lus arms instead ? 


O take this fist in your own face, fool 1 Why 
does not yourself shout ** Stay 1 
Here’s a man comes rushing, might and 
main, with something he’s mad to say ” ? 

And a minute, only a moment, to have hell- 
fire boil up in your brain, 

And ere you can judge things right, choose 
heaven,—time’s over, repentance vain ! 
They level: a volley, a smoke and the clear¬ 
ing of smoke : I see no more 
Of the man smoke hid, nor his frantic arms, 
nor the something white he bore. 

But stretched on the field, some half-mile off, 
is an object. Surely dumb, 

Deaf, blind were we struck, that nobody 
heard, not one of us saw him come ! 

Has he fainted through fright? One may 
well believe! Wliat is it he holds so 
fast? 

Turn him over, examine the face! Heyday! 
What, Vincent Parkes at last ? 

Dead ! dead as she, hy the self-same shot: 

one bullet has ended Ixith, 

Her in the body and him in the soul. They 
laugh at our plighted troth. 

“ Till death us do part ?” Till death us do 
join past parting—that sounds like 
Betrothal indeed ! O Vincent Parkes, what 
need has my fist to strike ? 

I helped you : thus were you dead and wed : 

one lx)und, and your soul reached hers ! 
There is clenched in your hand the thing, 
signed, sealed, the paper which plain 
avers 

She is innocent, innocent, plain as print, 
with the King’s Arms broad engraved: 
No one can hear, hut if anyone high on the 
hill can see, she’s saved I 

! 

And torn his garb and bloody his lips with 
heart-break—plain it grew 
How the week’s delay had been brought 
aliouti eacli guess at the end proved 
true. 
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It lhard to g< 5 t at the folk in power: such 
waste of time! and then 
Such pleading and praying, with* all the 
while, his lamb in the lions’ den 1 

And at length when he wrung their pardon 
out, no end to the stupid forms— 

The licence and leave: I make no doubt— 
what wonder if passion warms 
The pulse in a man if you play with his 
heart? — he was something hasty in 
speech; 

Anyhow, none would quicken the work : he 
had to beseech, beseech ! 

And the thing once signed, sealed, safe in his 
grasp,—what followed but fresh delays? 
For the floods were out, he was forced to 
take such a roundabout of ways ! 

And ’twas Halt there ! ” at every turn of 
the road, since he had to cross the 
thick 

Of the red-coats: what did they care for him 
and his “Quick, for God’s sake, quick!” 

Horse ? but he had one: had it how long ? 

till the first knave smirked “You brag 
Yourself a friend of the King’s? then lend to 
a King’s friend here your nag ! ” 

Money to buy another? Why, piece by piece 
they plundered him still, 

With their “Wait you must,—no help: if 
aught can help you, a guinea will! ” 

And a borough there was—-I forget the n^e 
—whose Mayor must have the bench 
Of Justices ranged to clear a d(jubt: for 
“Vincent,” thinks he, sounds French! 
It well may have driven him daft, God knows! 

all man can certainly know 
Is—rushing and falling and rising, at last he 
. arrived in a horror—so I 

When a word, cry, gasp, would have rescued 
both I Ay bite me! The worm iKsgins 
his work once more. Had cowardice 
proved—that only—ipy sin of sins ! 


Friends, ltH)k you here ! Suppose . . . sup* 
pose . . . But mad I am, needs must 
be! 

Judas the Damned would never have dared 
such a sin as I dream ! For, see ! 

Suppose I had sneakingly lover! her myself, 
my wretched self, and dreamed 

In the heart of me ‘ ‘ She were better dead 
than liappy and his ! ”—while gleamed 

A light from hell as I spied the jmir in a 
t>erfectest embrace, 

He the saviour and she the saved,—bliss born 
of the very murder-place ! 

No ! Say I was scared, friends ! Call me 
fool and coward, but nothing worse ! 

Jeer at the fool and gilje at the coward ! 
’Twas ever the coward’s curse 

That fear breeds fancies in such; such take 
their shadow for substance still, 

—A fiend at their back. I liked p(K>r Farkes, 
—loved Vincent, if you will! 

And her—why, I said “Good morrow” to 
her, “ G(K)d even,” and nothing more : 

7’he neighbourly way ! She was just to me 
as fifty had l)een before. 

So, coward it is and coward shall Ije ! There’s 
a friend, now ! Thanks ! A drink 

Of water 1 wanted: and now I can walk, 
get home by myself, I think. 


PHEIDIPPIDES. 

[Pheidippides, when the Persians went up 
into Attica, ran all the way from Athens to 
Sparta to demand aid, and ran l)ack again 
in time to l)e at Marathon; and then, the 
Imttle over, ran to Athens to announce the 
victory—falling dead, having done so.] 

Xalpere, vixufiey. 

First I salute this soil of the blessed, river 
and rock! 

Gods of my birthplace, daemons and heroes, 
honour to all! 
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Then 1 name thee, claim thee for our patron, 
co-equal in praise 

—Ay, with Zeus the Defender, with Her of 
the a*gis and spear ! ^ 

Also, ye of the bow and the buskin,’^ praised 
be your peer, 

Now, henceforth and forever,—O latest to 
whom I upraise 

Hand and heart and voice ! For Athens, 
leave pasture and flock I 

Present to help, ix)tent to save. Pan—patron 
I call! 

Archons of Athens, topped by the tettix,® see, 

I return ! 

See, His myself here standing alive, no 
spectre that speaks ! 

Crowned with the myrtle, did you command 
me, Athens and you, 

“ Run, Pheidippides, run and race, reach 
Sparta for aid! 

Persia has come, we are here, where is She ? ” 
Your command I ol>eyed, 

Kan and raced: like stubble, some field which 
a fire runs through, 

Was the space between city and city: two 
days, two nights did I burn 

Over the hills, under the dales, down pits and 
up peaks. 

Into their midst I broke: breath served but 
for “ Persia has come ! 

Persia bids Athens proffer slaves’-tribute, 
water and earth ; 

Ro/ed to the ground is Eictria—but Athens, 
shall Athens sink, 

Drop into dust and die—the flower of Hellas 
utterly die, 

Die, with the wide world spitting at 
Sparta, the stupid, the stander- 
by ? 

Answer me quick, what help, what hand 
do you stretch o’er destruction’s 
brink ? 

Plow, —when ? No care for my limbs!—there’s 
lightning in all and some—- 

* Athene, Apollo and Artemis, 

» The grasshopper, the national emblem. 


PYesh and fit your message to bear, once Ups 
give it birth I ” 

O my Athens—Sparta love thee ? Did Sparta 
respond ? 

P>ery face of her leered in a furrow of envy, 
mistrust. 

Malice,—each eye of her gave me its glitter 
of gratified hate! 

(jravely they turned to take counsel, to cast 
for excuses, I stood 

Quivering,—the limbs of me fretting as fire 
frets, an inch from dry wood : 

“ Persia has come, Athens asks aid, and still 
they debate ? 

Thunder, thou Zeus ! Athene, are Spartans 
a quarry beyond 

Swing of thy spear ? Pboibos and Artemis, 
clang them ‘ Ve must ’ ! ” 

No bolt launched from Olumpos ! Lo, their 
answer at last! 

“ Has Persia come,—does Athens ask aid,— 
may Sparta befriend ? 

Nowise precipitate judgment—too weighty 
i the issue at stake ! 

Count we no time lost time which lags through 
i respect to the Gods ! 

j Ponder that precept of old, ‘ No w^arlare, 
i whatever the odds 

In your favour, so long as the moon, half- 
orbed, is unable to take 
Full-ciicle her state in the sky!’ Already 
she rounds to it fast: 

Athens must wait, patient as w'e—who judg¬ 
ment suspend.” 

Athens,—except for that sparkle,—thy name, 
I had mouldered to ash! 

That sent a bki/e through my blood ; off, off 
and aw^ay was I back, 

—Not one word to waste, one look to lose 
on the false and the vile! 

Yet ** O Gods of my land ! ” I cried, as each 
hillock and plain, 

Wood and stream, I knew, I named, rushing 
past them again, 

“Have ye kept faith, proved mindful of 
honours we paid you erewhile ? 
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Vidb mm the filleted victim, the fitlsoaie 
libation! Too rash 

Love in its choice, paid you so largely service 
so slack! 

•*Oak and olive and bay,—I bid you cease 
to enwreathe 

Brows made bold by your leaf! Fade at the 
Persian’s foot, 

You that, our patnms were pledged, should 
never adorn a slave! 

Rather I hail thee, Fames,—trust to thy wild 
waste tract * 

Treeless, herbless, lifeless mountain * What 
matter if slacked 

My speed may hardly be, for homage to crag 
and to cave 

No daty deigns to drape with verdure? at 
least I can breathe, 

Fear in thee no fraud fWun the blind, no he 
from the mute ! ” 

Such my cry as, rapid, I ran over Fames’ 

Gully and gap I clambered and cleared till, 
sudden,a bar 

Jutted, a stoppage of stone against me, block¬ 
ing the way. 

Right! for I minded the hollow to trasersc, 
the fissure across: 

** Where I could enter, there I depart by * 
Night in the Ibsse ? 

Out of the day dive, into the day as bra\el> 
arise! No liridge 

Better!”—^when—ha! what was it I ca^ 
on, of wonders that are f 

There, in the cool of a cleft, sat he—majes- 
tioil Pan ! 

Ivy dropped wanton, kissed his head, moss 
cushioned his hoof; 

M theiFeat God was good m the eyes grave- 
kindly—the curl 

Oufited on the beit|tded cheek, amused at a 
mortal^ awe^ j 

Am iMldisr the Mpk trunk, the goat-thighs 


Halt, Pheidipp^es ! ”—^halt I did, my 
brain of a whirl: 

Hither to me I Why pale in my presence ? ” 
he graaous liegan; 

** How IS It,—Athens, only in Hellas, bolds 
me aloof? 

** Athens, she only, rears me no fane, makes 
me no feast ’ 

Wherefore ? Than I wliat godship to Athens 
more helpful of old ? 

Ay, and still, and forever her friend ! Test 
Pan, trust me ! 

(k), bid Athens take heart, laugh Persia to 
scorn, have feilh 

In the temples and tombs ’ Cio, say to 
Athens, * The Goat-God saith : 

When Persia -~s(j much as strews not the soil 
—ih ca.st in the sea, 

Then praise Pan who fought in the ranks 
with your nuHt and least, 

Goat-thigh to greaved thigh, made one cause 
w ith the free and the bold ’ ’ 

** Say Pan saith ‘ Ixjt this, foreshowing the 
place, Ixj the pk*<lge ’ ’ ” 

(Ga), the hlicral hand held out this heritage 
I Ixsar 

— Kennel - I grasjicd it a-trcmble with dew 
— whatever it Ixxle) 

While, as for thee ...” But enough! 
He was gone. If I ran hitherto— 

Be sure that, the rest of my journey, I ran no 
longer, l>ut flew. 

Fames to Athens—earth no more, the air 
was my road: 

Here am I back. Praise Pan, we stand no 
more on the razor’s tsige • * 

Pan lor Athens, Pan for me ’ I too have a 
guerdon rare! 


Then spoke Miltiades. “And thee, \mi 
runner of Greece, 

Whose hmlis did duty indeed,—what gift is 
promised thyself? 

i A Greek tdiom for a dangerous position. 
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TcH it us straightway,—Athens the mother 
demands of her son ! ” 

Rosily blushed the youth: he paused: but, 
lifting at length 

His eyes from the ground, it seetneii as he 
gathered the rest of his strength 

Into the utterance—“ Tan spoke thus : ‘ Foi 
what thou hast done 

Count on a worthy reward t Henceforth U* 
allowed thee release 

From the racer's toil, no vulgar reward in 
praise or in pelf I * 

** I am Ixikl to Ijelieve, Pan means reward 
the most to my mind ! 

Fight I shiill, witli our foremost, wherever 
this fennel may grow,— 

Pound —Pan helpntg us—Persia to dust, and, 
under the deep, 

Whelm her away for ever; and then, —no 
Athens to save, -- 

Marry a certain maid, I know keeps faith to 
the hnive, — 

Hie to my house and home: and, when my 
children shall creep 

Close to my knees, recount how the G<kI 
was aw^ful yet kind, 

Promised their sire reward the full—re¬ 
warding him -so! ” 


Unforeseeing one! V'es, he fuughi on the 
Marathon day : 

So, when Persia was dust, all cried “To 
Akroj^dis! 

Run, I^heidipfudes, one race more! the 
meed is thy due ! 

* Athens is saved, thank Pan,* go shout!'* 
He flung down hi^ shield, 

Ran like ftre once more : and the space *twi\t 
the Fennel-held ^ 

And Athens was stubble again, a held which 
a fire runs through, 

Till in he broke: “Rejoice, we comper !*' 
Like wine through clay, 

|oy in his blood bursting his heart, he diisd — 
the bliss! 

^ Marathon. 


So, to this day, wtien friend meets flrknd, 
the word of salute 

Is still “ Rejoice I ”—his woixl which brought 
rejoicing indeed. 

So is Pheidippides happy for ever,—the noble 
strong man 

Who could race like a (iod, liear the face 
of a God, whom a (hxl loved so well ; 

He saw the land saved he had helped to save, 
and was suflered to tell 

Such tidings, yet never decline, but, gloriously 
as he lx*gan, 

So to end gloriously—once to shout, there¬ 
after lie mute : 

“Alhens is saved!*’—Pheidippides dies in 
the shout for his meed. 


HALBKKT AND HOB. 

IlhRh is a thing that liapjicned. Like wild 
l>easts whclfxxi, for den, 

In a wild pirt of North Faiglaiid, there lived 
once two wild men 

Inliabiting one homestead, neither a hovel 
nor hut, 

Time out of mind their birthright: father and 
son, these—but— 

Sudi a son, such a father! Most wildness 
by dt^grees 

Softens away : yet, last of their line, the 
wildest and worst were these. 

Criminals, then ? Why, no: they did not 
murder and rob; 

But, give them a word, they returned a blow 
—okl HaUiert as young Hob: 

Harsh and fierce of word, rough and savage 
of deed, 

Hated or feared the more—who knows?— 
the genuine wild-l»east breed. 

Thus were they found by the few sparse folk 
of the country-side ; 

But how fared each with other ? E*en beasts 
couch, hide by hide, 
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grKK%«d agreewient: so, ^ther 
und son aye curled 

The doselier up in their den because the last 
ot their kind in the world. 

StiU, Ijeast irks beast on occasion. One 
Oinstmas night of snow, 

Ome father and son to words—such words ! 

more cruel iKJcause the blow 
To crown each woid was wanting, while taunt 
nmtehed gibe, and curse 
Competed w'ith oath in wager, like pastime 
in hell,—nay, worse: 

For pastime lurried to earnest, as up there 
sprang at last 

The son at the throat of the father, seized 
him and held him j^t, 

** Out of this house you go! ”—{there follow e<l 
a hideous oath)— 

** This oven where now we liake, too hot to 
hold us both! 

If there’s snow outside, there's coolness: out 
with you, bide a s[x^ll 

In the drift and save the sexton the charge of 
a parish shell! 

Now, the old trunk was tough, was solid as 
stump of oak 

Untouched at the core by a thousand years, 
much less had its seventy broke 
One whipcord nerve in the muscly mass from 
neck to shoulder-blade 
Of the mountainous man, whereon his child’s 
rash hand like a feather weighed. 

Nevertheless at once did the mammoth ^ui 
his eyes, 

Drop chin to breast, drop hands to sides, 
stand stiffened—arms and thighs 
All of a pece—struck mute, much as a sentry 
Mauds, 

Fatknt to take the enemy’s fire: his captain 
so commands. 

the son’s wrath dew to fury at such ■ 
#ieer scorn | i 

Of hii puny strength by the giant eld thus 
actipg the bal^ aew-bim t i 


And “Neither will this turn serve!” yelled 
he. “ Out with you ! Trundle, log ! 

If you cannot tramp and trudge like a man, 
try alb fours like a dog I” 

Still the old man stood mute. So, logwise,— 
down to floor 

I’ulled from his fircsuie place, dragged on 
from hearth to door, — 

Was he pushed, a very log, staircase along, 
until 

A certain turn in the steps was reached, a 
yard from the house door-sill. 

Then the father oj>ened eyes--each spark of 
their rage extinct,— 

Temples, late black, dead-blanched, right- 
hand with left-hand Imkcfl,- 

He faied his son subnussue ; when slow the 
accents came, 

They were strangely mild though his son’s 
rash hand on his neck lay all the same. 

“Hob, on just such a night of a Christmas 
long ago. 

For such a cause, with smh a gesture, did I 
drag—so— 

My father down thus far; but, softening here, 
I heard 

\ voice in my heart, and stop{>ed • you wail 
for an outer word. 

“For your own sake, not mine, soften you 
too! Untrod 

I^mve this last step we re.rch, nor brave the 
finger of < iod ! 

I dared not pass its lifting: I did well. I 
nor blame 

Nor praise you. I stopjied here j and, Hob, 
do you the same I ” 

Straightway the sam relaxed his hold of the 
father’s throat. 

They mounted, side by side, to the room 
again: no note 

Took either of each, no sign made each to 
either: last 

As first, in alBolute silence, their Christmas* 
night tliey poasedL 
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At dawn, the fether sate on, dead, in the 

iself-mime place, 

With an<mtl)urst bUckcning still the old bod 
fighting-face: 

But the son crouched all a*tremble like any 
lamb neu yeaned. 

When he went to the burial, someone’s statf 
he Ixjrrowed -tottered and leaned. 

But his Upjs were hjose, not locked,— kept 
muttering, mumbling. “ There ^ 

At his cursing and swearing!” the youngsters 
cried: but the elders thought “In 
prayer ” 

A threw stonc*s he picked them up and 
stored them in his vest. 

So lolterc‘d, muttered, mumbled he, till he! 
diesl, j^)erha{>i found icst, 

“Is there a reason in nature lor these hard 
hearts?” O I.ear, 

That a leaMin out of nature must turn them 
soli, seems clear! 


IVAn ivAnovitch. 

“Thrv tell me, >oui (ar|jenters,” quoth I 
to my friend the Kuss, 

“ Make a simple hatchet serv'e as a tool Ixix 
series with us. 

Arm but each man with Ins axe, ’tis a 
hammer and saw and plane 

And chisel, and “ what know I else? We 
should imitate in vain 

The mastery wherewithal, by a flourish of 
just the ad/e, 

He cleaves, dam}>s, dovetails in,—no need 
of our nails and lirads,— 

The manageable pmc: *tis said he could 
shave himself 

With the axe,—so all adroit, now a giant 
and now an elf, 

Does he work and play at once! ” 

Quoth my friend the Ritvs to me, 
Ay, that and more beside on occasion ! It 
acaree may be 


You never heard tell a tale told children, 
time out of mind, 

By father and mother and nurse, for a moral 
that's Ixihind, 

\\'liieh children quickly seize. If the incident 
happened at all. 

We place it m Peter’s time when hearts were 
great not small, 

Germanized, Frenchified. I wager ’tis old 
to you 

As the* story of Adam and Ev e, and possibly 
quite as true.” 


In the deep of our land, ’tis said, a village 
from out the wijods 

Fmergesl on the great mam road ’twixt two 
gre*al solitudes. 

Tlirough forestry right and left, black verst' 
and verst of pine, 

From village to village runs the road’s long 
wide Ixire line. 

Clearance and clearance break the elsc- 
unconquered growth 

f)f pme and all that breeds and broods there, 
leiiving loth 

Man’s inch ol masterdom,—spot of life, spirt 
of firt - 

To star the dark and dread, lest right and 
rule expiie 

Throughout the monstrous wild, a-hungered 
to resume 

Its ancient sway, suck I«ick the wwld into 
its w(*mb: 

Defrauded by man’s craft which clove from 
North to South 

This highway broad and straight e’en from 
the Neva’s mouth 

To Moscow’s gates of gold. So, spot of life 
and spirt 

Of fire aforesaid, bum, each village death* 
begirt 

By wall and wall of pine—unprobed un¬ 
dreamed abyss. 


' About two-thurds of a mtk. 
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t1iare*s no mistaking more! Shall I lean 
oot^—^look—learn 

tbt truth whatever it be ? Pad, pad! At 
last, I turn— 


** ’Tis the regular pad of the wolves in pur¬ 
suit of the life in the sledge ! 

An army they are: close-packed they press 
like the thrust of a wedge ; 

They increase as they hunt : for I sc^e, 
through the pine-trunks rajiged each 
side, 

Slip forth new fiend and fiend, make wider 
and still mor<ji wide 

The four-footed steady advance. The fore¬ 
most—none may pass: 

They are elders and lead the line, eye and 
eye—-green-glowing brass! | 

But a long way distant still. Droug, sa\e j 
us ! He does his best: | 

Yet they gain on us, gain, till they reach,— 
one reaches , • . How utter the rest ? 

O that Satan-faced first of the Imnd ! How 
he lolls out the length of his tongue, 
How he laughs and lets gleam his white 
teeth! He is on me, his paws pry 
among 

The wraps and the rugs! O my pair, my 
twin-pigeons, lie still ami seem dead 1 
Stepkn, he ^11 never have you for a meal, 
—heie*s your mother instead ! 

Ho, he will not be amnselled—must cry, 
poor Stihpka, so fixiftsh! though first 
Of my boy-brood, he was not the liest: 

neighbours have called him the worst; 
He was puny, an undersized slip,—a darling 
to me, all the same ! 

But little there was to be praised in the boy, 
oral a plenty to blame. 

I loved him with heart and soul, yes—but, 
deal him a blow for a Imit, 

Ho would sulk for whole days. * Foolish 
hoy! lie still or the villaiti will vault, 
onaich you <hmi over my head! * Ho 
. uise f he cries, screams, p—who can bold 
fiwtwiuy tnaiwiiy of to It Mlows— 
aal fovu^l 


The Satan-hu:e snatched and snapped: t 
tugged, I tore—-and then 
His brother too needs must shriek I If one 
must go, *tis men 

The T&ar needs, so we hear, not ailing boys \ 
Perhaps 

My hands relaxcni their grasp, got tangled in 
the wTaps: 

God, he was gone! I looked: there tumbled 
the cursed crew, 

Each fighting for a share: too busy to pursue ’ 
Tliat^s so fiir gain at least; Droug, gallop 
another verst 

Or two, or three—fk^l sends nr l)cat them, 
arrive the first ! 

A mother nho kjosts two Ijoys was ever 
accounted rich: 

Some have not a l>oy: sonic have, but lose 
him,—Gf)d knows vvhich 
Is worse: how pit ifu! to see y< mr wt*ak Ung pine 
And {xile and jxiss away I Strong brats, this 
pair of mine! 

miser>M for while I settle to w’hat near 
I seems 

! Content, I am ’waie again of the tramp, and 
again there gleams— 

Point and point™ the line, eyes, levelled 
I green brassy fire ’ 

15>o soon is resumetl your chase? Will nolhii|g 
app<»a5e, nought tire 

The fiiries ? And yet I think—I am certain 
the race is slack, 

And the numbers are nothing like. Not a 
quarter of the pack ! 

Feasters and those full fed are staying lie- 
hind ... Ah why? 

We’ll sorrow^ for tlut too I Now,--*- 
gallop, reach home, and die, 

Nor ever again leave house, to trust our life 
in the (rap 

Fw life-we call a sletlgc! Teri^ha, in 
my lap! 

Yes, rU lit down upon you, tight die you with 
the strings 

Harc-«-of my heart I No fern, tbis time, 
ymir mother Kings . « « 
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Flings? I flung? Never! but think !~a 
woman, after all 

Contending with a wolf! Save you I must 
and shall, 

Terentii! 

** How now ? What, you still head 
the race, 

Your eyes and tongue and teeth crave fresh 
ftKxi, Satan-face? 

There and there ! Plain I struck green fire 
out! Plash sigain ? 

Alla poor fist can do t o damage eyes proves vain I 

My fist—why not crunch that ? He is wanton 
frir . . . O 

Why give this wolf his taste? Common 
wolves scrape and poxl 

The earth till out they scratch some corpse— 
mere putrid flesh ! 

Why must this glutton leave the faded, choose 
the fresh ? 

Terentii—(itxl, feel!—his neck keeps fast 
thy Img 

Of holy things, saints’ Ixjnes, this Satan-face 
will drag 

P'orth, and devour along with him, our Pope 
flvclareti 

The relics were to save from tUnger! 

“ Spurned, not sj>are<l ’ 

‘Twas through my arms, crossed arms, he— 
nu//ling now' with snout. 

Now ripping, t(K>lh and claw—plucked,pulletl 
Terentii out, 

A prize iiKlecfl! I saw—how could I else 

ljut see ?— 

My precious one—I bit to hold l>ack—pulled 
fiYim me! 

Up came the others, fell to dancing—did the 
imps!" - 

Skippeti as they scamfiercd round. There’s 
one is grey, and limf>s: 

Who knows but old liad Miirpha,—she always 
owed me spite 

And envied me my births,—skulks out of 
dw>rs at night 

And turns into a wolf, and joins the sisterluKxl, 

Anti kps the youthful life, then slinks from 
out the wtx»d, 


S({uats down at door by dawn, spins there 
demure as erst 

—No strength, old crone,—not she!—^to 
crawl forth half a verst! 

“Well, I escaped with one: Iwixt one and 
none there lies 

The space 'twist heaven and hell. And see, 
a rose-light dyes 

The endmost snow: lis dawn, ’tis day, lis 
safe at home! 

We have outw itted you! Ay, monsters, 
snarl and foam, 

Fight each the other fiend, disputing for a 
share,— 

Fr>rgetful, in your greed, our finest off we bear, 

Tough Droug and I.—my lial)e, my boy that 
shall l)e man. 

My man that shall be more, do all a hunter can 

To trace and follow and find and catch and 
crucify 

Wolves, wolfkins, all your crew! A thou* 
sand deaths shall die 

I The whim peri ngest cub that ever squeezed 
the teat ! 

‘Take that!’ we’ll stab you with,—‘the 
tenderness we met 

When, wretches, ytni danced round—not this, 
thank (bxi—not this! 

Hellhounds, we Ixuilk you 1’ 

“ But—Ah, (iod alxive !—Bliss, bliss— 

Not the Uind, no ! And jet—yes, for Droug 
knows him ! One- 

This only of them all has said ‘ She saves a 
s<m ! ’ 

His fellowrs disl>elieve such luck: but he 
l>elieves, 

He lets them pick the Ixmes, laugh at him in 
their sleeves: 

He’s off and after us,—one speck, one spot, 
one Imll 

Grows bigger, liound on iKiund,—one wolf 
as gxxi as all! 

Oh but I know the trick! Have at the 
snaky longue! 

Thai’s the right way with wolves I Go, tell 
your males I wrung 
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Tbe pttHtitkg rnursel out, leli you to howl 
your worst! 

I^w fo>r it—‘Uow i Ah me ! I know him— 
thrice-accurst 

Satan-face,~hjin to the end my foe! 

“ All fight’s in vain : 

This time the grijen brass points pierce to 
ray very brain. 

I —fall as I ought—quite on the babe 

I guard: 

I overspread with flesh the whole of him. 
To*> hard 

To die this way, torn piecemeal? Move 
hence ? Not 1 —one inch ! 

Gnaw through me, through and through: 
flat thus 1 lie nor flinch I 

O God, the feel of the fang ftirrowing iny 
shoulder 1—see! 

It grinds—it grates the bone. O Kirill 
under me, 

Could I do more? Beside he knew wolfs 
way to win: 

I clung, closed round like wax: yet in he 
w<M%cd and in, 

fW ray neck, past ray breasts, my heart, 
until . . . how feels 

The onion-bulb your knife fjarts, pushing | 
through its peels, 1 

Till out you sccx*p its clove wherein lie stalk 
and leaf 

And bloom and seed unborn ? 

“ That slew me: yes, in brief, 

I died then, dead I lay doubtlessly till Drfpg 
stopped 

Here, I suppose- I come to life, I find me 
propped 

Thus—“how or when or why,—I know not. 
Tell me, friends, 

Ail was a dream: laugh quick and say the 
i%htimre ends! 

Soon I shall And my house t ^tis over there : 
in proof. 

Save hr that chimney heaped with snow, 

^ yooM lee the roof 

WMA Iwldi my three—my two—ray one— 
.noioiie? 


** Life’s raked 

With misery, yet we live—must live. The 
Satan flxed 

His feceon mine so flist, I took its print as pitch 

Takeswhat it cools beneath. I v^n Ivimovitdi, 

’Tis you unharden me, you thaw, disperse 
the thing! 

Only keep looking kind, the horror will not 
cling. 

Your fece smooths fiist away each print of 
Satan. Tears 

—What go<xl they do! Life’s sweet, and 
all its afler-years, 

Iv4n Ivammtch, I owe you ! Yours am I! 

May God reward ycm, dear ! ” 

Down she sank. Solemnly 

Ivira rose, raised his axe,— for fitly, as she 
knelt. 

Her head lay: wcll-afxirt, each side, her 
arms hung, —dealt 

Lightning-swift thunder-strong one blow-- 
no need of more ! 

Headless she knelt on still: llmt j^xine was 
stxind at core 

(NcighlKmrs wTre used to say)—cast-iron- 
kernelletl—which 

Taxed for a second stroke Ivdn IvjVnovitch. 

' The man was scant of words as strokes. ** It 
had to Ixe: 

I could no other: God it waslmde * Act for me t* ” 

Then sttKxping, peering round—what is it 
now he lacks ? 

A profjer strip of tiark wherewith to wipe his 
axe. 

Which done, he turns, goes in, closes the 
dfK>r behind. 

The others mute remain, watching lire blood- 
snake wind 

Into a hiding-place among the splinter-heaps. 

At length, still mute, all move: one lifts,^— 
firom where it steeps 

Redder each ruddy rag of pine,—the head s 
two more 

Take up tlie dripf^ng body: then, mute atill 
aftbefere, 
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Move in a sort of iinarch» march on till 
marching ends 

Opposite to the church; where hailing,— 
who suspends, 

By its long hair, the thing, deposits in its 
place 

The piteous head: once more the body 
shows no trace 

Of harm done: there lies whole the Ix)uscha, 
maid and wife 

And mother, loved until this latest of her 
life. 

Then all sit on the Ixink of snow which 
Ixmmls a s|jacc 

Kcfit frtn: Ijefore the porch for judgment : 
just the place ! 

Presently all the souls, man, woman, child, 
which make 

The village up, are found assembling for the 
sake 

Of what is to lx* done. The very Jews are 
there: 

A Gipsy'tr<x»p, though lx)und with horses 
for the Fair, 

S(]uats with the rest. F,ach heart with its 
conception seethes 

And simmers, but no longue s[xaks; one 
may say,—none breathes. 

Anon from out the church totters the Po|x* 
—the priest— 

Hardly alive, so old, a hundred years at least. 

With him, the Commune’s head, a hoary 
senior loo, 

StlLri:)Sta, that’s his style,—like I^<iuity Judge 
with you,— 

Natural Jurisconsult: then, fenced aljout with 
furs, 

Pomeschik,—Ixud of the Land, who wields 
—and none demurs— 

A pc»wcr of life and death. They stoop, 
survey the corpse. 

Then, straightened on his staff, the Starosta 
—the thorpe’s 

Sagaciousest old man—hears what you just 
have heard, 


From Droug’s first inrush, all, up to Ivlin’s 
last word 

“God l>ade me act for him: I dared not 
disobey! ” 

Silence—the Pomeschik broke with “Awild 
wrong way 

Of righting wrong—if wrong there were, 
such wrath to rouse ! 

Why was not law observed ? What article 
allows 

Whoso may please to play the judge, and, 
judgment dealt, 

Play executioner, as promptly as wc [xlt 

'I'u death, without apjxal, the vermin whose 
Side fault 

Has Ixen—it dared to leave the darkness of 
its vault, 

Intrude upon our day! Too sudden and too 
rash ! 

What was this woman’s crime ? Suppose 

j the church should crash 

Down wliere I stand, your lord ; bound are 
my serfs to dare 

Their utmost that I ’saipe: yet, if the 
crashing scare 

My chiUlren,—as you are,—if sons fiy, one 
and all, 

lx;iive father to his fate,—poor cowards 
though I call 

The runaw'ays, I puise Ixfore I claim their life 

Because they priced it more than mine. 1 
would each wife 

Died for her husl>and’s sake, each son to 
save his sire: 

'Tis glory, I applaud—scarce duty, I require. 

Ivin Ivanovitch has done a deed that’s 
named 

Murder by law and me; who doubts, may 
speak imblamed! ” 

All turned to the old Po|>e. “ Ay, children, 
I am old— 

How old, myself have got to know no longer. 
Rolled 

Quite round, my orb of life, from infiincyloage, 

Seems passing back again to youth. A 
certain stage 


ft 


» 1 » 
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At Ictot I neadi, or dream I reach, where I 
discern 

Truer truths, laws behold more lawlike than 
we Icam 

When first we set our foot to tread the course 
I trod 

With man to guide my steps t who leads me 
now is God. 

‘ Your young men shall see visions: * and in 
ray youth I saw 

And paid obedience to man\s visionary law : 

* Your old men shall dreatn dreams: ^ and, in 

my age, a hand 

Conducts me through the cloud round law to 
where 1 stand 

Firm on its base,—know cause, who, before, 
knew effect. 

The world lies under me: and nowhere I 
detect 

So great a gift as this—God’s own—of human 
life. 

* Shall the dead praise thee V No ! * The 

whole live world is rife, 

God, with thy glory,’ rather! life then, 
God’s best of gifts, 

For what shall man exchange? For life— 
when so he shifts 

The weight and turns the scale, lets life for 
life restore 

God’s balance, sacrifice the less to gain the 
more, 

Substitute--for low life, another’s or his 
own— 

Life large and liker God’s who gave it ipl^us 
alone 

May life extinguish life that life may truUer 
be! 

How low this law descends on earth, is not 
Ibrme 

To trace: complexed becomes the simfde, 
intricate 

The plain, when I pursue law’s winding. ’TLs 
the straight 

Otttiow of kw I, know and name t to law, 

'' ^ the fount 

to God^s footstool, totd§« follow 

' whSe I lamotmt 


** A mother bears a child : perlection is Com¬ 
plete 

So far in such a birth. Enabled to repeat 

The miracle of life,—herself was born so just 

A type of womankind, that God sees fit to trust 

Her with the holy task of giving life in turn. 

Crowned by this crowning pride,—how say 
you, should she spurn 

Regality—discrowned, unchikled, by her 
choice 

Of barrenness cxcharjged for fruit which made 
rejoice 

Creation, though life’s self were lost in giv¬ 
ing Ijirth 

To life more fresh and fit to glorify (iod’s 
earth ? 

How say you, shtmid the hand God trusted 
with life’s torch 

Kindled to light the world—aware of sparks 
that scorch, 

Ia?t fall the same ? Forscnjlh, her flesh a fire- 
flake stings: 

The mother drops the child ! Among what 
monstrous things 

Shall she l>e classed ? because of mother- 
hotxl, each male 

Yields to his partner place, sinks proudly in 
the scale: 

His strength owned weakness, wit—folly, 
and courage - fear, 

Beside the female proved male’s mistress— 
only here. 

The fox-dam, hunger-pined, will slay the 
felon sire 

Who dares assault her whelp: the beaver, 
stretched on fire, 

Will die without a groan : no pang avails to 
wrest 

Her young from where they hide—her sanc¬ 
tuary breast. 

What’s here then ? Answer me, thou dead 
one, as, I (row, 

Standing at God’s own bar, he bids thee 
answer now! 

Tbricc crowned wast thou—each crown of 
pride, a child—thy charge! 

Where arc they ? Lost ? Enough: no heed 
that thou enlarge 
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On how or why the loss: life left to utter 
* lost ^ 

Condemns itself Ijcyond appeal, Tlie sol¬ 
dier’s post 

(lUards from the f(K;’s attack the camp he 
sentinels: 

Tliat he no traitor proved, this and this only 
tells-- 

Over the corpse of hitn trotl foe to foe's 

success. 

Vet—one t>y one thy crowfis torn from thee 
~ thou no less 

To scare the worhl, shame (io<i, -livedst ! I 
hold He saw 

The uneximipled sin, ordained the novel 
law. 

Whereof lirsl instrument v^as first intelli¬ 
gence 

Found loyal here. I hold tliat, fading human 
sense, 

I'he very earth had ojiod, sky fallen, to efface 

Ilvunanity's new wrong, tnolherluKMr-> first 
disgrace. 

Earth ojied n<it, neither fell the sky, fur 
prompt wxs found 

A man and man enough, head-soljer and 
heart-Sound, i 

Ready to hear (oxl’s voice, resiilute to 
olicy, 

Ivan Ivitnoviii h, 1 hold, has done, thi'> day, 

No others isv.* than dkl, in ages long ago, 

Moses when he made known the purjiort of 
that flviw 

Of fire athwart the law’s twam-taldes ! I 
proclaim 

Iviin IviVnoviich Ciod’s servant! ” 

At which name 

Uprose that creepy whisper from viul the 
crowd, is wont 

To swell and surge and sink when fellow- 
men confront 

A pumshment that falls on fellow flesh and 
UIockI, 

Appallingly lichcld shuddcringly under- 
stood, 

Ho leas, to be the right, the just, the merciful. 

God^s scrvaiU ! ** hissed the crowd. 


When that Amen grew dull 
And died away and left acquittal plain 
adjudged, 

“Amen!’’last sighed the lord. “There’s 
none shall say I grudged 
Escape from punishment in such a novel 
case. 

Deferring to old age and holy life,—lie grace 
Granted ! say I. No less, scruples might 
shake a .sense 

Firmer llian I boast mine. Law’s law, and 
evidence 

<Jf breach therein lies plain,—blood-red- 
bright,—all may sec ! 

Yet all al>solve the deed : absolved the deed 
must lx,*! 

“ And next—as mercy rules the hour—me- 
thinks ’(were v^cll 

You signify forthwith its sentence, and dispel 
The doubts and fears, I judge, which busy 
now the heiul 

Law puts a halter round—a halo—you, 
instead ! 

Iv^in Iv^novitch—what think you he expects 
Will follow Irom his feat ? Go, tell him— 
law protects 

Murder, tor once: no need he longer keep 
Ixihind 

The .Sacred Pictures—where skulks Inno¬ 
cence enshrineti, 

Or I mlssiiy ! fio, some ! You others, haste 
and hide 

The dismal object there : get done, whate’er 
lietide! ” 

So, while the youngers raised the corpse, the 
elders trooped 

Silently to the house: where halting, some¬ 
one stooped, 

Listened beside the door; aU there was silent 
too. 

Then they held counsel; then pushed door 
and, passing through. 

Stood in the munierer’s presence. 

Ivki Ivimovitch 
Knell, Uiilding on the floor that Kremlin rare 
and rich 
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B« deRly cut and carved on laaty w inter nights* 

S<Miie live young laces watched, breathlessly, 
as, to rights, 

Hece upon piece, he reared the fabric nigh 
complete. 

Ivan’s old mother, sat spinning by 
the heat 

Of the oven where his wife KJitia st(.»od leaking 
bread. 

Ivkn*s self, as he turned his honey-coloured 
head, 

Was just in act to drop, ’twixt fir-cones,~ 
a dome,— 

The scooped-out yellow gourd |>resumably 
the home 

Of Kolokol the Big: the IkII, iheiein to hitch, 

—An acom-cu|>~~w«is ready: Ivan Ivinovitch 

Turned with it in his mouth. 

They told him he was free 

As ait to walk abroad. “ I low otherwise?” 
asked he. 


TRAY. 

Sing me a hero ! Quench my thirst 
Of soul, ye bards I 

Quoth Bard the first; 

“ Sir Olaf, the g<x>d knight, <lid don 
His helm an<i eke his habergeon ...” 

Sir Olaf and his bard-! 

sin-scatbed brow*' (quoth Bard the 
second) # 

That eye wide ope as though Fate beckoned 
My hero to some steep, beneath 
Which predjace smiled temfjting death * . . 
You too without your host liave reckoned I 

** A beggaf'Child ** (let*s hear this third J) 

** Sat m a quay’s edge r like a bird 
Sang to heiwlf at carelesa f^ay, 

Aud fiill into the stream* * Dismay I 
Help, you the standers-by !* None stirred* 

J^slapite reason, thinh of wives 
Jkm cMidreh th^ rkk their Hves# 


Over the Imlustrade hm bounced 
A mere instinctive dog, and i>ounccd 
Plumb on the prize, * How well he dives! 

“ ‘ Up he comes with the cliild, see, tight 
In mouth, iihvc tix), clutched from quite 
A depth of ten feet—twelve, I Ixjt I 
IhxKl dog t What, off* again ? There’s yet 
Another child to s*ive ? All right I 

** * How strange we saw no other fiill! 

It’s instinct m the tiniiuak 

Hood dt)g ! But he’s a long while under : 

If he got drowntnl I slumld not wonder- 
Strong current, that against the wall! 

“ ‘ Here he comes, holds in inoiilh this time 
—Wliat may the thing lx‘r* Well, llrnt’s 
prime! 

Now, did you ever!* Reason reigns 
In man alone, snu e all 1 ray’s |xnus 
Have fishesi—the child s doll from the slime I* 

And so, amid the laughter gay. 

Trotted my hero off, -old Tray, - 

Till somclxMl), prcrogalived 

With reason, reas«>ncd : ‘ Why he dived, 

Hb bmm would show us, I should say. 

‘John, go and catch - or, if nctnls Ijc, 
Purchase —that animal for me i 
By vivisection, at cvjiense 
t>f half-an-hour and eighteenfience. 

How brain secretes il<4;'s soul, we’ll see !*** 


NKf) BRATTS. 

[See John Bunyan’s inimitable “ Life and 

Death of Mr. liadman,” where the story is 

told as only Bunyan can tell a story.] 

*Twas Bedford Sfieckl Assize, one dall 
Midsummer's I^y: 

A broiling blasting June,—was never its like, 
men say. 

Com stood sheaf-ripe already, and trees 
looked yellow as that; 

Ponds drained dust-dry, the cattle lay fofttn* 
tng around each fiat. 
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Inside town, dogs, went m«ui, and folk kept 
bibbing beer 

While the parsons praye<l for rain. ’Twas 
horrible, yes—but queer : 

Queer—for the sun laughed gay, yet nolx)dy 
moved a hand 

To work one stroke at his trade: as given to 
understand 

Tlmt all was come to a stop, work and such 
worldly ways, 

And the world’s old self about io end in a 
merry hi a/e. 

Midsummer’s Day moreover was the first of 
Hedfoni iMir, 

With Bedford 'fown’s tag-rag and liohtail 
a-lxjwsing there. 

But the ('ourt House, Quality rrammeil : 
through dtM>rs o|h% windows wide, 

High on the Bcnrh you saw' sit J^irdships 
swle by si<le. 

There frowned C'hief Juslire Jukes, fumed 
leariHsl Brother Small, I 

And frettheir fellow Judge: like threshers, | 
one and all, 

Of a reek with laying (l*iwn the law in a 
fill nace. Why ? 

Becsiuse their lungs lireathtsl flame—the 
regular crow'd turhye— 

From gently' {>i>uring in--quite a nost'gay, 
to l>e sure! 

How else could they piss the time, six mortal 
hours endure 

Till night should extinguish day, when 
matters might haply mend ? 

Meanwhile no Iwl resource was—watching 
begin and end 

Some trial for life and death, in a brisk five 
minuttt* space, 

A«d l>etting which knave would Vafx% which 
hang, from his sort of face. 

So, their Ix>rdships toiled and moiled, and a 
deal of work wsis done 

(I warrant) to justify the mirth of the crary 
sun 

As this and t’other lout, stnick dumb at 
t^e sudden show 


Of red robes and white wigs, boggled nor 
answered “ Boh ! ” 

When asked why he, Tom Styles, should not 
—liecause Jack Nokes 

Had stolen the horse—Ixj hanged : forjudges 
must have their jokes, 

And louts must make allowance—let’s say, 
f<ir some blue fly 

Which punctured a dewy scalp where the 
fri/zles stuck awry— 

Else Tom laid fleered scot-free, so nearly 
over anri done 

Was the main of the job. Full-measure, the 
gentles cnjoyctl their fun, 

As a twenty-five were tried, rank puritans 
caught at prayer 

In a cow-hiaise and laid by the heels,—have 
at ’em, de\il may care !— 

And ten were prescrit>ed the whip, and ten 
a brand on the cheek, 

I And five a slit of the nose—just leaving 
enough to tweak. 

Well, things at jidly high-tide, amusement 
sti-efxd in fire. 

While noon snK>ie fierce the roofs red tiles 
to heart’s desire. 

The Court a-simmer with smoke, one ferment 
of (xwy flesh, 

One spirituous humming musk mount-mount¬ 
ing until Its mesh 

KntiukHi all heads in a fluster, and Serjeant 
Post let hwayle 

— Ikishing the wig oblupic as he mopped his 
oily pale— 

Crini ‘'Silence, or I grow grease I No 
loophole lets in air i* 

JuiyTTfien, - Guilty, Death ! Gainsay me if 
you dare! ’’ 

—Things at this pitch, I say,—what hubbub 
without the dtx>rs? 

’What laughs, shrieks, boots and yells, what 
rudest of uproars ? 

Bounce through the harrier throng a bulk 
comes rolling vast! 

'Hiumps, kicks, —no manner of use I—spile 
of them rolls at last 
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If^ Ibe midst a bail wbkb, bursting, brings 
to idew 

Fablcan Black Ned Bratts and Tabby his 
big wife too: 

Both in a muck^sweat, both . • . were never 
such eyes uplift 

At the sight of yawning bell, such nostrils— 
snouts that sniffed 

Sulphur, such mouths a-ga|)e ready to swallow 
ffame! 

Horritied, hideous, frank fiend-feces! yet, all 
the same, 

Mixed with a certain ... eh? how shall I 
dare style-—mirth 

The desperate grin of the guess that, could 
they break from earth. 

Heaven was aliow, and hell might rage in 
impotence 

Below the saved, the saved I 


Confound you! (no offence!) 

Out of our way,—push, wife ! Yonder their 
Worships Ije! ** 

Ned Bratts has reached the bar, and “ Hey, 
my I-iords,’’ roars he, 

** A Jury of life and death, judges the prime 
of the land. 

Constables, javelineers, —all met, if I under¬ 
stand. 

To decide so knotty a point as whether ’twas 
jack or Joan 

Robbed the henroost, pinched the pig, hit 
the Kingfs Arms with a stone, 

l>ro[q>ed the baby down the well, left toe 
dihesman in the lurch, ^ 

Or* three wduile Sundays running, not once 
attended church! 

What a pother--do these deserve the parish- 
stocks or whip, 

More or less tarow to brand, much or little 
nose to snipv— 

When, in our Public, plain stand we—tlrnt’s 
we stand here, 

t and my Tab, bm^bold, brick-built of beef 
and beer, 

bm: we, siut ? Step fortlt and show 
your beai%, |adel 


Wife of my bosom—that’s the word now I 
What a trade 

We drove! None said us nay: nobody loved 
his life 

So little as wag a tongue against us,—did 
they, wife? 

Yet they knew us all the while, in their 
hearts, for what we are 

—Worst couple, rogue and quean, unhanged 
—search near and far ! 

Eh, Tab ? I’he {?edlar, now—o’er his non^n 
— who warned a mate 

To cut and run, nor nsk his pack where its 
loss of weight 

Was the least to dread,—aha, how we two 
lauglHHl a-good 

As, stexihng round the midds*n, he came on 
where ! st<^axl 

With billet j>oised and raised,—you, ready 
with the rope,— 

Ah, but ihal\ past, that’s sm rej>ented of, 
we hope! 

Men knew us for that same, yet safe and 
sound stood we! 

The hly-h\erc'dkna\esknew Ux>(rveliaulked 
a d-) 

Our keeping the ‘ Pied Bull * was just a mere 
pretence: 

Tw slow the jxnmds make food, drink, hxlg- 
ing, Irom out the jxmee! 

There’s n<»t a stopjjoge to travel has clranced, 
this ten long year, 

No brciik into hall or grange, no lifting of 
nag or steer, 

Not a single n»guery, from the dipping of a 
purse 

To the cutting of a throat, but jiaid us toll. 
Od’s curse! 

When CApsy Smouch made Ixild to cheat us 
of our due, 

—Eh,Tab? the Squire’s strong-lxix wehelpetl 
toe rascal to— 

I think he pulled a face, next Sessions’ swing¬ 
ing-time ! 

B© danced the jig that needs no floor,—and* 
here’s the prime, 

Twas Scroggs that hmighed the Ay, 

tboie were busy ckyi t 
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Well, there we flourished brave, like scrip¬ 
ture-trees called Imys, 

Faringhigh, drinking hard, in money upiohead 

—Not to say, boots arni shoes, when . . . 
Zounds, I nearly said— 

lx>rd, to unlearn one’s language ! How shall 
we labour, wife ? 

Have you, fast hold, the Book ? Grasp, gnp 
it, for your life ! 

See, sirs, here’s life, salvation! Here’s—hold 
but out niy breath— 

When did I sjieak v> long without once 
sw'canng ? ’Sdeath, 

No, nor unhel[x*d hy ale since man and Uyy ’ 
And yet 

All yesterday I had to keep my whistle wet 

While reading Tab this Book : lxK>k ? don’t 
say ‘IxKik’—thej're pla)s, 

Swings, Imllads and the like: here’s no such 
slraw'y Idare, 

But sky Wide ojxs sun, moon, and sc\en stars 
out full-flare I 

Tab, help and tell! I’m hoarse. A mug ! 
or— n< I, a pra) er ’ 

Dip for one out of the B<x>k ' Who wrote u 
in the Jail 

— H<* plied his p<‘n unheljxxl b) Ixer, sirs, 
y\\ lie l»ail! 

** I’ve got my second wind. In trundles she 
— that’s Tab. 

‘ WTy, Gammer, what’s come now, that- 
bobbing like a crab 

On Yule-tide Ixiwl- y<nir head’s a-work and 
Ixith )our e\es 

Break ItMise? Afeard, you fH>l? As if the 
dea<l can rise ’ 

Say—Bagman Dick was found la,st May with 
fuddling-cap 

Stuffed in his mouth: lo choke’s a natural 
mishap! * 

‘Gaffer, Ix*^—blesse<l,’ cries she, ‘and Bagman 
Dick as well! 

I,y(Hi,andhearedamned: this Bublicisourhell: 

We live in fire : live coiils don’t feel!—once 
quencheil, they learn— 

Cinders do, tt> what dust they moulder while 
they bum! * 


If you don’t speak straight out,’ says I-- 
lielike I sworc^— 

‘A knobstick, well you know the taste of, 
shall, once more, 

Teach you to talk, my maid ! ’ She ups with 
such a face, 

Heart sunk inside me. ‘Well, pad on, my 
prate-apace! ’ 

“ ‘ I’ve been alx>ut those laces we need 
for . . . never mind ’ 

If henceforth they tie hands, ’tis mine they’ll 
lu\e to bind. 

You know w'ho makes them best—the Tinker 
m our cage, 

Pulled-up for gospelling, twelve jears ago: 
no .ige 

To t ry anot her trade, —yet, so he scorned to take 

Money he did not earn, he taught himself the 
make 

Of laces, tiiggerl and tough—Dick Bagman 
found them so ’ 

G<xxi customers were we I Well, last week, 
you must know' 

His girl,— the blind joung chit, who hawks 
alxiut his wares,— 

She takes it m her head lo c(ime no more— 
such airs 

These hussies have ! Yet, since ac need a 
stoiitish Lice,— 

“ rn to the jail-bird father, abuse her lo his 
face ’ ” 

So,first I filleil a jug to gi\ e me heart,and then, 

Primed lo the proper pitch, I posted to their 
den— 

Pa/m fit IT— they style their prison I I tip the 
turnkey, catch 

My heart up, fix my face, and fearless lift the 
latch— 

Both arms a-kimlx), in Inmnce with a good 
round oath 

Ready for rapping out: no “ I^wks nor 
By my troth ! ” 

“ ‘ There sat my man, the father. I le lookctl 
up: what one feels 

When heart that leapt lo mouth drops dotim 
again to heels! 
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He faked his hand . , . Hast seen, when 
drinking out the night, 

And in, the day, earth grow another some¬ 
thing quite 

Under the sun's first stare? I stood a very 
stone. 

tt t it Woman ! ” (a fiery tear he put in every 
tone), 

How should my child frequent your house 
where lust is sport, 

Violence—trade ? Too true ! I trust no 
vague report. 

Her angel’s hand, which stops the sight of 
sin, leaves clear 

The other gate of sense, lets outrage through 
the ear. 

What has she heard \ —which, heard shall 
never be again. 

Better lack food than feast, a Dives in the— 
wain 

Or reign or train — of Charles!” (His 
language was not ours : 

•Tis my belief, God spoke: no tinker has 
such powers). 

Bread, only bread they bring—my laces: 
if we broke 

Your lump of leavened sin, the loaf’s first 
crumb would choke ! ” 

“ ♦ Down on my marrow-lx»nes ! Then all 
at once rose he : 

His brown hair burst a-spread, his eyes were 
suns to see: 

Up went his hands; “ Tlirough flesh, I 
reach, I read ihy soul! ^ 

So may sf)me stricken tree look blasted, 
bough and bole, 

Champed by the fire-tooth, charred without, 
and yet, thrice-bound 

With dreriment about, within may life be 
found, 

A prisoned power to branch and blossom as 
before, 

Could but the gardener cleave the cloister, 
reach the core, 

Uboseti the vital sap: yet where shall help 
be found ? 


Who says ‘ How save it?’—nor ‘ Why cum¬ 
bers it the ground ? ’ 

Woman, that tree art thou I All sloughed 
about with scurf, 

Thy stag-horns fright the sky, thy snake- 
roots sting the turf I 

Drunkenness, wantonness, theft, murder 
gnash and gnarl 

Thine outward, case thy soul with coating 
like the marie 

Satan stamps flat upon each head beneath 
his hoof! 

And how deliver such? The strong men 
keep aloof, 

Lover and friend stand far, the mocking 
ones pass by, 

Tophet gapes wide for prey ; lost soul, de¬ 
spair and die ! 

What then ? ‘ Look unto me and lie ye 
saved ! ’ saith God : 

* I strike the rock, outstreats the life-stream 
at my rod ! 

Be your sins scarlet, wool shall they seem 
like,—although 

As crimson red, yet turn white as the driven 
snow! ’ ” 

“ * There, there, there ! All I seem to 
somehow understand 

Is—that, if I reached home, ’twas through 
the guiding hand 

Of his blind girl which led and led me through 
the streets 

And out of town and up to door again. 
What greets 

First thing my eye, as limbs reco\er from 
their swoon ? 

A book—this Book she gave at fiarling. 
“ Father’s boon— 

The Book he wrote; it reads as if he spoke 
himself: 

He cannot preach in lionds, so,— take it down 
from shelf 

When you want counsel,—think you hear hk 
very voice! ” 

ti ‘Wicked dear Huslwnd, first despair and 
then rejoice! 
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Dear wicked Husband, waste no tick of 
moment more, 

Be saved like me, bald trunk 1 There’s 
greenness yet at core, 

Sap under slough ! Read, read ! ’ 

Let me take breath, my lords ! 

IM like to know, ate these—hers, mine, or 
Bunyan’s words ? 

I’m ’wildered—scaice with drink,—nowise 
with drink alone ! 

Voti’ll say, with heat: but heat’s no stuff to 
split a stone 

Like tins black l)oul(ler—this flint heart of 
mine : the Bot>k— 

That dealt the crashing blow! Sirs, here’s 
the fist that shook 

His heard till Wrestler Jem howled like a 
Jusidugged bear ! 

You had brained me with a feather : at once 
I grew aware 

Christmas wtis meant f<»r me. A burden at 
yi^ur back, 

(liKKl Master Christmas? Nay,—yours was 
that Joseph’s sack, 

—Or whose it was,—which held the cup,— 
compaied with mine ! 

Robl)cry loads my loins, perjury cracks my 
chine, 

Adultery . . . nay, Tab, you pitched me as 
I flung ! 

One word, I’ll up wdth fist , . . No, sweet 
spouse, hold your tongue ! 

“ Fm hasting to the end. The Book, sirs— 
take and read! 

You have my liistory in a nutshell,--ay, 
indeed I 

It must ofl”, my liurden ! See,—slack straps 
and into pit, 

Roll, reach the Uittom, rest, rot there—a 
plague on it 1 

For a mountain’s sure to fall and bury Tkjd- 
ford Town, 

* IDestruction ’ — tlmt’s the name, and fire 
shall burn it down ! 

O Vape the wrath in time I Time’s now, if 
not too late. i 


How can I pilgrimage up to the wicket-gate? 
Next comes Despond the slough: not that I 
fear to pull 

Through mud, and dry my clothes at brave 
House Beautiful— 

But it’s late in the day, I reckon ; had I left 
years ago 

Town, wife, and children dear . . . Well, 
Christmas did, you know !— 

Soon I had met in the valley and tried my 
cudgel’s strength 

On the enemy horned and winged, a>straddle 
acioss its length 1 

Have at his horns, thwick — thwack: they 
snap, see ! Ibxjf and hoof— 

Iking, break the fetlock-Ixjnes ! For love’s 
sake, keep aloof 

Angels ! Fm man and match,—this cudgel 
for my flail, - 

To thresh him, hoofs and horns, liat’s wing 
and ser|x?nt’s tail ! 

A chance gone by ! But then, w'hat else 
dcies Ho[)eful ding 

Into the deafest ear except—hope, hope’s 
the thing? 

T(x> late i’ the day for me to thrid the 
windings: but 

TheiC’s still a wa) to win the race by ileath’s 
j short cut 1 

Did Master Faithful need climb the Delight¬ 
ful Mounts? 

No, stiaight to Vanity Fair,—a fair, by all 
accounts, 

Such as is hdd ouUside,—lords, ladies, grand 
and gay,—' 

Says he in the face of them, just what you 
hear me sii}'. 

And the Judges brought him in guilty, and 
brought him out 

To die in the market-place—St. Peter’s 
Green’s alxmt 

The same thing : there they flogged, flayed, 
bufleted, lanced with knives, 

Pricked him with swords,— I’ll swear, he’d 
full a cat’s nine lives, — 

Sotohisendat last came Faithful,—ha,ha,hel 
Who holds 1 he highest card ? for there stands 
hid, you see, 
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JMund tbe rabble-roui, a chariest pair and all: 

He*s in» he*s off, he*s up, through clouds, at 
trumpet-call, 

Carried the nearest way to Heaven-gate ! j 
Odds my life— 

Has nobody a sword to spare? not even a 
knife? 

Then hang me, draw and quarter t Tab— 
do the same by her ! 

O Master Worldly - Wiseman . . . that’s 
Master Interpreter, 

Take the will, not the deed I Our gihliet’s 
handy close; 

Forestall Judgment-Day ! Be kindly, 

not morose ! 

There wants no earthly judge-and-jurying: 
here we stand— 

Sentence our guilty selves: so, hang us out 
of hand! 

Make haste for pity’s sake ! A single 
moment’s loss 

Means—Satan’s lord once more; his w^hisper 
shoots across 

All singing in my heart, all prayingin my brain, 

* It comes of heat and beer I ’—hark how he 
guffaws plain ! 

‘To-morrow you’ll wake bright, and, in a 
safe skin, hug 

Your sound selv^es, Tab and you, over a 
foaming jug I 

YouVe had such qualms Ix'fore, time out of 
mindl’ He’s right! 

Did not we kick and cuff and curse away, 
that night 

When home we bhndly reeled, and left p<||r 
humpback Joe 

F the lurch to pay for what . * - somclKKiy 
did, you know! 

Both of us maundered then ‘ Lame humpimek, 
—never more 

Will he come limping, dram his tankard at 
our door 1 

He’ll swing, while—somebody . . . ’ Says 
T«b,‘No, forFUp^ !’ 

*Vm you, Tab,’ cries I, ‘there’s rope 
, encash ft>r each ! ’ 
llubb^ed we, and fitisaed, and went to 
bed upmi ; 


The grace of Tab’s good thought i % 
morning, all was gone ! 

We laughed—* What’s life to him, a cripple 
of no account ? ’ 

Oh, waves increase around—I feel them 
mount and mount! 

Hang us! To-morrow bnngs Tom Bearward 
with his bears; 

One new black-muzzled brute beats Sacker- 
son, he swears: 

(Sackerson, for my money 1) And, baiting 
o’er, the Brawl 

They lead on Turner’s Patch,—lads, lasses, 
up tails all,— 

Fm i’ the thick o' the throng ! That means 
the Iron Cage, 

—Means the Lost Man inside I Where's 
hoj^e for such as wage 

War against light ? laghl's left, light’s here, 
I hold light still, 

So does Tal) -make hut haste to hang us 
IxJth! V’ouwill?” 

I promise, when he stopped you might have 
heard a mouse 

S<^ueak, such a death like hush sealer! up the 
old Mote House. 

But when the mass of man sank meek up<m 
his knees, 

While Tab, alongside, wheezeri a hoarse 
“ Do hang us, please ’ ” 

Why, then the waters rose, no eye but ran 
with tears, 

Hearts heaved, beads tbumjied, until, paying 
all past arrears 

Of pity and sorrow, at last a regular scream 
outbroke 

Of triumph, joy and praise. 

My Ixird Chief Justice spoke, 

First mopjMng brow and cheek, where still, 
for one that budged. 

Another bead broke fresh; “What Judge, 
that ever judged 

Since first the world liegan, judged such a 
case as this ? 

Why, Master Bratts, long since, Mk smelt 
you out, 1 wis I 
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1 had my doubts, i’ faith, each time you 
played the fox 

Convicting geese of crime in yonder witness- 
box— 

Yea, much did I misdoubt, the thief that stole 
her eggs 

Was hanlly goosey’s self at Reynard’s game, 
i’ feggs! 

Yet thus much was to praise—you spoke to 
point, direct — 

Swore you heard, saw the theft; no jury 
could suspect — 

Dare<l to suspect,—I’ll say, -a s{)ot in white 
so clear: 

Gcxisey was throttled, true: but thereof godly 
fear 

Came of example set, much as our laws 
intend; 

And, though a f<»x confessed, jou proved 
the Judge’s friend. 

What if I had my doubts? SiipfXise I gave 
them breath, 

Brought you to bar: what w'ork to do, ere 
‘Guilty, Death,’“ 

Had paid our pains! What heaps of w itnesses 
to drag 

From holes and corners, paid from out the 
County’s Ixig! 

Trial three dc^-days long I Amicus Curicr — 
that’s 

Your title, no dispute—truth-telling Master 
Bratts ’ 

Thank you, ttx), Mistress Tal)! Wiry doubt 
one word ytm Si\y? 

Hanging you both deserve, hanged lK)th 
shall l»e this day ! 

The tinker needs must be a proper man. 
Fve heard 

He lies in Jail long since: if Quality’s gootl 
word 


Warrants me letting loose,—some house» 
holder, I mean— 

Freeholder, better still,—I don’t say but— 
between 

Now and next Sessions . . . Well \ Con- 
.sider of his case, 

I promise to, at least: we owe him so much 
grace. 

Not that—no, God forbid !—I lean to think, 
as you, 

The grace that such repent isanyjail-bird’sdue: 

I lather see the fruit of twelve years’ pious 
reign— 

Astnva Kedux, Charles restored his rights 
again ’ 

—Of which, another time ! I somehow feel 
a peace 

Stealing across the world. May deeds like 
this increase! 

So, Master Sherifif, stay that sentence I 
pronounced 

On those two dozen odd; deserving to be 
trounced 

Soundly, and yet . . . W'cll, well, at all 
events desjxitch 

This pair of—shall I Siiy, sinner-saints?— 
ere w e catch 

Their jail-distemf>er too. Stop tears, or I’ll 
indite 

All weeping Bedfordshire for turning Bun- 
yanite! ” 

So, forms were galloped through. If Justice, 
on the spur. 

Proved somewhat e\{x:ditioiis, would Quality 
demur ? 

And happily hanged were they, — why 
lengthen out my tale ?—■ 

Where Bunyan’s Statue stands facing where 
stood his Jail. 
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You are sick, that’s sure they say 
“ Sick of what —they disagree. 

** ’Tis the brain ’’—thinks Doctor A ; 

“ ’Tis the heart ”—holds Doctor B ; 

“ The hver—my life I’d lay I” 

The lungs 1 ” “ The lights ’ ” 

Ah me * 

So ignorant of man’s whole 
Of bodily organs plain to see— 

So sage and certain, frank and free, 

About what’s under lock and key— 

Man’s soul I 


ECHETLO.S. 

{*‘The holder of the ploughshare,” a 
gigantic figure noticeable during the %ht 
at Marathon slaying the Persians with a 
ploughshare. After the fight was over the 
figure was seen no more ] 

Here is a story shall stir you 1 Stand up, 
Greeks dead and gone. 

Who breasted, head Barbafians, stemmed 
Persia rolling on, % 

Did the deed and saved the world, for the 
day Was Marathon I 

No ixutn but did his manliest^ kept rank and 
friiight away 

In his tribe and file; up, back, out, down— 
was the spear*arm play: 
like a witid-whipt branchy wood, all spear- 
arms a-swing that day! 

But one man kept no rank his sole arm 
plied no spear, 


As a flashing came and went, and a fonn 
i’ the van, the rear, 

Brightened the liattk up, for he blared now 
there, now here. 

Nor helmed nor shielded, he’ hut, a goat 
skin all his we ir, 

Like a tiller of the soil, with a clown’s limbs 
broad and hare, 

Went he ploughing on and on • he pushed 
with a i>loughnian’s share 

Did the weak mid line give way, as tunnies 
on whom the shirk 

Precipitates his hulk? DkI the right wmg 
halt when, «iark 

On his heap of slam U> stretched Kallimachos 
Polemarch? ’ 

Did the steady phalanx falter? To the 
rescue, at the need, 

The clown was ploughing I’ersta, cleanng 
Greek earth of weed, 

As he routed through the Sakian and rooted 
up the Mede. 

But the deed done, Imttle w'on,—nowhere to 
lie desened 

On the meadow, by the stream, at the marsh, 
—look far and wide 

From the foot of the mountain, no, to the 
last blotxLplashed seaside,— 

t General The commander at Marathon 

was MiUmdes^ but Kallimachos had presided at 

the preltmmary council of war and given his 

casting vote In favour of fighting, 
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Not anywhere on view t)Iazed the large Uml)s 
thonged and brown. 

Shearing and clearing still with the share 
be/are which—down 

To the dust went Persia’s fiomp, as he ploughed 
for Greece, that clown ! 

How spake the Oracle ? Care for no name 

at all! 

Say but just this: ‘ Wc praise one helpful 
whom we call 

The Holder of the Ploughshare.’ The great 
deed ne’er grows small.” 

Not the great name I Sing—woe for the 
great name MiUiades 

And Its end at Paros Isle ! Woe for The- 
mistukles 

—Satrap in Sardis court! Name not the 
clown like these! 


CLIVE, 

[The famous Kolserl Clive was horn, 1725, 
in Shropshire. He siidered greiitl> from lo^ 
spirits, and tvuce attempted his life before he 
had attained manhood. His <*aretr in India 
is well known from Macaulay’s Kss,iy. He 
fought the Uiltlc of Plassy in 1757. He was 
imjK'ached for various m;dfeasances, but ac¬ 
quitted. He killed himself in 1774.] 

I AND Clive w^rc friends—and why not? 

Friends! I think you laugh, my lad. 
Clive it was gave England India, while your 
father gives- egad, 

England nothing but the graceless lx>y who 
lures him on to st>eak— 

** Well, Sir, you and Clive were comrades--’’ 
with a tongue thnist in your cheek I 
Very true; in my eyes, your eyes, all the 
world’s eyes, Clive was man, 

I was, am and ever shall l»e—mouse, nay, 
mou.«ie of all its dan 

Sorriest sample, if you take the kitchen’s 
estimate for fame; 

While the man Clive—he fought Plassy, 
spoiled the clever foreign game, 
Conquered and annexed and Englished I 


Never mind! As o’er my punch 

(You away) I sit of evenings,—silence, save 
for biscuit-crunch, 

Black, unbroken,—thought grows busy, thrids 
each pathway of old years, 

Notes this forthright, that meander, till the 
long-past life appears 

Like an outspread map of country plodded 
through, each mile and rood, 

Once, and well remembered still: I’m startled 
m my solitude 

l^vcr and anon l>)'—what’s the sudden mock¬ 
ing light that breaks 

On me as I slap the table till no rummer- 
glass but shakes 

While I ask—aloud, I do believe, God help 
me !—“ Was it thus? 

Can it be that so I faltered, stopped when 
jusl one step for us —” 

(Us,—you were not Ixirn, I grant, but surely 
some day }x»rn would lx;) 

—One lK>ld step had gamed a province” 
(figurative talk, you see) 

“Got no end of wealth and honour,—-yet I 
stood slock still no less?” 

“For I was not ('live,” you com¬ 
ment : but it needs no Clive to 
guess 

Wealth were handy, honour ticklish, did no 
WTiting on the wall 

W«rrn me “Trespasser, ’ware man-traps!” 
Him who braves that notice —call 

1 lero ! none of such heroics suit myself who 
read plain words, 

Doff my hat, and leap no liariier. Scripture 
says the land’s the Lord’s: 

Louts then—what avail the thousand, noisy 
in a snuxrk-flocked ring, 

All-agog to have me trespass, clear the fence, 
l>c Clive theii king ? 

Higher warrant must you show me ere I set 
one fQ<»t before 

T’other in that dark direction, though I stand 
for evermore 

Poor as Job and meek as Moses. Evermore ? 
No! By-and-by 

Job grows rich and Moses valiant, Clive turns 
out less wise than L 
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Don^t object “Why call him inend, then?” 

Rower is power, my boy, and still 
Marks a man,—God’s gift magniftc, exercised 
for good or ill. 

YouVe your boot now on my hearth-rug, 
tread what was a tiger’s skin . 

Rarely such a royal monster as I lodged the 
bullet in 1 

True, he murdered half a village, so his own 
death came to jms; 

Still, for sire and beauty, cunning, courage 
—^ah, the brute he was ’ 

Why, that Clive,—that >outh, that green 
horn, that quill dnvmg clerk, in 
fine,— 

He sustained a siege in Arcot. Hut the 
world knows 1 Pass the wine 

Where did I break off at? How bring 
Clive m? Oh, you mentioned 
“fear”! 

Just so. and, said I, that minds me of a story 
you shall hear. 

We were friends then, Clive and I so, when 
the clouds, about the orb 
Late supreme, encroaching slowly, surely, 
threateneii to absorb 

Ray by my its noontide brilliance,—fnend 
ship might, with steadier eye 
Drawing near, bear what had burned else, 
now no bUze —all majesl> 

Too much bee’s-wing floats my figure ? Well, 
suppose a castle’s new : 

None presume to climb its ramparts, nonF 
find foothold sure for shoe 
*Twixt those squares and squares of granite 
plating the impervious pile 
As his scale-mairs warty iron cuirasses a 
crocodile. 

Reete that castle thunder smitten, storm-dis¬ 
mantled? From without 
$aamblii|g up by cmck and crevice, every 
cockney prates about 

Towem^the heap he kick® now 1 turrets— 
" just the maisure of his cane! 

WiR that do? Observe moreover—(same 
Sttniltlude again)^ 


Such a castle seldom crumbles by sheer stress 
of cannonade; 

Tis when foes are foiled and fighting’s finished 
that vile rains invade, 

Grass o’ergrows, o’crgrows till night-birds 
congregating find no holts 
Fit to build in like the topmost stx,kets made 
for lianntr jkjIcs 

So Ch\e crumbled slow in I^ndon—crashed 
at last. 

A week 1m. fort, 
Dming with him,—after trying chuichyard- 
chat of days of ytue,— 

Both of us stopped, tired as tombstones, 
head piece, foot-piect, when they 
lean 

Lath to other, drowsed in fog smoke, o’er a 
coffined Past fietwetn. 

As I saw his head sink heavy, guessed tht 
soul’s extinguishment 

By the glaring eyeball, noticed how the furtive 
fingers went 

Where a drug lx>x skulked Ixihind the honest 
liquor,—“One more throw 
Try for Clive!” thought I “ Ixt’s ven¬ 
ture some gCHxi rattling question!” 
So— 

“Come, Cli\c, tell us”—out I blurted— 
“what to tell in turn, years hence, 
When my lx)y—suppose I have one -asks 
me on what evidence 

I maintain my fnend of I^lassy proved a 
warnor every whit 

Worth your Alex*inders, Cesars, Marl- 
boroughs and—what said Pitt ?— 
Frederick the Fierce himself ’ Chve told me 
once ”—I want to say— 

“Which feat out of all those famous doings 
bore the bell away 

—In his own calm estimation, mark you, not 
the mob’s rough guess— 

Which stood foremost as evincing what Chve 
called courogeousness! 

Come! what moment of the minute, what 
speck-centre in the wide 
Cifcle of the action «aw* your mortal fairly 
deified? 
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(Let alone that filthy sleep-stuff, swallow bold 
this wholesome Port!) 

If a friend has leave to question,—when were 
you most brave, in short ? ” 

Up he arched his brows o* the instant— 
formidably Clive again. 

** When was I most brave ? I’d answer, WTre 
the instance half its plain 

As another instance that’s a brain-lodged 
crystal —curse it!—here 

Freezing when my memory touches—ugh !— 
the time I felt nujst fear. 

Ugh ! I cannot say for certain if I showed 
fear -an>how, 

Fear I felt, and, very likely, shuddered, since 
I shiver now.” 

“ Fear ! ’’ smiled I. “ Well, th.it’s the rarer: 
that’s a sjxjcimen to seek, 

Ticket up in one’s museum, Mtmi-Ffcah^ 
Lcni Chvc*s Unique / ” 

Down his brows dropped. On the table 
painfully he pired as though 

Tracing, in the stains and streaks there, 
thoughts encrusted long ago. 

When he sjxAc ’twas like a lawyer reading 
word by word some will, 

Some blind jungle of a statement,- beating 
on and on until 

Out there leaps fierce life to fight with. 

*‘This fell in my factor-days. 

Desk-drudge, slaving at St. David’s, one 
must game, or drink, or craze. 

I chose gaming: and,—because your high- 
flown gamesters hardly take 

Umbrage at a factor’s elliow if the factor 
pays his stake,— 

I was winked at in a circle where the comj^any 
w'as choice, 

Captain This and Major That, men high of 
colour, loud of voice, 

Vet indulgent, condescending to the modest 
juvenile 

Who not merely risked but lost his hard- 
earned guineas with a smile. 


“ Down 1 sat to cards, one evening,—had 
for my antagonist 

Someixxiy whose name’s a secret—you’ll 
know why—so, if you list, 

Call him Cock o’ the Walk, my scarlet son 
of Mars from head to heel J 
l*lay commenced: arul, whether Cocky 
fancied that a clerk 1 iiu.st feel 
Quite sufficient honour can e of liending over 
one green baize, 

I the scrilie wuth him the warrior,—guessed 
no penman dared to raise 
Shadow' of objection should the honour stay 
but playing end 

More or less abruptly,—whether (iLi '^Unejd 
he grew to spend 

Practice strictly scientific on a Ixiohy bom to 
stare 

At—not ask of—lace-and-ruffles if the hand 
they hide plays fair,— 

Anyhow, I marked a movement when he 
bade me ‘ Cut ! ’ 

“ I rose. 

‘ Such the new manoeuvre, Captain ? I’m a 
novice : knowledge grows. 

What, you force a card, you cheat, Sir ? ’ 

“ Never did a thunder-clap 
Cause emotion, startle Thyrsis locked with 
Chloe in his lap, 

As my word and gesture (down I flung my 
cards to join the pack) 
k'iied the man of arms, whose visjige, simply 
i red liefore, turned black. 

When he found his voice, he stammered 
‘ That expression once again ! ’ 

“ ‘ Well, you forced a card and cheated ! ’ 

** * Possibly a factor’s brain, 
Busied with his all-important balance of 
accounts, may deem 

Weighing words superfluous trouble: chmi 
to clerkly ears may seem 
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|wit tke for fmnds to venture; but we 
are not Hiends, you see! 

When a gentlefnan is joked with,—if he’s 
good at repartee, 

He rejoins, as do I—Sirrah, on your knees, 
withdraw in full I 

Beg my pardon, or be sure a kindly bullet 
throi^h your skull 

Lets in light an^* teaches manners to what 
brain it finds ’ Choose quick— 

Have your life snuffed out or, kneeling, praj 
me trim yon candle wick * ’ 

Well, >ou cheated’’ 

^ “ Then outbroke a 

bowl from all the friends around 
To his feet sprang each in furj, fists were 
clenched and teeth were ground 
End it! no time like the present ' Captain, 
yours were our disgrace ’ 

No delay, begin and finish ’ Stand back, 
leave the pair a space ’ 

Let civilians be instructed henceforth simplj 
ply the pen, 

Fly the sword ’ This clerk’s no swordsman? 

Suit him with a pistol, then ’ 

Even odds! A doren paces ’twixt the most 
and least expert 

Mftke a dwarf a giant’s e<|ual nay, the 
dwarf, if he’s alert, 

Likelier hits the broader target ’ ’ 

“ Up we stood accordingly 
As they handed me the weapon, such wa# 
my soul’s thirst to try 

Then and there conclusions with tins bully, 
tread on and stamp out 
Every spark of his existence, that,—crept 
close to, curled about 

By that toying tempting teasing fixil-fore- 
fingei^s middle joint,— 

Don’t you guess ?—the trigger yieide<i. (lone 
my chance t and at the point 
iSX prune success moreover: scarce an 
" inch above Ms head 

Wmi mf Wl to hmhe wainscot. He was 
I was dead* 


“ Up he marched m flaming inumph—’twa« 
Ins nght, mind !—up, within 
Just an ana’s length. * Now, my elerkhng,’ 
chuckled Cocky with a gnn 
As the levelled piece quite touched me, 
* Now, Sir Counting House, re¬ 
peat 

That expression which I told you proved bad 
manners ’ Did i cheat ? ’ 

“‘Cheat you did, you knew you cheated, and, 
this moment, know as wtll 
As for me, my homely breeding bids you— 
tire and go to Hell ’ ’ 

“Twice the muzzle touched my forehead 
Heavy Ixirrel, flurried wrist, 

I ither spoils a steady lifting Thrice ’ then, 
‘ Laugh at Hell who list, 

I can’t’ Cioiis no fable either Did this 
boy’s eye wink onet^ No ’ 

There s no standing him and Hell and Gixl 
all three against me,—so, 

I did cheat ’ ’ 

“And down he threw the pistol, 
out rushed by the dt)or 
Possibly, but, as for knowledge if by chimney, 
roof or fl(K>r, 

He efieeted disappearance—I’ll engage no 
g’ance was sent 

That way by a single starer, such a blank 
astonishment 

Swallowed up their senses as for sjieaking— 
mute they stocxl as mice 

“Mute not long, though ’ Such reaction, 
such a hubbub in a trice ' 

* Rogue and rascal ’ Who’d have thought it ? 

What’s to Ixj expected next, 

When His Majesty’s Commission serves a 
sharper m pretext 

Foi* . . . But where’s the need of wasting 
time now ? Nought retjuires delay : 
Punishment the Service cues for: let disgrace 
he wiped away 








jhtblidy, in good broad dayligbt! Resigna¬ 
tion? No, indeed 

jDnnd and fife must play the Rogue’s 
March, rank and file be fii’ee to 
speed 

I’iirdy nwching on the rogue’s part by ap¬ 
pliance in the rear 

—Kicks administered shall right this wronged 
civilian,—^never fear. 

Mister Clive, for—though a clerk—you bore 
yourself—suppi;xse we say— 

Just as would beseem a soldier ! ’ 

‘ Gentlemen, attention—pray ! 

First, one woid ! ’ 

“ I passed each si)eaker 
severally in review. 

When I had precise their numlier, names and 
styles, and hilly knew 

Over whom niy supervision thenceforth must 
extend,—why, then- 

**^Some five minutes since, my life lay - as 
you all saw, gentlemen— 

At the mercy of your friend there. Not a 
single voice was raised 

In arrest of judgment, not one tongue—liefore 
my powder blazed— ! 

VentUTed **Can it lx‘ the youngster blundered, 
really seemed to mark 

Some irregular proceeding ? We conjecture 
in the dark, 

Guess at random,—still, for sake of feir play 
—what if for a freak, 

In a fit of absence, - - such things 
have been !—if our friend proved 
weak 

—^What’« the phtase?—corrected fortune! 
Xx>ok into the cose, at least! ” 

Who daised interpose between the altars 
victim and the priest ? 
he sjfiared me! You eleven ! Whoso¬ 
ever, all or each, 

the dlsMlvantage of the man who spsiifcd 
" me, uUdts speech 


—To his face, ladiind hl$ bade,—that speaker 
has to do with roe j 

Me who promise, if positions cliange amt 
mine the chance should be, 

Not to imitate your friend and waive advan- 
tage! ’ 

Twenty-five 

Years ago this matter liappened : and ’tis 
certain,” added Clive, 

“ Never, to my knowledge, did Sir Cocky 
have a single breath 

Breathed against him: lijis were closed 
throughout his life, or- since his 
death, 

F<»r if he be dead or living I can tell no 
more than you. 

All I know -Cocky had one chance more; 

how he used it,—grew 
f)ut of such unlucky habits, or relapse<l, and 
Imck again 

Brought the lale-ejecled devil with a score 
more in his train,— 

That’s for you to judge. Reprievnl I pro¬ 
cured, at any rate. 

Ugh — the memor)' of that minute’s fear 
makes gooseflesh rise ! Why prate 
1/Onger? You've my stor>', there’s your 
instance : fear I did, y(ju see ! ” 

i “ Well ” -I hardly kept from laughing— 

I “if I see it, thanks must lj»e 
Wholly to your Lordship's candour. Not 
that—in a common ciise— 

When a bully caught at cheating thrusts a 
pistol in one’s fece, 

I should underrate, believe me, such a trial 
to the nerve 1 

’Tis no joke, at one-and-twenty, for a youth 
to stand nor swerve. 

Fear I naturally look for—-unless, of all men 
alive, 

I am forced to make exception when I come 
to Rol)ert Clive,.^.- - ^ .. 

Since at and- 

dcat'h— world ^ 

Come to somewhat closer 
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Quartor®? Had we c«>me to blow$, 
Clive arid Ij you liad not wondered—up he 
sprang so, out he rapped 
Sudi a round of oaths—no matter I I’ll 
endeavour to adapt 

To our modern usage words he—well, ’twas 
iriendly licence—flung 
At me like so many fire-balls, fast as he 
could wag his tongue. 

“ You—a soldier ? You—at Plassy ? Yours 
the faculty to nick 

Instantaneously occasion when your foe, if 
lightning-quick, 

—^At his mercy, at his malice,—has you, 
through some stupid inch 
Undefended in your bulwark? Thus laid 
open,—not to flinch 

—That needs courage, you’ll concede 
me. Then, look here! Supjx»se the 
man, 

Checking his advance, his weapon still ex¬ 
tended, not a span 

Distant from my temple,—curse him !— 
quietly had l>ade me * There! 

Keep your life, calumniator!—worthless life 
I freely spare: 

Mine you freely would have taken—murdered 
me and my gotxl fame 

Both at once—and all the better! Go, and 
thank your own Imd aim 
Which permits me to forgive you! What if, 
with such words as these, 

He had cast away his weapon ? How should 
I have borne me, please ? ^ 

Nay, ril spare you pains and tell you. This, 
and only this, remained— 

I*ick his weapon up and use it on myself. 
I so had gained 

Sleep the earlier, leaving England probably 
to pay on still 

Rent aW taxes hr half India, tenant at the 
Frenchman*® will.” 

^ **Sach the turn,” sdd I,'‘‘the matter takes 
M , yrfrh y<m? Then I ahate 
! Ihy W jot new* little,'—of your act 


Fear—I wish 1 could detect there: coumge 
fronts me, plain enough— 

Call it desperation, madness—-never ntlnd! 
for here’s in rough 

WTiy, had mine l)een such a trial, fear had 
overcome disgrace. 

True, disgrace were hard to bear: but such a 
rush against God’s face 
—None of that for me, I^rd llassy, since 
I go to church at times, 

Say the creed my mother taught me! Many 
years in foreign climes 
Rub some marks away—not all, though! 

We p<R)r sinners reach life’s brink, 
Overlook what rolls Ixmcath it, recklessly 
enough, but think 

There’s advantage in what’s left us—ground 
to stand on, time to call 
‘ I^>rd, have mercy! ’ ere we topple over—<lo 
not leap, that’s all! ” 

Oh, he made no answer,—re-absorl>ed into 
his cloud. I caught 

.Something like Yes—courage : only fmds 
will call it fear.” 

If aught 

Comfort you, my great unhappy hero CUve, 
in that I heard, 

Next week, how your own hand dealt 
you doom, and uttered just the 
word 

“ Fearfully courageous ! ”—this, l)c sure, and 
nothing else I groaned. 

; I’m no Clive, nor parson either : Clive’s 
j w'orst deed—we’ll hoj^e condoned. 


MULftVKEH. 

If a .stranger passed the tent of Hdseyn, he 
cried ** A churl’s ! ” 

Or haply “Go<l help the man who has 
neither salt nor bread! ” 

—Nay,” would a friend exclaim, ‘*hcnee<ia 
nor pity nor scorn 

More than who spends small thought on Ihe 
iiore*$and« lacking peurl% 
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Imt in light esteetn the seed-sort, 
instead 

On his breast a moori-Hke prize, some orb 
which of night makes mt>rn. 

** What if no flocks and herds enrich the son 
of Sinan ? 

1'hey went when his tribe was mulct, ten 
thousand camels the due, 

BkK>d'VaUie jxud i>erforce for a murder done 
of old. 

* Ood gave them, let them go ! But never 

since time l»eg.in, 

Mul^keh, peerless mare, owned master the 
match of you. 

And you are iny pri/e, my Pearl: I laugh 
at men’s land and gold ! ’ 

“ So in the pndc of his soul laughs Hoseyn— 
and right, I say. 

the ten steeds run a race of glory ? Out¬ 
stripping all, 

Ever Muleykeh stands first steed at the 
victoi’s staff. 

Who started, the owner’s hope, gets shamed 
and named, that day. 

‘Silence,’ or, last'but one, is ‘The Cufted,’ 
as we use to call 

Whom the jXiddocks lord thrusts forth. 
Right, Iloseyn, I say, to laugh ’ ’’ 

“ Boasts he Muleykeh the Pc^rl ? ” the 
stranger replies: “Be sure 

On him I waste nor scorn nor pity, but 
lavish Ixitb 

On Duhl the son of Sheyban, who withers 
away in heart 

For envy of Iloscyn’.s luck. Such sickness 
admits no cure. 

A certain poet has sung, and sealed the same 
with an oath, 

* For the vulgar—flocks and herds! The 

Pearl is a prize apart.’” 

lx>, Duhl the son of Sheyl>4n comes riding 
to HtSseyn’s lent, 

And he easts his saddle down, and' enters 
and ** Peace P’ lids He. 


“ You are poor, I know the cause: my 
plenty shall mend the wrong. 

’Tis said of your Pearl—the price of a hundred 
camels spent 

In her purchase were scarce ill paid : such 
prudence is far from me 
Who proffer a thousand. Speak ! Long 
parley may last too long.” 

vSaid Hoseyn “You feed young lieasts a 
many, of famous breed, 

Slit-eared, imblemished, fat, tnic offspring 
of Muzeimem : 

There stumbles no weak-eyed she in the line 
as It climbs the hill. 

But I hjve Muleykeh’s face: her forefront 
whitens indeed 

Like a yellowish wave’s cream-crest. Your 
camels—go gaze on them ! 

Her fetlock is foam splashed too. Myself 
am the richer still.” 

A year goes by: lo, liack to the tent again 
rides Duhl 

“ You are open-hearted, ay—moist-handed, 
a very prince. 

Why should I speak of sale ? Be the mare 
your simple gift ! 

My son is pined lo death for her beauty: 

my w'ife prompts ‘ Fool, 

Beg for his sake the Pearl! Be God the 
rewarder, since 

God pays debts seven for one: who srjuanders 
on Him shows thrift.’ ” 

Said Hoseyn “ God gives each man one life, 
like a lamp, then gives 
That lamp due measure of oil: lamp lighted 
—hold high, wave wide 
Its comfort for others to .share ! once quench 
it, what help is left ? 

The oil of your lamp is your son: I shine 
while Mufeykeh lives* 

Would I beg your son to cheer my dark if 
Mufe'ykeh died ? 

It is life against life : what good ^vmh to the 
j life-bereft ? ” 







year* -^iaod-^hlst i What ciaft h it 
/^^desigias? 

He alights not at the door of the tent as he 
did last time, 

creeping behind, he gropes his stealthy 
way by the trench 

Half-round tiU he finds the flap in the folding, 
fox night combines 

With the robber—and such is he: Duhl, 
covetous up to crime, 

Must wring from Hdseyn^s grasp the Pearl, 
by whatever the wrench. 

** He was hunger-bitten, I heard; I tempted 
with half my store, 

And a gibe was all my thanks. Is he 
generous like Spring dew ? 

Account the fewlt to me who chaffered with 
such an one! 

He has killed, to feast chance comers, the 
creature he rode: nay, more— 

Fora couple of singing-girls his rol)e has he 
torn in two: 

I will l)eg I Yet I nowise gained by the tale 
of my wife and son. 

“ X swear by the Holy House, my bead will 1 
never wash 

Till I filch his Pearl away. Fair dealing I 
tried, then guile. 

And now I resort to force. He said we must 
live or die: 

Let him die, then,—let me live 1 Be bold— 
but not. too rash I 

I have found me a peeping-place: brast, 
bury your breathing tvhile 

I explore for myself I Now, breathe ! He 
deceived me not, the spy J 

‘^Ashe said—there lies in peace Hdseyn— 
how bappy I Beside 

y Stands tethered the Pearf: thrice winds her 
headstall about his wiist: 

*1% tlierefmre he sleeps ah ipiind-«4he moon 
thxm^ the roed* reveals, 

‘ Andf ipose'mi'^'his; too tibat other,' 


'Buh'i^yseh, her sister boms fl<i«t k'.'ishe'^'yet' 
ever missed 

The winning taifs fire-flash afstream past the 
thunderous heels. 

‘*No less she sUmds saddled and bridled,^ 
this second, in case some thief 
Should enter and seize and fly with the fimt, 
as I mean to do. 

What then? The Pearl is the Pearl: once 
mount her we lx>th esarpe/* 

Through the skirt-fold in glides Duhl,—so a 
serpent disturbs no leaf 
In a bush as he parts the twigs entwining a 
nest; clean through, 

He is noiselessly at his work : as he planned, 
he performs the rape. 

He has set the tent-door wide, has buckled 
the girth, has clipped 

The headstall away from the wrist he leaves 
thrice Ixjuncl as l)eforc, 

He springs on the Pearl, is launched on the 
desert like lx>lt from lx)w. 

Up starts our plundered man ; from his breast 
though the heart be ripfxxl, 

Yet his mind h-as the imistery: Ixihold, in a 
minute more, 

He is out and off and away on Buhi5y$eh, 
whose worth we kn(>wJ 

And iloseyn—his bhxxl turns flame, he has 
learned long since to ride, 

And Buh^yseh docs her parl,-^“they gain-^ 
tliey are gaining last 

On the ftigitivc pair, and Duhl has Ed-D4rmj 
to cross and quit, 

And to reach the ridge EI-SaWn,~-no safety 
till that Ijc spied I 

And Buh^yseh is, Imund by bound, but a 
horse-length off'at last, 

For the Pearl has missed the tap of the heel, 
the touch of the bit. 

She shortens her stride, she chafes at her 
rider the strange and queer: 

is mad with hope^bent nbter xlie 
" ihatt and must 
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Fbough l)uhi> of th« hand and heel so 
clumsy, she has to thank. 

She is near now, nose by tail—they are neck 
by croup-joy ! fear I 

What folly makes H 6 se)m siimit “ DogDuhl, 
Damned soji of the Dvist, 

Touch the right ear and press with your foot 
ray Pearl’s left flank ! ” 

And Duhl was wise at the word, and 
Mul^ykeh as prompt perceived 

Who was urging rc<]oul»led [mce, and to hear 
him was to obe}, 

And a leap indeed gave she, and evanished 
for evermoie. 

And lloseyn looked one long last l<»ok as 
who, all lK*reavcd, 

lxK)ks, fain to follow the dead so far as the 
living may: 

Then he turned Biiht^yseh’s neck slow h<nne- 
ward, weeping sore. 

And, lo, in the sunrise, still sat Hdseyn 
upon the ground 

Weeping; and neighbours came, the trilies- 
mcn of Ik^mU'Asjid 

In the vale of gicen Er-Kass, and the) (|ues- 
tioned him of his grief; 

And he told from first to last how, serjient- 
Uke, Duhl had wound 

His way lo the nest, and how Duhl rode 
like an ape, so bad ! 

And how^ Buh^yseh did w^onders, yet Pearl 
remained wdth the thief. 

And they jeered him, one and all: “ Poor 
Hfjseyn is crazed past hope ! 

How else had he wrought himself his ruin, in 
fortiine*s spite ? 

To have .simply held the tongue were a task 
for a boy or girl, 

And here were Mul^ykeh again, the eyed like 
an antelojie, 

The child of his heart by day, the wife of his 
lareast by night 1 

And the beaten in speed ! ” wept U(myn : 
** You never have loved my Pearl/^ 


PIETRO OF ABANO. 

[An Italian physician, bom 1 ^ 46 , died 
1520 . Professor of Medicine at Padua. 
Accused of the black arts, but died in time 
to avoid ticing burnt. A voluminous author 
on occult and semi-scientific subjects.] 

Petrus Apotmisis —there was a magician ! 
When that strange adventure happened, 
w^hirh I mean to tell my hearers, 

Nearly had he tried all trades—beside 
physician. 

Architect, astronomer, astrologer,—or worse; 
How else, as the old liooks warrant, was he 
al4e, 

.All at once, through all the world, to prove 
the promptest of upi)earcrs 
Where was prince to cure, tower to build as 
high as Babel, 

Star to name or sky-sign read,—yet pouch, 
for pains, a cuise? 

—Curse : for when a vagrant,—foot-sore 
travel-tattered, 

Now a young man, now' an old man, Turk or 
Arab, Jew or Gijisy,— 

Proflered folk 111 passing—O for [xiy, what 
matieied ? — 

“ I’ll lie doctor, Pll play builder, star Pll 
name—sign read ! ” 

Soon as prince was cured, tower built, and 
late prediclcxl, 

\Vho may you lie?'* came the question ; 
when he answered, Petrus f/st'y*^ 

“Just as we divined!” cried folk^—“A wretch 
convicted 

Ix>ng ago of dealing with the devil—you 
indeed I ” 

So, they cursed him roundly, all his labour’s 
payment, 

Motioned him—the convalescent prince would 
—to N’acate the presence: 

Babylonians pUicketl his l^eard and tore his 
raiment. 

Drove him fW^m that tower he Iwiilt; while, 
liad he peered at stars, 
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Town howled " Stone the quack tvho styles 

our Dog-star—Sirius 1” 

Ccaiatiy yelled Aroint the churl who pro- 
l^esies we take no pleasance 
Under vine and fig-tree, since the year’s 
delirious, 

Bears no crop of any kind,—all through the 
planet Mars i ” 

Straightway would the whilom youngster 
grow a grisard, 

Or, as case might hap, the hoary eld drop 
olf and show a stripling. 

Town and country groaiie<i—indebted to a 
wizard I 

Curse—-nay, kick and cuff him—fit retjuital 
of his pains! 

Gratitude in word or deed were wasted truly 1 
Rather make the Church amends by crying 
out on, cramping, crippling 
One who, on pretence of ser\ing man, serves 
duly 

Man’s arch foe: not ours, be sure, hut 
Satan’s—his the gains! ” 

Peter grinned and bore it, such disgracefiil 
usage: 

Somehow, cuffs and kicks and curses seem 
ordained his like to suffer : 

Prophet’s pay with Christians, now as in the 
Jews’ age. 

Still is—stoning; so, he meekly took his wage 
and went, 

—Safe again was found ensconced in those 
old quarters, ^ 

Padua’s blackest blindest by-street,—none 
the worse, nay, somewhat tougher: 

** Calculating,” quoth he, **soon I join the 
martyrs. 

Since, who magnify my lore on burning me 
are bent.”* 

* ^^Studiando k mie cifre col compasso, 
Rilevo ohe sar6 pretoto sotterra, 

Perch^i del mio super si fa gran cbiasso, 
E gV ignorant! fu’ hanno mosso 
guerra.” 

Stdd io have been found in a well at Abano in 
^ hat century* They were extemporaneously 


Therefore, on a certain evening, to hk 
alley 

Peter slunk, all bruised and broken, sore in 
body, sick in spirit, 

Just escaped from Cairo where he launched 
a galley 

Needing neither sails nor oars nor help of 
wind or tide, 

—Needing but the fume of fire to set 
a-flying 

Wheels like mad which whirled you quick 
—North, South, uhere’er you pleased 
requiie it,— 

That is—would have done so had not priests 
come prying, 

Broke his engine up and bastinadoed him 
beside. 

As he reached his lodging, stopped there 
unmolested, 

(Neighbouis feared him, urchins fled him, 
few were Ixild enough to follow) 

While his fumbling fingers tried the lock and 
tested 

Once again the queer key’s virtue, oped the 
sullen door,— 

Someone pUickcil his sleeve, cried “ Master, 
pray your jiardon! 

Cimnt a wtird to me who patient wait you in 
your archway’s hixllow! 

Hard on you men’s hearts are: l>e not your 
heart hard on 

Me who kiss your garment’s hem, O I/ird of 
magic lore ! 

Mage—say I, who no less, scorning tittle- 
tattle. 

To the vulgar give no credence when they 
prate of Peter’s magic, 

Deem his art brews tempt^st, liurts the crops 
and cattle, 

Englished thus: not as Father Prout chose to 

{M*e?er them 

Studying my ciphers with the compass, 

I reckon—I soon shall be Wow-ground; 

Because of my lore folk make great rumpus, 
And ynif on myself makes eadi dull rr»gue 
round*—R. w. 
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Hinders fowls from laying eggs and worms 
from spinning silk, 

Rides upon a he-goat, mounts at need a 
broomstick: 

While the price he pays for this (so turns to 
comic what was tragic) 

Is-~he may not drink-breads like the Day 
of DiK)m*s tick— 

One poor drop of sustenance ordained mere 
men—that’s milk ! 

Tell such tales to Padua 1 Think me no 
such dullard ! 

Not from these l)enighted jmrts did I denvc 
my breath and l>eing ! 

I am from a land wh<3se cloudless skies are 
coloured 

Livelier, suns orb largelier, airs seem incense, 
—while, on eartli— 

What, instead of grass, our fingers and our 
thuml^s cull, 

Proves true inoly ! sounds and sights there 
help the Ixxly’s hearing, seeing, 

Till the soul grows godlike : brief,—you front 
no nuinbscull 

Shaming by ineptitude the Greece that gave 
him birth 1 

** Mark within myeye its iris inystic-lettered- 

ThiU’s my name ! and note my ear—its swan- 
sha|XHl cavity, my emblem ! 

Mine’s ilie swan-Hke nature Ixun to fly 
unfettered 

Over land and sea in search of knowledge— 
f<xxl for song. 

Art denied the vulgar! Geese grow fat on 
liarley, 

Swans re<|uire ethereal pro vend, undesirous 
to resemble ’em— 

Soar to sec‘k Apollo, —favouretl with a parley 

Such as, Master, you grant me—who vmII not 
hold you long. 

** Leave to learn to sing—for that your swan 
petitions: 

Master, who possess the secret, say not nay 
to such a suitor 1 

All I ask is—bless mine, purest of ambitions! 


Grant me leave to make my kind wise, free, 
and happy I How ? 

Just by making me—as you are mine—their 
model! 

Geese have goose-thoughts: make a swan 
their teacher first, then co-adjutor,— 

Let him intrcxluce swan-notions to each 
noddle,— 

Geese will soon grow swans, and men become 
what I am now 1 

“That’s the only magic—had but fools dis¬ 
cernment, 

Could they prolie and pass into the solid 
through the soft and seeming I 

Teach me such true magic—now and no 
adjournment ! 

Teach your art of making fixils subserve the 
man of mind ! 

Magic is the power we men of mind should 
practise, 

Draw fcx)ls to become our drudges, docile 
henceforth, nevei dreaming— 

While they do our bests for fancied gain—the 
fact IS 

What they toil and mod to get proves false¬ 
hood • truth’s Ixdund ! 

“ See now I you conceive some fabric—say, a 
mansion 

Meet for monarch’s pride and pleasure: this 
is truth —a thought has fired you, 

Made you fain to give some cramjx^d concept 
expansion, 

Put your faculty to prot>f, fulfil your nature’s 
task. 

First you fascinate the monarch’s self: he 
fancies 

He it was devised the scheme you execute as 
he inspired you: 

He in turn sets slaving insignificances 

Toiling, moiling till your structure stands 
there—all you ask ! 

“ Soon the monarch’s knowm for what he was 
—a ninny: 

Soon the rabble-rout leave lalxiur, take their 
work-day wage and vanish : 
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*J Wfeo iiw« its Jnflator ?• ask we, * whose the 
lliant !ungs ? * 

/ki^r* m pidmmm What ihcmgh men 
l»rove ingrates ? 

Let them—'SO they stop at crucifixion—buffet, 
bah and banish ! 

retells power’s apparent: human praise—its 
din grates 

Harsh as blame on ear unused to aught save 
angels’ longues. 

Ay, there have been always, since our world 
existed. 


peihaps you ask me ^Sbce 
ignoramus 

While he profits by spch magic persecutee the 
benefector, 

What should I expect but—once I rehder 
famous 

You as Michael, Hans and Peter—^just one 
ingrate more ? 

If the vulgar f>rovethu% whatsoe’er thepelfbe* 

Pouched through my beneficence—'and doom 
me dungeoned, chained, or racked, or 

Fairly burned outright—how grateful will 
yourself be 

When, his secret gained, you match your— 
master just before ? * 


Mages who possessed the secret—needed but 
to stand still, fix eye 

Oi the foolish mortal: straight was he 
enlisted 

Soldier, scholar, servant, slave—no matter 
for the style ! 

Only through illusion; ever what seemed 
profit— 

Love or lucre—justified obedience to the //r^ 
dtxi: 

Work done—palace reared fjrom pavement up 
to soffit— 

Was it strange if builders smelt out cheating 
all the while ? 

** Let them pelt and pound, bruise, bray you 
in a mortar I 

WJmPs the odds to you who seek reward of 
Cjuite another nature ? 

You’ve enrolled your name where sages of 
your sort are, % 

-^Mkhael of Constantinople, Ham of Hal* 
bemtadt! 

Muy and were you nameless, still you’ve your 
conviction 

You it was and only you—what signifies the 
notimnclature?— 

ItuM the world in fiict, though how you ruled 

be fiction 

fSl for fools; true wisdora’a magic you—if 
inan^-hiid’t! | 

ft ]U> t the lungs of jpeter. I 


** That’s where I await you ! Please, revert 
a little ! 

What do folk report about you if not this— 
which, though chimeric, 

Still, as figurative, suits you to a tittle— 

That,—although the elements obey your nod 
and wink, 

Fades or flowers the herb you chance to smile 
or sigh at, 

While your frown bids earth quake {lalled by 
oliscuration atnifisplieric,— 

Brief, although through nature nought resists 
your 

There’s yet one poor sul)stance mocks you— 
milk you may not drink 1 

** Figurative language I Take my explana¬ 
tion I 

P'ame with fear, and hate with homage, thele; 
your art procures in plenty. 

All’s but daily dry bread ; what makes moist 
the ration ? 

Ix>ve, the milk that sweetens man his meal- 
alas, you lack: 

I am he who, since he fears you not, can 
love you, 

Love is born of heart not mind, de cord^ mius 
hand dt mnU; 

Touch my heart and love’s yoms, sure gs 
shines above you 

Sun by day and star % night though earth 
should go to wrack I 





Staged stage fm lift me—kiss by kiss I 
ballow 

Whose but your dear baud my helper, 
punctual as at each new impulse 
I approach my atm? Shell chipped, the 
eaglet callow 

Heeds a parent’s pinion-push to quit the 
eyrie’s edge: 

But once fiiiriy launched forth,denizen oftether, 
While each effort sunward bids the blood 
more freely through each limb pulse, 
Sure the {mrent feels, as gay they stvar togei her, 
Fully are all piiins repaid when hjve redeems 
its pledge ! ” 

Then did Peter’s tristful visage lighten some¬ 
what, 

Vent a watery smile as though inveterate 
mistrust were thawing. 

‘‘Well, who know\s?” he slow broke silence. 

“ Mortals—come what 
Come there may—are still the dupes of hope 
there’s luck in store. 

Many scholars seek me, promise mcmnts and 
marvels; 

Here stand I to witness how they step ’twixt 
me and clapperclawing! 

Dry bread,—tliat Tve gainetl me: truly 1 
should starve else: 

But of milk, no drop was mine ! Well, 
shuftie cards once more ! ” 

At the word of promise thus implied, our 
stranger— 

What can he but cast his arms, in rapture of 
embmee, round Peter ? 

“Hold! I choke!” the mage grunts. 

“ Shall I in the manger 
Any longer play the dog? Approach, my 
calf, and feed! 

, won’t you wait for grace ? ” But 
sudden incense 

Wod-white, serpent-solid, curled up^—per¬ 
fume growing sweet and sweeter 
Till it reached tlte young man’s nose and 
seemed to win sense 

Sottl and all ftom out his Inain through 
nostril: yes, indeed ! 


Presently the young man rubbed his eyes/ 
“ Where am I ? 

Too much bother over books! Some reverite 
has proved amusing. 

What did Peter prate of? ’Faith, my brow 
is clammy! 

How ray head throbs, how my heart thumps! 
Can it be I swenrned ? 

Oh, I spoke my speech out—cribl)ed fn>m 
Plato’s tractate, 

Dosed him with ‘the Fair and Good,’ 
swore—Dog of Egypt—I was choos¬ 
ing 

Plato’s way to serve men ! What’s the 
hour ? ICxact eight! 

Home now, and to-morrow never mind how 
Plato mooned! 

“ Peter has the secret! Fair and Good are 
pnxUicts 

(So he siiid) of Foul and Ev'il: one must 

I bring to j)ass the other. 

Just as poisons grow drugs, steal through 
sundry txUl ducts 

Doctors name, and ultimately issue safe and 
changed. 

You’d alKjlish p<)isons, treat disease with 
dainties 

Such as suit the sound and sane? With all 
such kickshaws vain you jwther! 

Arsenic’s the stuff puts force into the Ikint 
eyes, 

Opittm sets the brain to rights—by cark and 
care deranged. 

“WTrat, he’s safe within door?—^would 
esaipe—no questi«>n— 

Thanks, since thanks and more I owe, and 
mean to pay in time Ixifitting. 

Wliat most presses now is—after night’s 
digestion, 

Peter, of thy precepts!—promptest practice 
of the siwne. 

T^et me see! The wise man, first of all, 
scorns riches: 

But to scorn them mtist obtain them: none 
l^elieves in his permitting 
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iGOfW lie miEi^thered i who pkk$ up, then 
pitches 

Gol<t nway—{^ilosophiaes: none disputes 
his claim. 

**So with worldly honours: *tis by abdicating, 

Incontestably he proves he could have kept 
the crown discarded. 

Sulla cuts a figure, leaving off dictating ; 

Simpletons laud pruate life? ‘The grapes 
are sour,* laugh we. 

So, again—but why continue? AU*s tumul 
tuous 

Here: my head’s a whirl with knowledge 
Speedily shall lai rewarded 

He who taught me I Greeks prove ingrates ? 
So msuU you us ? 

Whep your teaching bears its first fruits, 
Peter—wait and see ♦ *’ 

As the word, the deed proved; ere a brief j 
year’s passage, 

Fop—that fool he made the jokes on—now 
he made the jokes fur, grafts 

Hunks—that hoarder, long left lonely m his 
crass age— 

Found now one appreciative deferential 
friend: 

Powder-paint and patch, Ilag Jcreliel - re 
covered. 

Strange to say, the power to please, got 
courtship till she cried /am saits f 

Fop be-flattered, Hunks Ixj-fnended, Hag 
be-lovered— 

Nobody o’erlooked, save God—he ^^n 
attained his end. 

As he lounged at ease one morning m his villa, 

(Hag’sthedovirry) estimated (Hunks’ liequest) 
his com in coffer. 

Mused on how a fool’s good word (Fop’s 
word) could fill a 

Sod^ circle with his praise, promote him 
man of mark,— 

All at once—-‘^An old friend fein would see 
your Highness I ” 

ihum stood Petef, skeleton and scarecrow, 
plak Writ 


In the woe-worn l^ce—for yellowness and 
dryness, 

Parchment—with a pair of eyes—one hope 
their feeble spark. 

‘‘Did I counsel rightly? Have you, in 
accordance, 

Prospered greatly, dear my pupil ? Sure, at 
just the stage I find you, 

When your hand may draw me forth from 
the wad w ar dance 

Sax^cs are leading round your master—down, 
nut dead. 

P.idua wants to bum me: liaulk them, let 
me linger 

Life out—rueful though its remnant—hid in 
some safe hole behind you * 

Prostrate here I lie: quick, help with but a 
finger 

Lest I house in safety’s self—a tombstone o’er 
my head! 

“ Ixalging, bite and sup, with—now and 
then—a copper 

—Alms for any poorer still, if such there lie, 
—is all my asking. 

Tike me for your IxHiesinan,—nay, if you 
tlunk proper, 

Menial merely,—such my jierfett passion for 
rc[3t)sc ’ 

Yes, from out your plenty Peter craves a 
pittance 

—Leave to thaw his frozen hands licfore the 
fire whereat you’re liaskmg ! 

Double tlirmgh your debt were, grant this 
boon—remittance 

He prcx-laims of obligation * ’lis himself that 
owes 1 ” 

“Venerated Master—can it l>e, such treat¬ 
ment 

Turning meets with, magic foils to guard 
you from, by all appearance ? 

Strange ! for, as you entered,—what the 
famous feat meant, 

I was full of,—why you reared that fabric, 
Padua’s boast. 
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NowLw for man’s pride, man’s pleasure, did 
you slyly 

Raise it, but man’s seat of rule whereby the 
world should soon have clearance 
(Happy world) from such a rout as now so vilely 
Handles you—and hampers me, for which I 
grieve the most. 

Since if it got wind you now were my 
fa^miliar, 

How could I protect you—nay, defend myself 
against the nibble ? 

Wait until the mob, now masters, willy-nilly are 
Servants Jis they should Ixi: then has gratitude 
full play I 

Surely this experience sliows how unl>eritiing 
’Tis that minds like mine should rot in case 
and plenty, (ieese may gabble, 

(lorge, and keep the ground : but swans arc 
soon for quitting 

Earthly fare—as fain would I, your swan, if 
taught the way. 

“ Teach me, then, to rule men, have them at 
my pleasure ! 

Solely for their gocnl, of course,—inqxirt a 
secret worth rewarding, 

Since the proper life’s-prize ! Tantalus’s 
treasure 

Aught iKjside proves, vanishes and leaves no 
trace at all. 

Wait awhile, nor press for |>aymcnt pre¬ 
maturely ! 

Over-haste defrauds you. Thanks ! since,— 
even while I speak,—discarding 
Sloth and vain delights, I learn how—swiftly, 
surely— 

Magic sways the sceptre, wears the crown 
and wields the Imll! 

“Gone again—what, is he? ’Faith, he’s 
soon disposed of! 

Peter’s precepts work already, put within 
my lump their leaven ! 

Ay, we neetls must don glove would we pluck 
the rt^se—doff 

Silken garment would we climb the tree and 
take its fruit* 


Why sharp thorn, rough rind? To keep 
unviolated 

Either prize 1 We garland us, we mount 
from earth to feast in heaven, 

Just Ijecause exist what once we estimated 
Hindrances which, better taught, as helps 
we now compute. 

“ FfK>lishly I turned disgusted from my 
fellows! 

Pits of ignorance—to fill, and heaps of pre¬ 
judice—to lev el— 

Multitudes in motley, whites and blacks and 
yellows— 

What a hopeless task it seemed to discipline 
the hf)st ! 

Now I see my error. Vices act like virtues 
—Not alone because they guard — sharp 
thorns—the rose we first dishevel, 

Not liecause they scrape, scratch—rough rind 
— through the dirt-shoes 
Bare feet cling to lx)le with, while the half- 
mooned boot we boast. 

“ No, my aim is nobler, more disinterested ! 
Man shall keep what seemed to thwart him, 
since it proves his true assistance, 

Treads to ascertaining which head is the best 
head, 

Would he crown his Uxly, rule its members— 
I lawless else. 

Ignorant the horse stares, by deficient 
vision 

Takes a man to be a monster, lets him mount, 
then, twice the distance 
Horse could trot unridden, gallops—dream 
Elysian !— 

Dreaming that his dwarfish guide’s a giant,— 
jockeys tell’s.” 

Brief, so worked the spell, he promptly had 
a riddance: 

Heart and brain no longer felt the pricks 
which ptissed for conscience-scruples; 
Free henceforth his feet,— Per how 

they did dance 

Merrily through lets and checks that stopped 
j the way l>efore ! 
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#ie w<i^ «i«3jfoit ii^vker* 

<!3j>ppitfwic sttggester, with the tact that triples 
HImJ qtmdruples 

Merit ia each measure,—never did the Kaiser 

Bdast a subject such a statesman, Mend, and 
something more! 

As he, up and down, one noonday, paced 
his closet 

—Council o’er, each spark (his hint) blown 
dame, by colleagues* breath applauded. 

Strokes of statecraft hailed with Salomo st 
ttSssei f ” 

{His the nostnim) — every throw for luck 
come double-six,— 

As he, pacing, hugged himself in satisfaction, 

Thump—the d<x>r went What, the Kaiser ? 

By none else were I defrauded 

Thus of well-earned solace. Since ’tis fate*s 
exaction,— 

Enter, liege ray Lord ! Ha, Peter, you 
here ? Tmeor vix f ’* 


Tower you boast in plenty: let it grant wa 
refoge 1 

Hmtseroom now is out of question; find for 
me some stronghold—some fort— 

Privacy wherein, immured, shall this blind 
deaf huge 

Monster of a mob let stay the soul Td save 
by stealth I 

“Ay, for all too much with magic have I 
tampered ! 

—Lost the world, and gamed, 1 fear, a 
certain place I’m to descrilie loth ! 

Still, if prayer and fasting tame the pride 
long i^impered, 

Mercy may be mine: amendment never comes 
too late. 

How can I amend l>eset l>y cursors, 
kickers ? 

Pluck this brand from out the burning 1 
Once away, I lake my Ihble-oath, 

Ne\er more—so long as life’s weak lamp* 


**Ah, Sir, none the less, contain you, noi 
svax irate 1 

You so lofty, I so lowly,—vast the space 
which yawns l>etween us 1 

Still, raethinks, you—more than ever—at a 
high rate 

Need.s must prize fxior Peter’s secret since it 
lifts you thus. 

Craut me now the boon whereat before you 
boggled I 

Ten long years your march has moved—one 
triumph—(though e's short}—Aac/mus^ 

Wbik I down and down disastrously have 
joggled ♦ 

Till I pitch against Death*s door, the true 
Akr Ultra Plus. 


flame flickers - 

No, not once I’Jl tease you, but in silence 
bear my fate I ” 

“Gently, gcKxi my Genius, Oracle unerring’ 

Strange now ! can you guess on what—as in 
yrai peeped—it was I jiondered ? 

You and I are l)oth of one mind in preferring 

Power to wealth, but—here’s the point— 
what sort of power, I ask ? 

Ruling men is vulgar, easy and ignoble : 

Rid yourself of conscience, quick you have at 
beck and call the fond herd. 

But who wields the crorier, down may fling 
the crow-bill: 

Thai’s the power I covet now; soul’s sway 
o’er souls -my task ! 


** Yeats ago—aome ten ’tis—since I sought, 
for shelter, 

Oaved in your whole house a closet, out of 
all your means a comfort. 

Ifow you soar above tbe»|i:: as is gold to 


urged udth reason- 

Iff ipMilt fo wealfclu 


-pam- 


“ ‘ Well but,’ you object, ‘ you have it, whd 
by glamour 

I>ress up lies to look like truths, mask folly 
in the garb of reason; 

Your soul acts on theirs, sure, when the 
people clamour, 

Hold their jmet, now fight now fondle,*- 
earwijg^ed through the brainsf 
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tdjj&ibly J but the operation’^ mundane, 
Grosser than a taste demands which—craving 
manna—kecks at peason— 

Power o’tr men l)y wants matenal: why 
should one deign 

Rule by sordid hopes and fears —a grunt for 
all one\ pains ? 

“ No, if men must praise me, let them praise 
to purpose ’ 

Would wc move the world, not earth but 
heaven must lie our iulcrum—/t?// s/o ' 
Thus I seek to move it Master, why int^r 
pose — 

Baulk my climbing close on what's the 
laddci’s topmost round? 

Statecraft ’tis I step from when by priest 
craft hoisted 

Up to where my foot may touch the highest 
rung which fate allows toe, 

Then indtt'd ask favour ’ On you shall lie 
fiusted 

No excuse I’ll pay iny debt, each penny of 
the iniund ’ 

** Ho, my knaves without there ’ I^ad this 
worthy downstairs ’ 

No farewell, good Paul—nay, Peter what’s 
your name rtmemlx.red rightly ? 

Come, he’s humble out another would have 
ftoimred—airs 

Suitors oftem give themselves when our s(»rt 
bow them forth 

Did I (ouch his rags? He surely kept his 
distance: 

Yet, there somehow passeil to me from him— 
where’er the virtue might he— 
Something that inspires my sc^ul—Oh, by 
assistance 

Doubtlessly of Peter *—still, he’s worth just 
what he’s worth ! 

** ’Tis my own soul soars now • soaring— 
how ? By crawling! 

ni to Rome, before Rome’s feet the temporal 
supreme lay prostrate I 
* Hancb ^ (I’ll say) * proficient once in pulling, 
hauling 




This and that way men as I was minded- 
feet now clasp t * 

Ay, the Kaiser’s self has wrung them in his 
fervour! 

Now—they only sue to slave for Rome, nor 
at one dolt the cost rate. 

Rome’s adopted child—no lx>ne, no muscle, 
nerve or 

Smew of me but I’ll strain, though out my 
life I gasp ’ ” 

As he stood one evening proudly—(he had 
traversed 

Rome on horseliark—pee*rless pageant*— 
daunt'd the I^teran as new Pope)— 

Thinking “All’s attained now* Pontiff* 
Who could have erst 

Dicamc'd of my advance so far when, some 
ten years ago, 

1 embraced devotion, grew from pnest to 
bishop, 

(jained the Purple, br!l>ed the Conclave, got 
the Two thirds, saw my coop ope, 

'Came out—vdiat Rome hails me* O were 

I there a wish shop, 

Not one wish more would I purchase—lord 
of ill below ’ 

“lia*- who dares intrude nesw—puts aside 
the arras ? 

What, old I’eter, here again, at such a time, 
m such a presence ? 

Satan sends this plagiie liack merely to 
c mbarrass 

Me who enter on my office—little needing you! 

Taith, I’m touched myself by age, butyou look 
Tithon * 

Were it vain to seek of you the sole pnze left— 
rejuvenescence ? 

Well, since flesh is grass which Time must 
lay his scythe on, 

S.iy your say and so depart and make no 
more ado 1 ” 

Peter faltered—coughing first by way of pro* 
Ic^ue— 

Holiness, your help comes late: a death at 
ninety little matters. 


.atlurfecr, i 

0|lfp^ suggestcr, with t!m tsuit that trifles 

aiKi ijuadniplm 

Meik in each measure,—^never did the Kaiser 

Booist a subject such a statesman, friend, and 
scunething more J j 

As he, up and down, one noonday, paced | 
his closet 

—-Council o’er, each spark (bis hint) blown: 
flame, by colleagues’ breath applauded, i 

Strokes of statecraft hailed with “ Sahmo si 
nhsei ! ” 

(His the nostrum) — every throw for luck 
come double-six»— 

As he, pacing, hugged himself in satisfection, 

Thump—the door went. What, the Kaiser ? 

By none else were I defrauded 

Thus of welbcarned solace. Since *tis kite’s, 
exaction,— 

Enter, Liege my Lord! Ha, Peter, you; 
here? Temervixt'^ 

*‘Ah, Sir, none the less, contain you, nor 
wax irate I 

You so lofty, I so lowly,—vast the space 
which yawns between us ! 

Still, methinks, you—more than ever—at a 
high rate 

Heeds must prize poor Peter’s secret since it 
lifts you thus, 

Oiant me now the Ixkwi whereat before you 
boiled! 

Ten long years your march has moved—one 
triumph—(though /s 

IWhile I down and down disastrously have 
jo^led 

Till I pitch against Death’s door, the true 
Nee Ultra Plus. 

Years ago—«ome ten ’tis—^nce I sought 
lor belter, 

.Craved in your whole house a closet, out of 
all your means a comfort. 

^'liOiW'you «mr above these: as is gold to 

with fcason—poira- 


Powar you boast in i^enty s lat it grant ae 
re^ge I 

Houseroom now is out of question: find for 
me some stronghold—some fort— 

Privacy wherein, immured, shall this blind 
deaf huge 

Monster of a mob let slay the soul Fd save 
by stealth 1 

“Ay, for all too much with magic have I 
tampered ! 

—Lt-kst the world, and gained, I fear, a 
I certain place I’m to descril^ loth ! 

Still, if prayer and fasting tame the pride 
long pamjx-red, 

Mercy may l>e mine: amendment never comes 
too late. 

How can I amend lx‘set by cursors, 
kickers? 

Pluck this brand from out the burning I 
Once away, I take my Bible*oath, 

Never more—st7 long as life’s weak lamp- 
flame flickers - 

No, not once I’ll tease you, but in silence 
bear my fate ! ” 

I “ Clently, good my Genius, Oracle unerring ! 

I Strange now ! can you guess on what—as in 
you peeperl-—it was I pondered? 

You and I are toth of one mind in preferring 

Poww to wealth, but—here’s the point - 
what sort of power, I ask ? 

Ruling men is vulgar, etisy and ignoble : 

Rid yourself of conscience, cjuick you have at 
beck and call the fond herd. 

But who wields the crozier, down may flii^ 
^ the crow-bill: 

That’s the power I covet now; soul’s sway 
o’er souls —my task ! 

‘ Well but,’ you oliject, * you Imve it, who 
Ijy glamour 

Dress up lies to look like truths, mask folly 
in the garb of reason; 

Your soul acts on theirs, sure, when the 
people clamour, 

Hold their peace, now %ht now fondloi— 
earwig^ through the brains.* 
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Pwibly t but «tiH the oper^itioii’fe iiiund<iue« 
Ojrosser than a taste demands which—craving 
manna-*-»kccks at peason— 
f\)wer o’er men by wants material why 
should one deign 

Rule by sordid hopts and fears-^a grunt for 
all one’s pains ? 

** Ko, if men must praise me, let them praise 
to purpose ’ 

Would wc move the world, not earth but 
hea\tn must Ik. our fulcrum— s/o/ 
Tims I seek to move it Master, why int^r 
pose — 

Baulk my climbing close on what’s the 
ladder’s topmost round? 

Slateciaft ’tis I step from when by priest 
craft hoisted I 

Up to where my fo(4 m ly touch the highest j 
rung which fate allows tcK, 

Then indeed ask fivour' On you shall In; 
foisted 

No excuse ril pay iny debt, each penny of 
the |X)und ’ 

** Ho, my knaxes without there ’ ra.‘ad this 
worthy dow nstairs ’ 

No farewell, gcxxl Paul—na), Peter- what’s 
your name remeralxrcd rightly? 

Come, he’s humble out another would have 
flounced —airs 

Suitors often give themselves when our sort 
lx)w them forth 

Did I touch his rags? He smely kept his 
distance 

Yet, there somehow |XLssed to me from him— 
where’er the‘ virtue might lu — 
Something that inspires my soul—Oh, by 
assistance 

Doubtlessly of Peter ’—still, hcV worth just 
what he’s worth ’ 

my own soul soars now soaring— 
how ? By crawling ’ 

ni to Rome, liefore Rome’s feet the tempotal 
supreme lay prostrate ’ 

* Hands * (I’ll say) * proficient once in pullha^, 
hattltng 
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This and that way men as I was minded- 
feet now clasp! ’ 

Ay, the KaisePs self has wrung them m his 
fwrvour ’ 

Now—the 7 only sue to slave for Rome, nor 
at one doit the cost rate 

Rome’s adopted child—no l>one, no muscle, 
nerve or 

Smew of me but I’ll strain, though out my 
life I gasp ’ ” 

As he stocxl one evening proudly—(he had 
traversed 

Koine on horseliack—peerle^ss pageant’— 
tlaimts:! the I^ateran as new Pofie)— 

Ihinking All’s attaine*d now' Pontiff’ 
Who could have erst 

Dreamed of m> advance so far when, some 
ten yeais ago, 

I embricecl devotion, grew from pnest tc 
bish< >p, 

C>aincd the Purple, brilied the Conclave, got 
the Two thirds, saw m> coop ope, 

Came out—wliat Rome hails me ’ O were 
tlu re a wish shop, 

Not one wish more would I purchise—lord 
of all l>elow ’ 

Ha’- who dires intrude now—puts aside 

I the arras ? 

i What, ohl IVter, here again, at such a time, 

I in such i presence ? 

! Satan sends this plague luck merely to 
emliarrass 

Mewho enter on my office—liUle needing you’ 

’I uth, I’m touched m>self b> .ige,bulyou look 
Tithon ’ 

Were it vain to se< k of you the sole prnre left— 
rejuvenescence ? 

W^cll, since flesh is grass which Time must 
lay his scythe on, 

Siy )our say and so depart and make no 
more ado! ” 

Peter faltered—coughing first by way of pro 
logue— 

** Holiness, your help comes late • a death at 
ninety little matters. 



mhUAttc imts 


I 


poor Poter*& pyr< now, on log 

roll log, 

Bum uway—IVe lived my day * Ytt here*s 
tht stmg in death— 

I’ve an author’s pnde I want my Book’s 
survival: 

See, I’ve hid it in my breast to warm me mid 
the rags and tatters ’ 

Saveit—tell next agt your Master hadnonval♦ 

Scholar’s debt discharged m full, be * Thanks’ 
my latest breath ’ 

“Faugh, the frowsy bundle — scribblmgs 
harum scarum 

Scattered o’er a dozen sheefiskins » What’s 
the name of this farrago ? 

Ha—* C&ncthaicr Dtffermtiarum ’— 

Man and book may burn together, cause the 
world no loss! 

Stop—what else? A tractate—eh, */>t 
Specabtts 

Certmanmln Magiic^^ I dream sure’ 
Hence, away, go, 

Wuard,—quick avoid me ’ Vain you clasp 
ray knee, buss 

Hand that bears the Fisher’s ring or foot that 
boasts the Cross ’ 


As the black door shut, bang! ^‘So ht 
’scapes a drubbng ! ” 

(Quoth a boy who, imespied, had stopped to 
hear the talk) 

“That’s the way to thank these wizards 
when they bid men 

Btntdtcite / What ails you ? You, a man, 
and yet no lx>Idei ? 

Foreign Sir, you look but foolish ’ ” ‘ * IdmiH» 
tdmen * ” 

Groaned the C^rcek “O Peter, cheese at 
last 1 know from chalk ’ ” 

Peter h\ed his life out, menaced) tt no martyr, 

Kmw himsdf the mighty man he was—siuh 
knowledge all his gucnlon, 

Left the world a big Ixxik —people bulin jurt trr 

When the) style a true S(tcntne irompin t/i- 
um 

“ Admtmiwncm imutit they sourly 

Smile, as fast they shut tht folio which my¬ 
self was somehow spurreil on 

Once to ope but love—lift’s milk which 
daily, hourly, 

Blockheads lap- O Ptter, still thy taste of 
Io\t s to come ’ 


“ Help * The old magician clings like an 
octopus ’ 

Ah, you nst now—fuming, fretting, frowning, 
if I read your features ! 

Frown, who cares ? W’e’re Pojxi—once Pope, 
you can’t unpope us ’ 

Good —yoa muster up a smile that’s better ’ 
Still so brisk ? 

All at once grown youthful ? But the case i^ ^ 
plam! Ass— 

Here I dally with the fiend, yet know fht 
Word^*-compels all creatures 

Earthly, heavenly, hdhsdi Apaj^e^ ^atkanm 

Iheam mrbum SeUemmiis —” “— dtaiel^* 

"When—whisk ’— 


Greek, was your ambition likewise doomed 
to fiilure ? 

True, I find no record you wore purple, 
walked with axe and fastts, 

Ph)cd some antipopc’s part still, fritnd, 
don’t turn tail, you’re 

Certain, with but these two gifts, to gam 
earth’s prize in Uinc ’ 

Cleverness uncurbed by conscience •‘-if you 
ransacked 

Peter’s Ixiok you’d find no potent spell like 
these to rule the masses, 

Nor should want example, had I not to transact 

Other business Go your ways, you’ll thrive 1 
So ends my rhyme. 


What was changed ? The stranger gave hjs 
eyes a rubbing • 

smiled Peter’s &cc turned bock a 
mMeni at him o’er the shoulder. 


When these parts Tibemis,—not yet Oesar, 
—travelled, 

Pas^g Padua, he consulted Padua’s Oracle 
of Geryon 
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(God tbroc*headed, Ikrice wise) just to gut 
unravelled 

Certain tangles of his future. “Fling at 
Al)ano 

Golden dice,” it answered; “dropt within 
the fount there, 

Note what sum the pips present \ ” And 
still we see each die, the very one, 

Turn up, through the crystal,—read the whole 
account there 

Where ^tis told by Suetonius,—each its 
highest throw. 

Scarce the sportive fancy-dice I fling show 
“ Venus ; ” 

Still—for love of that dear land which I sty 
oft in dreams revisit — 

I have—oh, not sung ! but lilted (as- l>e- 
tween us — 

Grows my lary custom) this its legend. 
What the lilt ? 
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“ What is the fault now ? ” “ This I find to 
blame: 

Many and various are the tongues below, 

Yet all agree irf on^^sspeech, all proclaim 

“ ‘ ilell has no might to match what earth 
<’an show : 

Death is the strongest-born of Hell, and yet 

Stronger tlian Deatli Bad Wife, we 
know.’ 

“ Is it a wonder if 1 fume and fret— 

Robbed of my rights, since Death am I, and 
mine 

The style of Strongest? Men pay Nature’s 
debt 

“ Because they must at ray demand ; decline 

I'o pay it henceforth surely men will please, 

Vrovided husbands with Ijad wives combine 

“To liafile Death, judge lajtween me and 
these!” 

“ Thyself shall judge. Descend to earth in 
shape 

Of mortal, marr)% drain fiom froth to lees 



“ The bitter draught, tlien see if thi>u escape 
Concluding, with men sorrowful and sage, 

A Bad Wife’s strength Death’s self in vain 
W'ould ajx;! ” 

Uow Satan entered on his pilgrimage, 
Conformed himself to earthly ordinance. 
Wived and played husband well from youth 
to age 

Intrepidly—I leave untold, adrance 
Through many a married year until I reach 
A day when—of his father’s countenance 


DOCTOR - 

A Rabbi told me: On the day allowed 
Satan for carping at Ciod’s rule, he came, 
Fresh from our earth, to brave tlie angeh 
crowd. 


The very image, like him too in speech 
As well as thought and deed,—the union’s fruit 
Attained maluiity. “ I nceils must teadi 

“ My son a trade : but trade, such son to suit. 
Needs seeking after. lie a man of w^ar? 
Too cowardly! A lawyer wins repute*^ 




lo Ml and moil, thoiigli«4)otij 
which are 

. this haggard. There’s Divinity: 

No, that's my own bread-winner—that be fer 

** From my poor ofispring! Physic ? Ha, 
we’ll try 

II this be practicable. Where’s my wit ? 
A^eep ?^«-iince, now I come to think . . . 
Ay, ay! 

llitlier, my son ! Exactly have I hit 
On a profession for thee. Medicus — 

Behdd, thou art appointed ! Yea, I spit 

“ Upon thine eyes, liestow a virtue thus 
That henceforth not this human form I wear 
Shalt thou perceive alone, but—one of us 

“ By privilc^c—thy fleshly sight shall bear 

Me in my spirit-person as I walk 

The world and take my prey appointed there. 

Doctor once dubljed—what ignorance shall 
baulk 

Thy march triumphant ? Diagnose the gout 
As cholic, and prescrilie it cheese for chalk— 

“No matter! All’s one: cure shall come 
about 

And win thee wealth—fees paid with such 
a roar 

Of thanks and praise alike from lord and lout 

“ As never stunned man’s ears on earth before. 
*How may this be?’ Why, that’s my 
sceptic! Soon | 

Truth will corrupt thee, soon thou doubt’st 
no mote! 

/** Why is it I bestow on thee the boon 
Of recdgniiing me the while I go 
liMdbly among men, momin|:, noon 

ii%ht, from house to house, and— 
'ipdckorslow'-- 

•nay appointed f«?ey ? TheSy^ snmmon thee 
lappoae; ,c^ tlie tfammons I ■sol 


Enter, look round 1; Where’s Death'?' MmW 

—I am he, 

Satan who work all evil: I who bring 
Pain to the patient in whate’er degree, 

“ I, then, am there; first glance thine eye 
shall fling 

Will find me—whether distant or at hand, 

As I am free to do ray spiriting. 

“At such mere first glance thou shall under¬ 
stand 

Wherefore I reach no higher up the room 
Than door or window, when my form is 
scanned. 

“ Howe’er friends’ faces please to gather 
gloom, 

Bent o’er the sick,—howe’er himself de¬ 
sponds,— 

In such case Death is not tlie sufferer’s doom. 

“Contrariwise, do friends rejoice ray bonds 
Are broken, does the captive in his turn 
Crow ‘ Life shall conquer ’ ? Nip these foolii^ 
fronds 

“Ofhope a-sprout, if haply thou discern 
Me at the head—my victim’s head, be .sure! 
Forth now I This taugiit thee, little else to 
learn!” 

And forth he went. Folk heard him ask 
iieraure 

“How do you style this ailment? (There 
he peep, 

rMy failier, through the arras!) Sirs, the cure 

“ Is plain as A. B. C.! Experience steeps 
Blossoms of pennyroyal half an hour 
In sherris. Suman—Lo, how sound he 
sleeps— 

“ The subject you presumed was past the 
power 

Of Galen to relieve!” Or else “How’s 
■ this? ' 

Why call for help so tardily ? Clouds idur 
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** Fortentously indeed, Sits! (Nought’s amiss:! 
at the bed-foot mereJy.) Still, thcj 

storm ; 

May pass averted—not by quacks, I wis | 

“ Like you, my masters! You, forsooth, per¬ 
form I 

A miracle ? Stand, sciolists, aside ! I 

Blood, ne’er so cold, at ignorance grows 
warm 1 ” 

Which boasting by result was justified, 
liig as might words be : whether drugged or 
left 

Drugless, the patient always lived, not died. 

(Ireat the heir’s gratitude, so nigh Ixjrefl 
Of all he prized in this world : sweet the 
smile 

Of disconcerted rivals : “ Cure ?—say, theft 

“ From Nature in despite of Art—so style 
This off-hand kil!-or-cure work ! You did 
much, 

I had done more : folk c*innot wait awhile ! ” 

But did the case change ? was it— “ Scarcely 
such 

The symptoms as to warrant our recourse 
To your skill, Doctor 1 Vel since just a touch 

“Of pulse, a taste of breath, has all the force 
With you of long investigation claimed 
By others,—tracks an ailment to its source 

“ Intuitively, —may we ask unblained 
What from this pimple you prt^gnosticate ?” 
“Death I” was the answer, as he saw and 
named 

Thecoucher by the sick man’s head. “Too 
late 

You send for my assistance. 1 am bold 
Only by Nature’s leave, and bow to Fate ! 

“Besides, you have my rivals : lavish gold ! 
flow comfortably quick shall life depart 
Cosseted by attentions manifold 1 
VOt. lU 


“ One day, one hour ago, perchance my art 
Had done some service. Since you have 
yourselves 

Chosen—before the horse—to put the cart, 

“ Why, Sirs, the sooner that the sexton delves 
Your patient’s grave, the better ! How you 
stare 

—Shallow, for all the deep books on your 
shelves! 

“ Fare you well, ftimblers! ” Do I need 
declare 

What name and fame, what riches recom¬ 
pensed 

The Doctor’s practice? Never anywhere 

Such an adept as daily evidenced 
liach new vaticination ! Oh, not he 
Like dolts who dallied with their scruples, 
fenced 

With subterfuge, nor gave out frank and 
free 

Something decisive! If he said “ I save 
The patient,” saved he was: if “ Death will be 

I “ His portion,” you might count him dead. 

1 Thus-brave, 

Behold our worthy, sans competitor 
I Throughout the country’, on the architrave 

i 

Of Glory’s temple golden lettered for 
Machaon n'dwivus! So, it fell 
That, of a sudden, when the Erajieror 

Was smit by sore disease, I nee<l not tell 
If any other Doctor’s aid was sought 
To come and forthwith make the sick Prince 
well. 

“ He will reward thee as a monarch ought. 
Not much imports the malady ; but then, 

He clings to life and cries like one distraught 

“ For thee—who, from a simple citizen, 
Mayst look to rise in rank,—nay, haply wear 
A medal with his portrait,—^always when 

2 R 





** lt«i( 30 veiy is quite aecotufidislied. Theie I 
Biss t© tlie presence Hardier has he 
crossed 

The chamber's threshold when he halts, aware 

Of who istands sentry by the head. All’s lost. 

SirCi nought avails my art; you near the 
goal, 

And end the race by giving up the ghost.” 

How ? ” cried the monarch; Names upon 
your roll 

Of half my subjects rescued by your skill— 
Old and young, nch and p<K)i—crmvd cheek 
by jowl 

“ And yet no room for mine ? Be saved I 
will I 

Why else am I earth’s foremost potentate ? 
Add me to these and take as fee your fill 

** Of gold —that point admits of no debate 
Between us; save me, as you can and must,— 
Gold, till your gown’s pouch cracks l>eneath 
the weight I ” 

This touched the Doctor. ** Truly a home- 
thrust. 

Parent, you will not parry ! Have I dared 
Entreat that you forego the meal of dust 

“—Man that is snake’s meat—when I saw 
prepared 

Your daily portion ? Never f Just this once, 
Go from his head, then,—let his life be 
spared! ” ^ 

Whisper met whisper in the gruff response 
** Fool, I must have my prey; no inch I 
bu^e 

From where thou see’st me thus myself en¬ 
sconce,’^ 

imoaned the suderer, ** by thy look I 

judge 

Weulth l^tls to tempt thee: what if honours 

prove 

Mote i^cadous? Nought to him I grudge 


** Who saves me. Only keep my htttd nhhve 
Hie cloud that’s creeping round it—llldivrte 
My empire with thee! No? What’s lefii 
but—love ? 

“Does love allure thee? Well then, take 
as bnde 

My only daughter, fair beyond belief I 
Save me—to-morrow shall the knot be tied 1 ” 

“ Father, you hear him ' Respite ne’er so 
brief 

Is all I beg: go now and come again 
Next day, for aught I care : respect the grief 

“Mine will be if thy first-born sues in 
vain ! ” 

“Fool, I must have my prey was all lie 
got 

in answer. But a fancy crosseti his brain, 

“ I have it! Sire, methinks a mete^>r shot 
Just now across the heavens and neutralized 
Jove’s salutary influence ; ’neath the blot 

“ Plumb are you placed now : well that I 
surmised 

The cause of failure ' Knaves, reverse the 
M!” 

“ Stay ! ” grcxined the monarch, “ I shall be 
capsized— 

“Jolt—jolt—my heels uplift where late my 
head 

Was lying—sure Pm turned right round at 
last! 

What do you say now, Doctor?” Nought 
he said: 

For why? With one brisk leap the Anltt 
passed 

From couch-fcK>t back to pillow,—as beftire> 
Lord of the situation. Long aghast 

The Doctor gazed, then “Yet one trW 
more 

Is left me ” inwardly he uttered. ** Shm^ 
Upon thy flinty heart ? Do I implcue 
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triitng fii-vour in iht idle name 
Of mercy to the moribund ? I plead 
The cause of all thou dost affect: my aim 

** Befits my author ! Why would I succeed ? 
Simply that by success I may promote 
The growth of thy pet virtues—pnde and 
greed, 

** Bat keep thy favours !—curse thee I I 
devote 

Henceforth my service to the other side. 

No fime to lose : the rattle’s m his ihroat. 

**So, —not to leave one last resource un 
tried,— 

Run to my house with all haste, somelnxly * 
Bring me that knobstick thence, so often plied 

With profit by the astrologer—shall I 
Disdain its help, the mystic Jacob’s-Staff? 
Sire, do but have the courage not to die 

“Till this arrive’ Let none of you dare 
laugh’ 

Though rugged its exterior, I have seen 
That implement work wonders, send the chaff 

“Quick and thick fl)ing from the wheat—I 
mean, 

By metaphor, a human sheaf it (hrashe<l 
FlaiMike. Go fetch it ’ Or—a word lie- 
tween 

“Just you and me, friend ’—go bid, un 
al:)ashed, 

My mother, whom you’ll find there, bnng the 
stick 

Herself—herself, mind! ” Out the lackey 
daidied 

Zealous upon the errand. Craft and trick 
Are meat and drink to Satan .* and he grinned 
-^IJow else?--at an excuse so politic 

For itilure: scarce would Jacob’s-Staff rescind 
firm decree ! And ever as be neared 
The ttgonmng one, his breath like wind 


Froze to the marrow, while his eye*IIash 
seared 

Sense in the brain up; closelier and more close 
Pressing his prey, when at the door appeared 

—Who but his Wife the Bad ? Whereof one 
dose. 

One grain, one mite of the medicament, 
Sufficed him. Up he sprang. One word, 
tf>o gross 

To soil my lips with,—and through ceiling 
went 

Somehow the Huskind. “That a storm’s 
dispersed 

Wc know for certain by the sulphury scent ’ 

“ Hail to the Doctor ’ Who but one so v'^ersed 
In all Dame Nature’s secrets had prescribed 
The staff thus opportunely ? Style him first 

“And foremost of ph)sicians !” “Tve 
imbil>ed 

Elixir surely,'’ smiled the prince,—“have 
gained 

New lease of life. Dear DcKtor, how you 
biilx?el 

“Death to forego me, boe»ts not; you’ve 
obtained 

My daughter and her dowry Death, I’ve 
[ heard, 

Was still on earth the strongest power that 
reigned, 

I “ Except a Bad Wife ’ ” Whereunto de- 
I munrerl 

Nowise the Doctor, so refused the fee 
—No dowry, no bod wife ! 

“ You think absurd 
This tale?”—the Rabbi addwl: “ True, our 
Talmud 

Boasts sundry .such; yet—have our elders 
erred 

In thinking there’s some water there, not all 
mud ? ” 

I tell it, as the Rabbi told it me. 
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FAN AND LUNA. 

Si ciiedere dignum est*—lu. 390 . 

O WORTHY of belief I hold it was, 
VkgiLyoiir l^end in those strange three lines! 
No question, that adventure came to pass 
One black night in Arcadia: yes, the pines, 
Mountains and valleys mingling made one 
mass 

Of black with void Wack heaven: the earth^s 
confines, 

The idcy’s embrace,—below, above, around, 
AU hardened into black without a Ijound. 

Fill up a swart stone chalice to the bnm 
With hesh-squeeml yet fest thickening poppy- 
juice : 

See how the sluggish jelly, late a swim, 
Turns marble to the touch of who would loose 
llie stdid smooth, grown jet from nm to nm. 
By turning round the IkjwI ! So night can 
fuse 

Earth with her all-comprising sky. No less, 
Light, the least spark, shows air and empti¬ 
ness. 

And thus it proved when—diving into space, 
Stript of all vapour, from each web of mist 
Utterly film-free—entered on her race 
The naked Moon, full-orbed antagonist 
Of night and dark, night’s dowry: peak to 
base, 

Upstarted mountains, and each valley, kissed 
To sudden life, lay silver-bnght: in air 
Flew she revealed, Maid-Moon with limte 
all bare. ^ 

Still as she ficd, each dq 3 fth—where refuge 
seemed— 

Opening a lone pale chamber, left distinct 
Those limbs: mid still-retreating blue, she 
teemed 

Uetself with whiteness,—^virginal, uncmct 
% any halo save what finely gleamed 
To outline not disguise her: Wven was linked 
In me IMSpOfd with earth to quai^ the joy, 
Ihiin Inawty to the dregs without alloy. 


Whereof she grew aware. What help? 
When, lo, 

A succourable cloud with sleep lay dense: 
Some pine-tree-top had caught it soling slow, 
And tethered for a prise: in evidence 
Captive lay fleece on fleece of piled-up snow 
Drowsily patient: flake-heaped how or 
whence, 

The structure of that succourable cloud, 

What matter? Shamed she plunged into its 
shroud. 

Orbed—so the woman-figure poets call 
Because of rounds on rounds—tliat apple¬ 
shaped 

Head which its hair binds close into a ball 
Each side the curving ears—that pure un¬ 
draped 

Pout of the sister paps—-that. . . Once for all, 
Say—her consummate circle thus escaped 
With Its innumerous virclets, s.ink al)sorl>ed. 
Safe in the cloud—O naked Moon full-orbed! 

But what means this ? I'he downy swathes 
combine, 

Conglolie, the smothery coy caressing stuff 
Curdles alx)ut her ’ Vain eat h twist and 
twine 

Those lithe limbs try, encroached on by a 
fluff 

Fitting as close as fits the dented spine 
its flexile ivory outside flesh • enough! 

The plumy dnfts contract, condense, con- 
stnnge, 

Till she IS swallowed by the feathery springe. 

As when a pearl slips lost in the thin foam 
Churned on a sea-shore, and, o’er-frothed, 
conceits 

Herself safe-housed in Amphitrite’s dome,-^ 
If, through the bladdery wave-worked yeast, 
she meets 

What most she loathes and leaps from,-—elf 
from gnome 

No gladher,—finds that safest of retreats 
Bubble about a treacherous hand wide qpe 
To grasp hcr“-{diver» who |»ck pearls m 
gropeH 
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So lay this Maid-Moon clasped around and 
caught 

By rough red Pan, the god of all that tract; 
He it was schemed the snare thus subtly 
wrought 

With simulated earth-breath, — wool-tufts 
packed 

Into a billowy wrappage. Sheep far-sought 
Ff)f spotless shearings yield such: take the fact 
As learned Virgil gives it,—how the breed 
Whitens itself for ever : yes, indeed I 

If one forefithcr ram, though pure as chalk 
From tinge on fleece, should still display a 
tongue 

Black ’neath the beast^s moist palate, prompt 
men Ixiulk 

The propagating plague : he gets no young ; 
They rather slay him,—sell his hide to caulk 
Ships with, first steeped in pitch,—iu:)r hands 
are wrung 

In sorrow for his fate : protected thus, 

The purity we love is gained for us. 

So did Girl-moon, by just her attribute 
Of immatcheil mcidesty betrayed, lie tiapjx*d, 
Bruised to the breast of Pan, half-g<)d half¬ 
brute, 

Raked by his bristly boar-sward while he 
lapped 

—Never say, kissed her 1 that were to pollute 
la>ve’s language — which moreover proves 
unapt 

To tell how she recoiled—as who finds thorns 
Where she sought flowers—wlien, feeling, she 
touched—horns! 

Then--does the legend say?--first moon- 
eclipse 

Happened, first swooning-fit which puzrlttl 
sore 


The early sages ? Is that why she dtps 
Into the dark, a minute and no more, 

Only so long as serves her while she rips 
The cloud^s womb through and, faultless as 
before, 

Pursues her way ? No lesson for a maid 
Left she, a maid herself thus trapped, be¬ 
trayed ? 

Ha, Virgil ? Tell the rest, you ! “To the deep 
Of his domain the wildwood, Pan forthyvkh • 
Called her, and .so she followed”—in her 
sleep, 

Surely ?— “ liy no means spurning him. ” The 
myth 

Explain who may ! Let all else go, I keep 
—As of a ruin just a monolith— 

Thus much, one verse of five words, each a 
boon : 

Arcadia, night, a cloud, Pan, and the moon. 


“ Touch him ne’er so lightly, into song he 
broke: 

Soil so quick-receptive,—not one feather- 
seed, 

Not one flower-dust fell but straight its fall 
awojve 

Vitalizing virtue ; song would song succeed 

Sudden as spontaneous—prove a poet-soul 1 ” 

Indeed ? 

Rock’s the song-soil rather, surface hard and 
Lire: 

Sun and dew their mildness, storm and frost 
their rage 

Vainly both cxjxjnd,—few flowers awaken 
there: 

Quiet in its cleft brcKxis—what the after age 

Knows and names a pine, a nation’s heritage. 
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Wanting is— what r* 

Summer redundant, 

Blueness abundant, 

—Where is the blot ? 

Beamy the world, yet a blank all the same, 
-t-Framework which waits for a picture to 
frame: 

What of the leah&ge, what of the flo^^v er ? 
Roses embowering with nought lheyembower‘ 
Cmne then, cmnpkte incompletion, O comer, 
Pant through the blueness, perfect the 
summer! 

Breathe but one breath 
Rose beauty above, 
xVnd all that was death 
Grows life, grows love, 

Grows love ’ 


DONALD 

** Will you hear ray storj^ also, 

—Huge Sport, brave adventure in plenty?” 
'Hie boys were a band from Oxford, 

The oldest of whom was twenty. 

lire bothy we held carouse in 
Was briglit with fire and candle; 

Tale followed tale like a merry-go-round ^ 
Whereof Sport turned the handle. 

In our eyes and noses—turf-smoke: 

In our earn a tune from the tnvct, 

Whence ** Boiling, boiling,” the kettle sang, 

** And ready for fi^esh GlenhvcU” 

fisat capped Isat, with a vengeance; 
tViiths, ^ough,—the lads were loyal; 
Gtense, $ve score brace to the bag I 
llier^ leu hoiiia* st^ 

’’ 63^3^ 


Of boasting, not one bit, Ixiys ! 

Only there seemed to settle 
Somehow aliove your curly heads, 
—Plain tlirough the singing kettle, 

Palpable through the cloud, 

As each new puffed Havanna 
Rewarded the teller’s well-told tale,— 
This vaunt “To Sport—Hosanna ’ 

‘ Hunt, fish, shoot, 

Would a man fulfil life’s duty 1 
Not to the tKxiily frame alone 

Does Sport give strength and beauty, 

“ But charactei gams in—courage? 

Ay, Sir, and much tieside it ’ 

\ t>u don’t sport, raorc’s the pity : 

You soon would find, if you tried it, 

“ Gofxl sportsman means good fellow, 
Sound-hearted he, to the centre; 

Your meal) mouthed mild milksofis 
—There’s where the rot can enter I 

“ There's where the dirt will breed, 

The shabbmess Sjiort would baniidi! 
Oh no, Sir, no ’ In your honoured case 
All such objections vanish, 

“ ’Tis known how hart! you studied; 

A Double-First—what, the jigger! 
Give me but hall your I-atin and Greek, 
111 never again touch trigger! 

** Still, tastes are taslesi allow me 1 
Allow, too, where there’s keenness 
For SporL there’s little likelihood 
Of a imm*s displayliig I 
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B&p m my mettle, I intefposmi. 

U ^Jll ^0Xy}» qUOth I. 

^*Mever mind how long since it happed, • 
I sat, as we sit, in a bothy; 

With as merry a band of mates, too, 
UndergradH all on a level. 

(Onth a Bishop, one’s gone to the Bench, 
And one’s gone—^well, to the Devil.) 

“ When, lo, a scratching and tapping! 

In hobbled a ghastly visitor. 

Listen to just what he told us himself 
—*No need of our playing inquisitor! ” 


Do you happen to know in Ross-shire 
Mount . . . Ben . . . but the name scarce 
matters: 

Of the naked fact I am sure enough, 

Though I clothe it in rags and tatters. 

You may recogntse Ben by description ; 
Behind him—a moor’s immenseness : 

Up goes the middle mount of a range, 
Fringed with its firs in denseness. 

Rimming the edge, Us fir-fringe, mind ! 

For an edge there is, though narrow ; 

From end to end of the range, a stripe 
Of path runs straight as an arrow. 

And the mountaineer who takes that path 
Saves himself miles of journey 

He has to pkxi if he crosses the moor 
llirough heather, peat and burme. 

Fiut a mountaineer he needs must be. 

For, look you, right in the middle 

Projects blufif Ben—with an end in 
Vbiy planted there, is a riddle: 

Since all Ben’s brothers little and big 
ICeep rank, set shoulder to shoulder, 

And only this burliest out must bulge 
TiU it seemt^to the beholder 


From down in tiie gully,—as if Ben’s breast 
To a sudden spike diminished, 

Would signify to the boldest k>ot 
“ All farther passage finished 1 ” 

Yet the mountaineer who sidles on 
And on to the very bending, 

Discovers, if heart and brain be proof, 

No necessary ending. 

Foot up, foot down, to the turn abrupt 
Having trod, he, there arriving. 

Finds—what he took for a point was breadth, 
A mercy of Nature’s contriving. 

So, he rounds what, when ’tis reached, 
prtjves straight, 

From one side gams the other : 

The wee path widens—resume the march, 
And he foils you, Ben my brother ! 

But Donald—(that name, I hope, will do)— 
I wrong him if I call ‘‘ foiling” 

The tramp of the callant, whistling the 
while 

As blithe as our kettle’s boiling. 

He had dared the danger from boyhood up. 
And now,—when perchance was waiting 
A lass at the bng below,—’twixt mount 
And moor w ouid he stand debating ? 

Moreo\tr this Donald w^as twenty-five, 

A glory of ixmc and muscle : 

Did a fiend dispute the right of way. 

Donah 1 would try a tussle. 

Lightsomely marched he out of the broad 
On to the narrow and narrow ; 

A step more, rounding the angular rock, 
Reached the front straight as an arrow. 

He stepped it, safe on the ledge he stood, 
When—whom found he full-feeing? 

What fellow in courage and wariness too. 
Had scouted ignoble pacing, 






to mates, 

Md mstide |br the dread dear danger, 
diird gained the height where—who could 
guess 

He would meet with a rival ranger ? 

*Twas a gold-red stag that stood and stared, 
Gigantic and magnihc, 

By the wonder—ay, and the peril—-struck 
intelligent and pacihc: 

For a red deer is no fellow deer 
Grown cowardly through park-feedmg ; 
He batters you like a thunderbolt 
If you brave his haunts unheeding. 

I doubt he could hardly perform volte-face 
Had valour advised discretion: 

You may walk on a rope, but to turn on a rope 
No Blondin makes profession. 

Yet Donald must turn, would pride permit, 
Though pride ill brooks retiring: 

Each eyed each—mule man, motionless 
beast— 

Less fearing than admiring. 


Feelingly he extends a loot 
Which tastes the way ere it touches 
Earth’s solid and just escapes manV soft, 

Nor hold of the same unclutclies 

Till its fellow foot, light as a feather whisk, 
Lands itself no less finely i 
So a mother removes a fly from the fece 
Of her babe asleep supinely. 

And now *tis the haunch and hind foot’s 
turn 

—That’s hard; can the beast quite 
raise n? 

Yes, traversing half the prostrate length, 

His hoof-tip does not graze it. 

Just one more lift t But Donald, you see, 
Was sportsman first, man after: 

A fancy lightened his cauUon through, 

— He well-nigh broke into laughter. 

It were nothing short of a miracle ! 
Unrivalled, unexampled— 

.\ll sporting feats with this feat matched 
Were down and dead and trampled ! ” 


These are the moments when quite new sense, 
To meet some need as novel, 

Springs up in the brain; it inspired resource. 
—** Nor advance nor retreat but—grovel!” 

And slowly, surely, never a whit 
Relaxing the stearly tension 
Of eye-stare which binds man to beast,— 

By an inch and inch declension, 

Sank Donald sidewise down and down; ^ 

Till fiat, breast upwards, l 3 dng 
At his six-loot length, no corpse more still, 
^‘*If he cross me! The trick’s worth 
trying/’ 


The last of the legs as tenderly 
Follows the rest: or never 

(Jr now is the time ) His knife in reach, 
And his ri^it-hand loose—how cltwer ! 

For this can stab up the stomach’s soft, 
While the left-hand grasps the justern. 

A rise on the elbow, ami—now’s the time 
Gr never; this turn’s the last turn I 

I shall dare to place myself by God 
Who scanned—for He does—^each feature 

Of the fece thrown up in appeal to Him 
By the agonizing creature. 


Minutes were an eternity; ' 

But a new sense was created 
la ite stages brain too; he resolves 1 


^bieye«8tare unabated, 


Slow, 


Nay, I hear plain words; ** Thy gift brings 
this!” 

Up he sprang, back he staggered, 

Over he fell, and with him our friend 
—At following game no laggard* 
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Yet he was not dead when they picked next 
day 

From the guliy’s depth the wreck of him ; 
His fall had been stayed by the stag lienealh 
Who cushioned and saved the neck of him 

But the rest of his iKwSy —why, dtx'lors said. 
Whatever could break was broken ; 

Legs, anns, ribs, all of hin^ looked like a 
toast 

In a tumbler of port-wine soaken. 

That your life is left you, thank the stag ! ” 
Said they when—the slow cure ended— 
They opener! the hospital dtxjr, and thence 
—Strapped, spliced, main fractures mended, 

And minor danuige left wisely alone,— 
like an old shoe clouted and col>l>lcd, 
Out—what went in a Goliath well-nigh,— 
Some half of a David hobbled. 

“ You must ask an alms from house to hotisc: 

Sell the slag’s head for a bracket, 

With its grand twelve tines*—I’d buy it 
myself — 

And use the skin for a jacket! ” 

He was wiser, made Ixjth head and hide 
His win-penny : hands and knees on. 
Would manage to crawl—jwor cral)—by the 
roads 

In the misty stalk ing-scason. 

And if he discovered a bothy like this, 

Why, harvest was sure : folk listened. 

He told his tale to the lovers of Sport: 

Lips twitcherl, cheeks glowed, eyes 
glistened. 

And when he had come to the close, and 
spread 

His spoils for the gazers’ wonder, 

With ** Gentlemen, here’s the skull of the 

stag 

I was over, thank G(xi, not under 1 ”— 

I The branches of a stag’s horn. 


I'he comjjany broke out in applause; 

“ By jingo, a lucky cripple ! 

Have a munch of grouse and a hunk of 
bread, 

And a tug, besides, at our tipple I ” 

And **There’s my pay for your pluck!” 
cried This, 

“ And mine for your jolly story ! ” 

Cried That, while T’other — but he w^as 
drunk— 

Hiccupped “A trump, a Tory !” 

I hope 1 gave twice as much as the rest; 

as Homer would say, “w^ithin grate 

Though teeth kept tongue,” my whole soul 
growled 

‘‘ Rightly rewarded,—Ingrate !” 


SOLOMON AND BALKIS. 

Solomon King of the Jews and the Queen 
of Shelxi Balkis 

Talk on the ivory throne, and wc well may 
conjecture I heir talk is 

Solely of things sublime : why else luis she 
sought Mount Zion, 

ClimlKti tiie six gt»lden steps, and sat Ixjtwixt 
lion and lion ? 

She proves him with hard questions: licforc 
she has reached the middle 

He smiling supplies the end, straight solves 
them riddle by riddle; 

Until, dead-l)ealcn at last, there is left no 
spirit in her, 

And thus would she close the game whereof 
she Wiis first Ixiginner; 

** O wisest thou of the wnse, world’s marvel 
and well-nigh monster. 

One crabbed question more to construe or 
consterl 

W’hu are those, of all mankind, a monarch of 
jjerfect wisdom 

Should open to, when they knock at spkeieroff 
that’s lus dome ?” 



tart : ** Wton else 
the wiise his eqttaJs 

SiKMiil^ he welcome with heart and voice ?— 
siiice» king though be be, such weak walls 
Of circumstance-^power and pomp—-divide 
souls each firom other 

That whoso proves kingly in ciuft I needs 
must acknowledge my brother. 

‘^Come poet, come painter, come sculptor, 
csome builder—whale’er his condition. 

Is he prime in his art ? We are peers ! My 
insight has pierced the partition 
And hails—for the poem, the picture, the 
statue, the building my fellow ! 

Qold^s gold though dim in the dust: court- 
polish soon tarns it yellow. 

“But tell me in turn, O thou to thy weakling 
sex superior, 

That for knowledge has travelled so far yet 
seemest no whit the wearier,— 

Who are those, of all mankind, a queen like 
thyself, consummate 

In wisdom, should call to her side with an 
alhible ‘ Up hither, come, mate ! * ’’ 

**The Good are my mates—how else? Why 
doubt It ? ” the Queen upbridled * 

“Sure even alx>ve the Wise,—or in travel 
my eyes have idled, — 

I sec the Good stand plain be they rich, 
poor, shrewd or simple, 

If Good they only are. . . Permit me to! 
drop my wimple I 

And in that bashful jerk of her body, she— 
peace, thou scoffer ’— % 

jostled the King’s right-hand stretched cour¬ 
teously help to proffer, 

And so disclosed a portent: all unaware the 
Prince eyed 

The Ring which bore the Name—turned 
outride now from inside 1 

TIms liitlhKSompeiliiig Name!—and at once 
I greet the Wise—Oh, 

welcome such to my court—with 


The bttildiog must be my temple, my person 
stand forth the statue, 

The picture my portrait prove, and the poem 
my praise—you cat, you U’ 

But Solomon nonplussed? Nay! “Be truth¬ 
ful in turn ! ’’ so bade he i 
“See the Name, obey its best!” And at 
once subjoms the lady 
—“ Provided tliC Good are the young, men 
strong and tall and proper, 

Such servants I straightway enlist,—which 
means ...” but the bluriies stop her. 

“Ah, Soul,” the Monarch sighed, “that 
wouldst soar yet ever crawlest, 

How comes it thou canst discern the greatest 
yet chcxjse the smallest, 

Unless l>ecause heaven is far, where wm^ 
find fit expansion, 

While creeping on all fours suits, suffices the 
earthly mansion ? 

“Aspire to the Best’ But which? There 
are Bests and Bests so many, 

With a kahttat each for each, earth’s Best as 
much Best as any ’ 

On I^banon roots the cedar—soil lofty, yet 
stony and sandy— 

Wlnle hyssop, of worth in Us way, on the 
wall grows low but handy 

“Al>ove may the Soul spread wing, spurn 
body and sense lieneath her; 

Below she must condescend to plodding u«- 
buoyed by .ether. 

In heaven I yearn for knowledge, account aH 
else inanity; 

On earth I conftss an itch for the praise of 
fook—that’s Vanity. 

“ It k nought, it will go, it can never presumit 
aljove to trouble me; 

But here, —why, it toys aird tickles and teases^ 
howe’er 1 redouble me 
In a doggedest of endeavours to play the iu- 
different. Therefore, 

Suppose we resume discourse? Thou hail 
travelled thus t but whereftire? 
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** Solely ^ir Solomon’s sake, lo see whom 
earth styles Sagest ? ” 

Tlirough her blushes laughed the Queen. 
‘*For the sake of a Sage? Tlte gay 
jest! 

On high, be commimion with Mind—there, 
Body concerns not Baikis , 

Down here,—do I make too bold? Sagt 
Solomon,—one fool’s small kiss ’ ” 


CRISTINA AND MONALDESCHI 

[This IS a well known story Cnstina was 
the daughter of Gustavus Adolphus, and siu 
cecded to the throne of Sweden on his death 
111 1632 She was an ill regulated woman 
of free life, of whom many curious tales art 
told. She alxlicattd in 1654 and i^came a 
Roman Catholic MonaUltschi was an Italian 
reiMobatc, who liecamt hei Master of the I 
Horse. She fell in lovt with him, and ht 
made a fool of her Disco\tnng the truth, 
Cristina had him barlwously murdered at 
Fontainebleau She then retired to Rome, 
where she dietl in 1689 ] 

Ah, but how each loved each, Marcjuis ’ 
Here’s the gallery they trod 
Both together, he her goal, 

She his idol,—lend }our nwl, 

Chamberlain ’—ay, there they are- '*Qut< 
Separalni —plain those two 
Touching words come into view, 

Ap[K>site for me and you : 

Since they witness to incessant 
Ixive like ours King I rancis, he— 

Dtsine the adored ont, she— 

Prototypes of you and me 
Everywhere us carv ed hei Crescent 
With his Srilamandtr sign— 

Flame-fed creature : flame Ijenign 
To Itself or, if malign, 

Only to the meddling curious, 

—So, be warned, Sir! TOiere’s my 
head? 

How it wanders 1 What I said 
Merely meant—the creature, fed 


K 

—V . . . 

Thus on flame, was scarce injurious ^ 

Save to fools who woke its ire, 

Xhmking fit to play with fire. 

’Tis the Crescent you admire ? 

Then, Ije Diane ! I’ll be Franas. 

Crescents change,—tnie ’—wax and wane. 
Woman like ; male hearts retain 
Heat nor, once warm, ctoI agam. 

So, we figure—such our chance is— 

I as man and you as . , . What ? 

T akc offence ? My Love forgot 
He plays woman, I do not ? 

I— the woman ? See my habit, 

Ask my people ’ Anyhow, 

Be we what we may, one vow 
Binds us, male or female Now,— 

Stand, Sir ’ Read ’ ^^Qtas \cpai abtt 
Haifa milt of pictured way 
Past these palace walls to day 
Traversed, this I came to say. 

You must needs begin to love me , 
hirst I hated, then, at best, 

—Have it so ’—I acguitsced ; 

Pure compassion did the rest. 

from lielow thus raised alxnt me, 

Would you, step by step, descend, 

Pity nle, become my friend, 

Like me, like less, loathe at end ? 

1 hat’s the ladder’s round you rose by I 
That—my own foot ku ke^ away, 

Having raised )ou : let it stay, 

Sent you for retreating? Nay 

C lose lo me you climbed as close by, 

Keep your station, though the peak 
Reaeht'd proves somewhat l>are and bleak 1 
Woman’s strong if man is weak. 

Keep here, loving me forever ’ 

Love’s look, gesture, speech, I claim; 

Act love, he love, all the same— 

Play as earnest were our game ’ 

Lonely I stood long: ’twas clever 
When you climbed, l>efore men’s eyes, 
Spurned the earth and scaled the skies, 
Gamed my peak and grasped your |>r«Ee. 
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H«re then, to nji^^s wondet; 

you tire of standing? Kneel I 
Cure what giddiness you feel, 

This way f Do your semes reel ? 

Not unlikely ! What rolls under ? 
Yawning death in yon abyss 
Where the waters whirl and hiss 
Hound more frightful peaks than this. 


See, where Juno strikes Iicion, 
Primatice speaks plainly 1 Pooh-* 
Rather, Florentine Le Roux ! 

IVe lost head for who is who— 

So it swims and wanders ! Fie on 
What still proves me female ! Here, 
By the staircase !—for we near 
That dark “Ciallery of the Deer.” 


Should my Imffet dash you thither . . 
But be sage 1 No watery grave 
Needs await you : seeming brave 
Kneel on safe, dear timid slave ! 

You surmised, when you climlx^ hither, 
Just as easy were retreat 
Should you tire,;conceive unmeet 
Longer patience at my feet ? 


Look me in the eyes once ! Steady t 
Are you faithful now as erst 
On that eve when we two first 
Vowed at Avon, blessed and cursed 
Faith and falsehood ? Pale alretidy ? 
Forward ! Must my hand comfiel 
Entrance—this way? Exit—well, 
Somehow, somewhere. Who can tell ? 


Me as standing, you as stooping,— 

Who arranged for each the pose ? 

Lest men think us friends turned foes, 
Keep the attitude you chose 1 
Men are used to this same grouping— 

I and you like statues seen. 

You and I, no third l>etween, 

Kneel and stand! That makes the 
scene. 

Mar it—and one Iniffet . . . Pardon! 
Needless warmth—wise words in waste! 
'Twas prostration that replaced 
Kneeling, then ? A proof of taste. 

Crouch, not kneel, while I mount guard 
on 

Prostrate love—^become no waif, ^ 

No ei^ray to waves that chafe 
Disappointed —love’s so safe I 


What if to the self same place in 
Rustic Avon, at the d^ior 
Of the \ illage church once more, 

Wliere a tombstone jmves the fl<xir 
By that holy*water liasm 
You appealed to—“As, lielow. 

This stone hides its corpse, e’en so 
I your secrets hide”? What ho ! 

Friends, my four! You, Priest, confess 
him ! 

I have judged the culprit tfiere ’ 

Execute my sentence ! Care 
l*or no mail such cowards wear ! 

Done, Priest? Then, absolve and bless 
him ! 

Now—you three, stab thick and fast, 

Deep and deeper ! Dead at last ? 

Thanks, friends—Father, tlianks! Aghast ? 


Waves tliat chafe ? The idlest fancy! 
Peaks that scare ? I think we know 
Walls enclose our sculpture: so 
Grouped, we pose in Fontainebleau. 
Dp now I Wherefere hesitancy ? 

Arm in arm and dieek by dieek, 


What one word of his confession 
Would you tell me, though I lured 
With tlrnt royal crown abjured 
Just because its bars immured 
Love too much ? I^ve burst compresaion, 
Fled free, finally confessed 



. » * let Avon tell the rest! 



IXION 




MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT AND 
FUSELI. 

[Mary Wollstonecraft, the famous author of 
“ A Vindication of the Rights of Woman,” 
and the mother of the second Mrs. Shelley, 
was l^m in 1759. She fell in love with 
Fuseli, the well-known artist, who, however, 
with the able assistance of Mrs. Fuseli, con¬ 
trived not to l>e won. Mary Wollstonecraft 
then went to Paris, and lived with Mr. Imlay, 
nor was it till after his desertion of her that 
she met and eventually marrie<l William Ciod- 
win. She was barely thirty-nine years old 
w'hcn she died in 1797.] 

Oh hut is it not hard, Dear ? 

Mine are the nerves to quake at a mouse: 
If a spider drops I shrink with fear : 

I should die outright in a haunted house ; 
While for you—did the danger dared bring 
help--- 

From a lion\ den I could steal his whelp, 
With a scriXMit round me, stand stock-still, 
Go sleep in a churchyard,—so would will 
Give me the power to dare and do 
Valiantly —just for you ! 

Much amiss in the head, Dear, 

I toil at a language, tax my bniin 
Attempting to draw—the scratches here ’ 

I play, play, practise and all in vain : 

Bui for you—if my triumpli bi ought you pride, 
I would grapple with Cireek Plays till I died, 
f*aint a {xu trait of you—who can tell ? 

Work my fingers off for your Pretty well 
liUnguage and painting and music too, 

Easily done—for you ! 

St long and fierce in the heart, Dear, 

With—more than a will—what seems a 
power 

To pounce on my prey, love outbroke here 
In flame devouring and to devour. 

Such love has laboured its best and worst 
To win me a lover ; yet, last as first, 

I have not quickened his pulse one beat, 
Fixed a moment’s fancy, bitter or sweet: 
Yet the strong fierce heart’s loveMaljour’sdue, 
Utterly lost, was—you ! 


ADAM, LILITH, AND EVE. 

One day it thundered and lightened. 

Two women, fairly frightened, 

Sank to their knees, transformed, transfixed, 
At the feet of the man who sat l)etwixt; 

And “ Mercy 1” cried each—“if I tell the 
truth 

Of a passage in my youth 1 ” 

Said This: “ Do you mind the morning 
I met your love with scorning? 

As the worst of the venom left my lips, 

I thought ‘ If, despite this he, he strijjs 
The mask from my soul with a kiss —1 crawl 
His slave,—soul, body and all !”* 

Said That: “We st(X)d to lie married ; 

The priest, or someone, tarried ; 

‘ If Paradise-door prove locket! ?’ smiled you. 
I tluHight, as I ntxkled, smiling too, 

* Did one, that’s away, arrive—nor late 
Nor soon should unlock Hell’s gate 

It ceased to lighten and thunder, 
l^p started lioth in wonder, 

Looked round and saw' that the sky was clear, 
Then laughed “Confess you believed us. 
Dear! ” 

“ I saw through the joke !” the man replied 
They re-seated themselves beside. 


IXION. 

[A king of the I^pithse in Thessaly, wdio 
in const^jucnce of his murdering his wife’s 
father was “ Ixiycotted” by mankind. Zeus 
took compassion on him and let him into 
heaven, where, however, he fell in love with 
Hertf, and was permitted to think he had 
embraced her in the form of a cloud. Zeus 
lianished him, and as a punishment Ixion was 
tied to a perpetually revolving wheel] 


High in the dome, suspended, of Hell, sad 
triumph, liehold us! 

Here tfie revenji^iiiim* the 

amends of 


fejwt* in torinaat, Mb once SItall I, with s%ht tto gAincfi, hf torture he 
immortal taught I was blind Once t 

llade*^^ a purpose of hate*^ble to die Sisuphos, teaches thy stone — Tantalos* 
and revive* teaches thy thirst 

paya to the uttermost pang, then, newly for Aught which unaided seme, purged pure, less 
payment replenish^, plainly demonstrates? 

Doles out—old yet young—agonies ever No, for the past was dream. now that the 
afresh; dreamers aivake. 

Whence the result alx>ve me torment is Sisuphos scouts low fraud, and to Tantalos 
bridged by a rainbow,— treason is foU> 

Tears, sweat. Wood,—each spasm, ghastl> Ask of myself, whose form melts on the 

once, gforihed now. murderous wheel, 

Wrung, by the rush of the wheel ordained What is the sin whuh throe and tlmie prove 
my place of reposing, sin to the sinner ! 

Off in a sparklike spray,—flesh become Siy the false charge was tnie,**~thus do 1 
vapour thro’ pam,— expiate, say, 

Flies the bestownfont of Zeus, soul’s vaunted Vrrogant thought, word, deed,- mere man 
bodily vesture, who conreited me godlike, 

Made that his feats observed gain the Sat lieside Z<;us, my fnend -knelt before 
approval of Man,— 1 ler^, mj love ’ 

Flesh that he fashioned with sense of the What were the need but of pitying [x>wer to 
earth and the sky and the ocean, touch and disperse it, 

Framed should pierce to the star, fitted to hilm work—eye’s and ear’s—all the dis 
pore on the plant,— traction of sense ? 

All, for a purpose of hate, re framed, re How should the soul not see, not hear,— 
foshioned, re fitted percen c and xs plainly 

Till, consummate at length,—lo, the em Render, in thought, word, deed, bock 
ployment of sense ! again truth— not a he ? 

Faints mere mmester now to the soul, once “ Ay, but the pain is to punish thee! *’ 
pledged to her pleasure— Zeus, once more for a pastime, 

Soiil, if untrammelled by flesh, unappre Play the familiar, the frank ’ Speak and 
hensive of pain * liave sfieech in return ’ 

^ody, professed scml’s slave, which serving I was of Thessaly king, there rulerl and a 
b^fuiled and betrayed her, people obeyed me • 

Made things folse seem true, cheated thro’ Mine to establish the law, theirs to obey 
eye and thro’ car, it or die • 

JUtred thus heart and brain to believe in thel ^Wherefore ? Because of the good to the 
lying reported,— people, because of the honour 

%mni but the traitorous slave, uttermost Thence accruing to me, king, the king’s 
atom, away, law was supreme. 

What idiould obstruct soul’s rush on the real. What of the weakling, the ignorant criminal? 
the pnly af^iarent ? Not who, excuseless, 

$ay I have erred,—how else ? Was I Ixion Breaking my law braved death, knowii^ 
car Zeus ? hi$ d<id and its due- 

totted by tny senses I dreamed ? I douWless Nay, but the feeble and foolush, the poor 
awaken in wonder: transgressor, of purpose 

jpeofes shine, l;hat-*-sh«dc? Good No whit more than a tree, bom to erect- 
dmt seemed? nessofMe, 




mon isif 


SWtti or piftnc or we kud if lofty, 
eoluuonar— 

Loatbe if athwart, a&kew,—leave to the 
aice and the flame ! 

Where is the vision may penetrate earth and 
beholding acknowledge 
Just one pebble at rcK>t ruined the straight¬ 
ness of stem ? 

Whose fine vigilance foliow^s the sapling, 
accounts for the failure, 

—Here blew wind, so it l)enl: there the 
snow lodged, so it broke ? 

Also the tooth of the Ixiast, bird’s bill, mere 
bite of the insect 

Gnawed, gnarled, waqx'd their worst: 
passive it lay to oftence. 

King—I was man, no more : w hat I recog¬ 
nized faulty I punished, 

Ikying It prone: l)e sure, more than a 
man had I provetl, 

Watch and ward o'er the sapling at birth¬ 
time had saved it, nor simply 
Owned the distortion’s excuse,—hindered 
it wholly : nay, more— 

Even a man, as I sal m my place to do 
judgment, and pallid 

Criminals passing to dcK^m shuddered away 
at my foot, 

Could I have prolied thro’ the face to the 
heart, read plain a repentance, 

Crime confessed fwls’ play, virtue ascnt)td 
to the wise, 

Had I not stayed the consignment to doom, 
not dealt the renewed ones 
Life to retraverse the past, light to retrieve 
tlie misdeed ? 

Thus hati I done, and thus to have done 
much more it l^ehoves thee, 

Zeus who madest man—flawless or faulty, 
thy work! 

What if the charge were tiue, as thou mouth- 
est,—lacion the cherished 
Mmion of Zeus grew vain, vied with the 
godsliips and fell, 

Forfeit thro* arrogance? Stranger! I clothed, 
vHth the grace of our human, 
Inhumanity—gods, natures I likened to 
ours, 


Man among men I had borne me till go<l$ 
forsooth must regard me 

—Nay, must approve, applaud, claim as a 
comrade at last. 

Summoned to enter their circle, I sat—their 
equal, how other? 

Love should be al>solute love, faith is in 
fulness or nought. 

“lam thy friend, lie mine ! ” smiled Zeus ; 
“If Here attract thee,” 

Blushed the imperial clieek, “ then—as Ihy 
heart may suggest! ” 

Faith in me sprang to the faith, my love 
hailed love as its fellow’, 

“Zeus, wc are fnends-how fast! Heri?, 
my heart for thy heart ! ” 

Then broke smile into fury of frown, and the 
thunder of “ Hence, fool ’ ” 

Then thro’ the kiss laughed scorn “ Limbs 
or a cloud w as to clasp ? ” 

Then from OIump^>s to Ereiios, then from the 
rapture to torment, 

Then from the fellow of gods—misery\ 
mate, to the man ! 

— Man henceforth and fore\er, who lent from 
the glow of his nature 

Warmth to the cold, with light coloured 
the black and the blank. 

So did a man conceive of your passion, you 
|>assion-protesters ! 

So did he trust, so love—lieing the truth 
of your lie ’ 

You to aspire to lie Man! Man made you 
who vainly would ape him : 

You are the hollowness, he—filling you, 
fiilsifies void. 

Even as —witness the emblem, Hell’s sad 
triumph suspended, 

Born of my tears, sweat, blood—^Imrsting 
to vapour above— 

Arching my torment, an iris ghostlike startles 
the drirknt*ss, 

Cold white—^Jewe1r>* quenched—justifies, 
glorifies jmin. 

Strive, mankind, though ‘Strife endure through 
endless obstruction, 

Stage after stage, each rise marred by as 
certain a kll 1 


lOCJOSBKlA 




JMIIed never so ha^ed bat, e*en 

in the ba^ing» 

When Man's Iferength proves weak, checked 
in the body or soul—• 

Whatsoever the medium, flesh or essence,— 
Ixion's 

Made for a purpose of hate,—clothing the 
entity Thou, 

Medium whence that entity strives for the 
Not-Thou beyond it, 

Fire elemental, free, frame unencumbered, 
the All,— 

Never so baffled but—when, on the verge of 
an alien existence. 

Heartened to press, by pangs burst to the 
infinite Pure, 

Nothing is reached but the ancient weakness 
still that arrests strength, 

Circumambient still, still the poor human 
array, 

Pride and revenge and hate and cruelty—all 
it has burst through. 

Thought to escape,—fresh formed, found 
in the fashion it fled,— 

Never so baffled but—when Man pays the 
price of endeavour, 

Thunderstruck, downthrust, Tartaros* 
doomed to the wheel,— 

Then, ay, then, from the tears and sweat and 
blood of his torment, 

E*en from the triumph of Hell, up let him 
look and rejoice! 

What is the influence, high o’er Hell, that 
turns to a rapture 

Pain—and despair’s murk mists blends in a 
rainbow of hope ? 

What is beyond the obstruction, stage by stagP 
tho* it baflle ? 

Back must I &1I, confess ** Ever the weak¬ 
ness I fled ” ? 

No, ^r beyond, far, far is a Purity all- 
unobstructed i 

Zeus was Zeus^not Man: wrecked liy his 
weakness, I whirl. 

f&Ut of the wreck I rise—past Zeus to the 
Potency o'er him I 

I-rHto Itave hailed Mm my friend I I—to 
clasped her—my love I 


Pallid birth of my pain,—where %ht, where 
light is, aspiring 

Thither I rise, whilst thou—Zeus, keep *he 
godship and smk! 


JOCIIANAN IIAKKADOSH. 

[Rabbi Yehudah Hannasi, otherwise Joch- 
anan (John) Hakkadosh, was born m the 
second Christian century. Hakkadosh means 
holy.] 

‘*This» now, this other story makes amends 
And justifies our Mislma,” quoth the Jew 
Aforesaid. “ Tell it, learnedest of friends ’ ” 


A certain morn broke beautiful and ]>lae 
O’er Schiphar ^ city, bringing joy and mirth, 
—So had ye deemed ; while the reverse was 
true, 

Since one small house there gave a sorrow fiirth 
In such black sort that, to each faithful eye, 
Midnight, not morning settled on the earth. 

How else, when it grew certain thou wouldst 
die 

Our much-enlightened master, Israel’s prop, 
Eximious Jothanan Ben Sabbathai?® 

Old, yea but, undiminished of a drop, 

The vital essence pulsed through heart and 
brain; 

Time left unsickled yet the plenteous crop 

On poll and chin and cheek, whereof a skein 
Handmaids might weave—hairs silk-soft, 
silver-white, 

Such as the wool-plant’s; none the less in vain 

Had Physic striven her best against the spite 
Of fell disease ; the Rabbi must succumb; 
And, round the couch whereon in piteous 
plight 

1 Perhaps Sheeraa. 

^ Frobaoly on imaginary Rabbi 
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He lay sclK)lars,-^jtwe-struck, dumb 

Hm^l^bout the night-watch,*—roused them 
selves and spoke 

One to the other i ‘ * Ere death’s touch benumb 

** His active sense,—while yet ’neath Reason’s 
yoke 

Obedient toils his tongue,—befits we claim 
The Ihnt of long experience, bid this oak 

** Shed us an acorn which may, all the same, 
Grow to a temple pillar,—dear that day ’— 
When Israel’s scattered seed finds place and 
name 

' ‘ Among the envious nations. Lamp us, pray, 
Thou the Enlightener ’ Partest hence in peace ? 
Hailest without regret—much less, dismay— 

** The hour of thine approximate release 
From fleshly bondage soul hath found ob 
struct? 

Calmly envisagest the sure increase 

“Of knowledge? Eden’s tree must hold 
unplucked 

Some apple, sure, has never tned thy tooth, 
jmey with sapience thou hast sought, not 
sucked ? 

*‘Say, does age acquiesce m vanished youth? 
Still towers thy purity aliove—as erst— 

Our pleasant follies ? Be thy last word- 
truth ! ” j 

The Rabbi groaned ; then, grimly, “Last as 
first 

The truth speak I—in lioyhood who began 
Striving to live an angel, and, amerced 

“For such presumption, die now hardly man. 
What have I proved of life? To live, indeed, 
TIuM^kxiuch I learned: but here hesjoebanan 

luckless than stood David when, to 
Speed 

Hb%btfaigwith the Philistine, they brought 
Suiil*# harness forth i whereat, ‘Alack, I need 


“ ‘ Armour to arm me, but have never fought 
With sword and spear, nor toed to manage 
shield, 

Proving arms’ use, as well-trained warnor 
ought. 

“ * Only a slmg and pebbles can I wield ! ’ 

So he • while I, contranwise, ‘ No trick 
Of weapon helpful on the battle-field 

“ ‘Comes unfamiliar to my theonc: 

But, bid me put in practice what I know, 
(ii\e me a sword—it stings like Moses’stick, 

“ ‘ A serpent I let drop apace.’ E’en so, 

I,—able to comport me at each stage 
Of human life as never here below 

“Man played his part,— since mine the 
heritage 

Of wisdom carried to that perfect pitch, 

Ve nghtly praise,—I, therefore, who, thus 
sage, 

“Could sure act man triumphantly, ennch 
Life’s annals with example how 1 played 
l>over, Bard, Soldier, Statist,—(all of which 

“ Parts m presentment failing, cnes invade 
The world’s ear—‘ Ah, the Past, the pearl 
gift thrown 

To hogs, time’s opportunit> we made 

“ ‘ So light of, only recognized nhen flown ‘ 
Had we been wise!’)—m fine, I-wise 
enough,— 

What profit brings me wisdom never shown 

“Just when its showing would from each 
rebuff 

Shelter w^eak virtue, threaten back to bounds 
Encroaching \ice, tread smooth each track 
too rough 

“ For youth’s unsteady footstep, climb the 
rounds 

Of life’s long ladder, one by slippery one, 
Yctmakenostumbk? Me hard fote oonfouuds 

a s 


same crowd of waders• I, oatnin 
( Bjr |M?omising to teach another cry 
, 0f more hilarious mood than theirs, the sun 

I look my last at is insulted by. 

What cry,—ye ask? Give ear on every side! 

Witness yon Lover! ‘How entrapped am I! 

“ ‘ Methought, because a virgin’s rosedip 
vied 

With ripe Khubbezleh’s,^ needs must beauty 
mate 

With meekness and discretion in a bride : 

‘ Bride she became to me who wail-—too 
late— 

1 hvedP That’s one cry. ‘Mind’s 
my gift: 

1 might have loaded me with lore, full weight 

“ * Pressed down and running over at each 
rift 

O* the brain-bag where the famished clung 
and fed. 

I filled it with what rubbish!—would not sift 

“ ‘ The wheat from chaff, sound grain from 

■ musty—shed 

Poison abroad as oft as nutriment— 

And sighir^ say but as my fellows said, 

“ ‘ Unwise / learned! ’ That’s two. ‘ In 
dwarf’s-play spent 

Was giant’s prowess: warrior all unversed 

In war’s right waging, I struck brand, was 
lent ^ 

“ ‘tor steel’s fit service, on mere atone -and 
. cursed 

Alike the shocked limb and the shivered steel, 

Seeing too. late the blade’s true use which erst 

‘How was I blind to 1 My cry swells the 
peal— 

I Tliat’s three: But 

wherefore waste 

B^th on the wailings longer ? Why reveal 



A root of bitterness whereof the taste 
Is noisome to Humanity at large? 

First we get Power, but Power absurdly placed 

“ In Folly’s keeping, who resigns her charge 
To Wisdom when all Power grows nothing 
worth : 

Bones marrowless are mocked with helm and 
targe 

“ When, like your Master’s, soon below the 
earth 

With worms shall warfare only be. Fare¬ 
well, 

Children ! I die a failure since my birth 1 ” 

“ Not so I ” arose a protest as, pell-mell, 
They pattered from his chamber to the 
street, 

Bent on a last resource. Our Targums ® tell 

That such resource there is. Put case, there 
meet 

The Nine Points of Perfection — rarest 
chance— 

: Within some saintly teacher whom the fleet 

Years, in their blind implacable advance, 
O’ertake l)efore fit teaching lx)rn of these 
Have magnified his scholars’ countenance,— 

If haply folk compassionating please 
To render up—according to his store, 
hlach one—a portion of the life he sees 

Hardly worth saving when ’tis set before 
Earth’s benefit should the Saint, Hakka- 
dosh, 

Favoured thereby, attain to foil fourscore— 

If such contribute (Scoffer, spare thy 
“Boshl”) 

A year, a month, a day, an hour—to eke 
Life out,—in him away the gift shall wash 

* Chaldean versions of the Old Testament 
developed out of the oral translations and 
paraphrases of the Scriptures read in the syna¬ 
gogues of the Jews. 
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TImt of ill-spent time recorded, streak 
The twilight of the so-assisted sage 
With a new sunrise: truth, though strange 
to speak! 

Quick to the doorway, then, where youth and 
age, 

All Israel, thronging, waited for the last 
News of the loved one. “’Tis the final 
stage: 

“ Art’s utmost done, the Rabbi’s feet tread fast 
The way of all fiesh I ’’ So announced that apt 
Olive-branch I'saddik : ^ Yet, O Brethren, 
cast 

“No eye to earthward ! Look where heaven 
has clapped 

Morning’s extinguisher—yon ray-shot robe 
Of sun-threads—on the constellation mapped 

“ And mentioned by our Elders,—yea, from 
Job 

Down to Satam,—as figuring forth—what? 
Perpend a mystery ! Ye call it Dafi — 

“ ‘ The Bear’: I trow, a wiser name than that 
Were ^isr/i —‘The Bier’;‘^ a corpse those 
four stars hold, 

Which—are not those Three Daughters weep- 
ing at, 

“ Banoth ? I judge so : list while I unfold 
The reason. As in twice twelve hours this Bier 
Goes and returns, alxiut the East-cone rolled, 

“ So may a setting luminary here 
Be rescued from extinction, rolled anew 
Upon its track of lalx)ur, strong and clear, 

“ About the Pole—that Salem, every Jew 
Helps to build up when thus he saves some Saint 
Ordained its architect. Ye grasp the clue 

^ A fanciful name. 

® The Jews called the constellation Kromet- 
rus, or the “Great Bear; “ the Bier and the tail 
stars of the Bear they called the Three Daughters, 
Banoth means daughters. 


“ To all ye seek ? The Rabbi’s lamp^fiatne 
feint 

Sinks: would ye raise it? Lend then life 
from yours. 

Spare each his oil-drop! Do I need acquaint 

“The Chosen how self-sacrifice ensures 
Ten-fold requital?—urge ye emulate 
The fame of those Old Just Ones death pro¬ 
cures 

“Such praise for, that’tis nowmen’ssoledebate 
Which of the Ten, who volunteered at Rome 
To die for glory to our Race, was great 

“ Beyond his fellows? Was it thou—the comb 
Of iron carded, flesh from l)one, away, 

While thy lips sputtered thro’ their bloody foam 

“ Without a stoppage (O brave Akiba !) ® 

‘ Hear, Israel, our Lord God is One ’ ? Or thou, 
Jischat) ?—who smiledst, burning, since there 
lay, 

“ Burning along with thee, our I^w ! I trow, 
Such martyrdom might tax flesh to afford : 
While that for which I make petition now, 

“Towhat amounts it? Youngster, wilt thou 
hoard 

Each minute of longyears thou look’st to spend 
In dalliance with thy spouse ? Hast thou so 
soared, 

“ Singer of songs, all out of sight of friend 
And teacher, Warbling like a woodland lard, 
There’s left no Selah, ’twixt two psalms, to 
lend 

* Rabbi Akiba was a Jewish teacher, who 
had much to do with the great collection of 
Rabbinical discussions on the law of Moses 
known as the Mt^hnah. The comments on 
the Mishnah are called Gemara, and both to¬ 
gether make up the Talmud, Akiba took 
part in the famous rebellion against Rome led 
bv Barcocheba A i>. 132 - 135 , who was believed 
to be the Messiali. 'Fhe rebellion failed, and 
I Akiba IS said to have been scraped to death 
I with an iron comb. 
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Hioili averred 

lfe» bwi to plaut cmr lion-flag 

Once «aore on Zion*s mount,—-doth, all- 
iinheard, 

** My pleading fidl to move thee ? Toss some 
rag 

&(hall staunch our wound, some minute never 
missed 

Frcun swordsman’s lustihood like thine! 
Wilt lag 

** In liberal bestowment, show close fist 

When open palm we look for,—^thoit, wide- 
known 

For statecraft ? whom, ’tis said, an if thou list, 

“The Shah himself would seat beside his 
throne, 

So valued were advice from thee ”... But 
here 

He slopped short: such a hubbub! Not alone 

From those addressed, but, far as well as 
near, 

The crowd broke into clamour; “ Mine, mine, 
mine— 

Lop from my life the excrescence, never fear» 

“At me thou lookedst, markedst me I Assign 

To me that privilege of granting life— 

Mine, mine 1 ” Then he; “Be patient! I 
combine 

** The needful portions only, wage no strife 

With Nature’s law nor seek to lengthen oJ^ 

The Babbles day unduly. ’Tis the knife 


“This judgment. Of mt worthies, ncme 
tanks high 

As Perida ^ who kept the flimous school s 

None rivalled him in patience: none I For 
why? 

“ In lectunng it was his constant rule, 

Whatever he expounded, to repeat 

—Ay, and keep on repeating, lest some fool 

“Should fitil to understand him fully— 
ffeat 

Unparalleled, Uzzean ! *)—do ye mark ?— 

Five hundred times I So might he entrance 
beat 

“ For knowledge into howsoever dark 

And dense the brain-pan. Yet it happed, at 
close 

Of one especial lecture, not one spark 

“Of light was found to have illumed the 
rows 

Of pupils round their pedagogue. ‘What, 
still 

Impenetrable to me ? Then—here goes! ’ 

“ And for a second time he sets the rill 

Of knowledge running, and five hundred 
times 

More re-repeats the matter—and gains nii 

“Out broke a voice from heaven; ‘Thy 
patience climbs 

Even thus high. Choose ! Wilt thou, rather, 
quick 

Ascend to bliss—or, since thy real sublimes 


“I stop,—would cut its fhread too short. 

As tuu^gl'belps life last flie proper term, 

5 Oj^pmted Fourscore,—that I crave and 


^ 4, toc^prolofiged existence* Let the worm 
i 3 ge at fk season to the Imtterfl^ 

I bere a story strikes me, to confrmt 



“ ‘ Such drudgery, will thy back still bear its 
crick, 

Bent o’er thy class,—thy voice drone spite of 
drouth,— 

Five hundred years more at thy desk wilt 
stick ? ’ 

1 A Jewish teacher famous for his patience* 

® Job 
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feeaven with me!’ was in the good 
man’s month. 

When all his scholars,—cruel-kind were 
they!— 

Stopped utterance, from East, West, North 
and South, 

‘*JR«?nding the welkin with their shout of 
*Nay— 

No heaven as yet for our instructor ! Grant 
Five hundred years on earth for Perida! ’ 

** And so long did he keep instructing I Want 
Our Master no such misery ! I but take 
Three months of life marital. Ministrant 

“ Be thou of so much, Poet! Bold I make, 
Swordsman, with thy frank offer !—and con¬ 
clude. 

Statist, with thine ! One year,—ye will not 
shake 

** My purpose to accept no more. So rude ? 
The very boys and girls, forsooth, must press 
And proffer their addition? Thanks! Themood 

“ Is laudable, but I reject, no less. 

One month, week, day of life more. Leave 
my gown, 

Ye overlxild ones! Your life’s gift, you guess, 

‘ ‘ Were good as any ? Rudcsby, get thee down! 
Set my feet free, or fear my staff! Farewell, 
Seniors and saviours, sharers of renown 

“ With Jochanaii henceforward !” Straight¬ 
way fell 

Sleep on the sufferer ; who awoke in health, 
Hale everyway, so potent was the spell. 


O the rare Spring-time! Who is he by stealth 
Af^roaches Jochanan?^—embowered that sits 
Under his vine and figtree mid the wealth 

Qf gaiden-sights and sounds, since intermits 
Never the turtle’s coo, nor stays nor stints 
The rc^ her smell In homage that befits 


The musing Master, Tsaddik, see, iniprmts 
A kiss on the extended foot, low bends 
Forehead to earth, then, all-obseqmous, hints 

“What if it should be time? A period 
ends— 

That of the Lover’s gift—his quarter-year 
Of lustihood; ’tis just thou make amends^ 

“ Return that loan with usury : so, here 
Come I, of thy Disciples delegate. 

Claiming our lesson from thee. Make appear 

“ Thy profit from experience ! Plainly state 
How men should Love! ” Thus he : and to 
him thus 

The Rabbi: “Love, ye call it?—rather, Hate! 

“What wouldst thou? Is it needftil I dis¬ 
cuss 

Wherefore new sweet wine, poured in bottles 
caked 

With old strong wine’s deposit, offers us 

‘ ‘ Spoilt liquor we recoil fi om, thirst-unslaked? 
Like earth-smoke from a crevice, out there 
wound 

languors and yearnings: not a sense but 
ached 

“Weighed on by fencied form and feature, 
sound 

Of silver word and sight of sunny smile : 

; No beckoning of a flower-branch, no profound 

“ Purple of noon-oppression, no light wile 
O’ the West wind, but transformed itself till 
—brief— 

Before me stood the phantasy ye style 

“ Youth’s love, the joy that shall not come 
to grief, 

I Born to endure, eternal, unimpaired 
By custom the accloyer, time the thief. 

“ Had Age’s hard cold knowledge only spared 
That ignorance of Youth! But now thedream, 

I Fresh as from Paradise, alighting fored 


JOCOSERIA 


** |%eoii, lindwig what wy seem 

iJar treat’s sale hollow hol4s a snake inside 
C#ted to endas^ her. See, Eve stands 
supreme 

** In yonth and beauty ! Take her for thy 
bdde! 

What Youth deemed crystal, Age finds out 
was dew 

Mom set a-sparkle, but which noon qtiick 
dried 

“ While Youth bent gazing at its red and bhie 
Supposed perennial,—^never dreamed the sun 
Which kindled the display would quench it 
too. 

** Graces of shape and colour—everyone 
With its appointed period of decay 
When ripe to purpose I ‘ Still, these dead 
and done, 

* Survives the woman-nature—the soft sway 
Of undefinable omnipotence 
O’er our strong male-stuff, we of Adam’s clay.* 

** Ay, if my physics taught not why and whence 
The attraction ! Am I like the simple steer 
Who, from his pasture lured mside the fence 

Where yoke and goad await him, holds 
that mere 

Kindliness prompts extension of the hand 
Hcdlowed fer barley, whidi drew near and 
near 

“ His nose—in proof that, of the homed baS, 
The fermer best affected him ? Beside, 
Steer, mnee his calfhood, got to understand 

** Farmeoi^ many in the world so wide 
Were reaioy with a handful just as choice 
OrchoiCer—^mabeand cummin, treats untried. 

** SWl I wed wife, and all my days rejoice 
peacock? ’Lasme, round I look, 
Wkh me ^sou wouldst have blamed 


‘ Like hers that dmly deafens like a rodk: 
T am the pheemx ! ’—‘ I, the lark, the dove^ 
—The owl,’ for aught knows he who blindly 
took 

“Peacock for partner, while the vale, the 
grove. 

The plain held bird-mates m abundance. 
There! 

Youth, try fresh capture! Age has found 
out Love 

“ Long ago. War seems better worth man’s 
care. 

But leave me ! Disappomtment finds a balm 
Haply in slumber.” “This first step o’ the 
stair 

“To knowledge fails me, but the victor’s palm 
Lies on the next to tempt him overleap 
A stumbling-block. Experienced, gather 
calm, 

“Thou excellence of Judah, cured by sleep 
Which ushers in the Wamor, to replace 
The Lover ! At due season I shall reap 

‘ ‘ Fnut of my planting 1 ” So, with lengthened 
face. 

Departed Tsaddik; and three moons more 
waxed 

And waned, and not until the Summer-space 

Waned likewise, any second visit taxed 
The Rabbi’s patience But at three months’ 
end, 

Behold, supine beneath a rock, relaxed 

The sage lay musing till the noon should 
spend 

Its ardour. Up comes Tsaddik, who but he, 
With “ Master, may I warn thee, ik» offend, 

“That time comes round again? Wclook 
to see 

Sprout from the old branch—not the young¬ 
ling twig— 

But fruit of sycamine: deliver me, 
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‘‘To share among my fellows, some plump 
fig, 

Juicy as seedy ! That same man of war, 
Who, with a scantling of his store, made big 

** Thy starveling nature, caused thee, safe 
from scar, ^ 

To share his gains by long acquaintanceship 
With bump and bruise and all the knocks 
that are 

“ Of battle dowry,—he bids loose thy lip, 
Explain the good of battle ! Since thou 
know’st 

Let us know likewise! Fast the moments slip, 

“More need that we improve them!”— 
“ Ay, we boast, 

We warriors m our >outh, that with the sword 
Man goes the swiftliest to the uttermost— 

“Takes the straight way thro’ lands yet un¬ 
explored 

To absolute Right and Good,—may so obtain 
Clod’s glory and man’s weal too long ignored, 

“Too late attained by preachments all in 
vain— 

The passive process. Knots gel tangled worse 
By toying with ; does cut cord close again ? 

“ Moreover there is blessing in the curse 
Peace-praisei'» call war. What so sure 
evolves 

All the capacities of soul, proves nurse 

“ Of that self-sacrifice in men which .solves 
The riddle— Wkei ein differs Mapi from beast? 
Foxes boast cleverness and courage wolves: 

“ Nowhere but in mankind is found the least 
Touch of an impulse * To our fellows—good 
P the highest!—not diminished but increased 

“ * By the condition plainly understood 
—Such good shall be attained at price of hurt 
r the highest to ourselves 1 * Fine sparks, 
that brood 


“ Confusedly in Man, *tis war bids*spurt 
Forth into fiame : as fares the meteor-mass, 
Whereof no particle but holds inert 

“ Some seed of light and heat, however crass 
The enclosure, yet avails not to discharge 
Its radiant birth before there come to pass 

“ Some push external,—strong to set at large 
Those dormant fire-seeds, whirl them in a 
trice 

Through heaven and light up earth from 
marge to marge: 

“Since force by motion makes—what erst 
was ice— 

Crash into fervency and so expire, 

Because some Djmn has hit on a device 

“ For proving the full prettiness of fire ! 

Ay, thus we prattle—young : but old—wby, 
first, 

Where’s that same Right and Good —(the 
wise inquire)— 

“ So absolute, it warrants the outburst 
Of blood, tears, all war’s woeful consequence, 
That comes of the fine flaring? Which 
plague cursed 

“The more your benefited Man—offence, 

Or what su ppressed the offender ? Say it did— 
Show us the evil cured by violence, 

“ Submission cures not also ! Lift the lid 
rrom the maturing cnicible, we find 
Its slow sure coaxing-out of virtue hid 

“ In that same meteor-mass, hath uncombined 
Those particles and, yielding for result 
Gold, not mere flame, by so much leaves 
behind 

“ The heroic product E’en the simple cult 
Of Edom’s ^ children wisely bids them turn 
Cheek to the smiter with ‘ Sk Jesus mdt.' 

1 Stands for the Gentile in Jewish phraseology 
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!'* 'tiy «®cMe death ’we «am 

V';y, ^nd ittitify.a wimt to wage't 

'?;.;:-''?i^ |■•^were wt only able to discern 

“ Eii^tly how to reach and catch and cage 
Him oi% and no innocent beside 1 
Whereas the folk whereon war wreaks its rage 

*—Ho'w shared they his ill-doing ? Far and 
, 'wide 

The victims of our warfare strew the plain, 
Ten tbotisand dead, whereof not one but died 

** In faith that vassals owed their suzerain 
lafo: therefore each paid tribute,—honest 
soul,— 

To that same R%ht and Good ourselves are 
foin 

“ To call exclusively our end. From bole 
{Since ye accept in me a sycamine) 

Pluck, eat, digest a fable—yea, the sole 

Fig I afford you I ‘ Dost thou dwarf mv 
vine?* 

(So did a certain husbandman address 
The tree which foced his field), ‘Receive 
condign 


“ * Punishment, prompt removal by the stress 
Of axe I forthwith lay unto thy root! * 

Xxwig did he hack and hew, the root no less 

As long defied him, for its tough strings 
shoot 

As deep down as the boughs above aspire w 
AJU that he did was—shake to the tree’s foa 

Leafage and fhutage, things we most require 
Fmr and refreshment ; which good 

‘ ' ■ deed 

Tliorotighly irnie, behold the axe-hafr tires 

h«nd» and he deristing leaves unfreed 
Tlie vine he hacked and he#ed for. Comes 

0 m i^uml mghP$ work, uhd there’s little 

' ■ 'i" 




^ hewii^j H the^eeVaghbstT 
Perished it starves, black death from tbpmbst 
bough 

To forthest-reaching fibre ! Shall I boast 

My rough work,—warfare,—helped more ? 

, Loving, now— , 

That, by comparison, seems wiser, since 
The loving fool was able to avow 

“ He could effect his purpose, just evince 
Love’s willingness,—once Vare of what she 
lacked, 

Hisloved one,—to go work for tliat, nor wince 

“At self-expenditure : he neither hacked 
Nor hewed, but when the lady of his field 
Required defence because the sun attacked, 

“ He, foiling to obUin a fitter shield, 

Would interpose his body, and so blaze, 

Blest in the burning. Ah, were mine to wield 

“ The intellectual weapon—^poet-lays,— 

How preferably had I sung one song 
Which ... but my sadness sinks me; go 
your ways 1 


I sleep out disappointment,” “Come 
along, 

Never lose heart! There’s still as much again 
Of our beslowment left to right the wrong 

“ Done by its earlier moiety—explain 
Wherefore, who may I The Poet’s mood 
comes next. 

Was he not wishful the poetic vein 

Should pulse within him ? Jochanan, thou 
reck’st 

Little of what a generous flood shall soon 

Float thy dogged spirit free and unperplexed 

“ Above dry dubitalion I Song’s the boon 
Shall make amends for my untoward mis¬ 
take 

That |o8h«a-Iike thou eouldst bid wm and 
'' m^ooii — 
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** and Ifover,—wfakh for most men 

tnake 

All they descry in heaven,—stand both stock¬ 
still 

And lend assistance. Poet shalt thou wake! ” 

Autumn brings Tsaddik. Ay, there speeds 
tlm rill 

Loaded with leaves: a scowling sky, beside: 

The wind makes olive-trees up yonder hill 

“Whiten and shudder—symptoms far and 
wide 

Of gleaning-time’s approach ; and glean good 
store 

May I presume to trust we shall, thou tried 

* ‘ And ripe experimenter! Three months more 

Have ministered to growth of Song: that graft 

Into thy sterile stock has found at core 

“Moisture, I warrant, hitherto unquaffed 

By boughs, however florid, wanting sap 

Of prose-experience which provides the 
draught 

“Which song-sprouts, wanting, wither : vain 
we lap 

A youngling stem all green and immature : 

Experience must secret the stuff, our hap 

“ Will lie to quench Man’s thirst with, glad 
and sure 

That lancy wells up through corrective fact: 

Missing which test of truth, though flowers 
allure 

“The goodman’s eye with promise, soon the 
pact 

Is broken, and ’tis flowers,—mere words,— 
he finds 

When things,—that’s fruit,—he looked for. 
Well, once cracked 

“The nut, how glad my tooth the kernel 
grinds I 

Song may henceforth boast substance! There¬ 
fore, hail 

Piro^r and poet, perfect in both kinds! 


i0 

“Thou from whose eye hath dropped the 
envious scale ^ 

Which hides the truth of things and substitutes 
Deceptive show, unaided optics fail 

“To transpierce,—hast entrusted to the 
lute’s 

Soft but sure guardianship some unrevealed 
Secret shall lift mankind above the brutes 

“As only knowledge can?” “A fount un¬ 
sealed ” 

(Sighed Jochanan) “should seek the heaven 
in leaps 

To die in dew-gems—not find death, con¬ 
gealed 

“ By contact with the cavern’s nether deeps, 
Earth’s secretest foundation wheic, enswathed 
In dark and fear, pnm^val mystery sleeps— 

“ Petrific fount wherein my ftincies Imthcd 
And straight turned ice. My dreams of g<x)d 
and fair 

In soaring upwards had dissolved, unscathed 

“ By any influence of the kindly air, 

Singing, as each took flight, The Future — 
that’s 

Our destination, mists turn rainbows there, 

“ Which sink to fog, confounded in the fiats 
O’ the Piesent ! Day’s the song-time for the 
lark, 

Night for her music boasts but owls and bats. 

“And what’s the Past but night—the deep 
and dark 

Ice-spring I speak of, corpse-thicked with its 
drowned 

Dead fancies which no sooner touched the 
mark 

“ They aimed at—fact—than all at once they 
found 

Their film-wings freeze, henceforth unfit to 
reach 

And roll in aether, revel—robed and crowned 
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cmiftned % iilsdidofi ni dfid 

^ ©(icii--* 

^vereign and absolute and ultimate I 
Up with tbein, skywatd, Youth, ere Age 
ittipeadt 

“ Tliy least of promises to re-instate 
Adam in Eden! Sii^ on, ever sing, 

Chirp till thou burst!—the fool dcada^s fote, 

Who holds that after Summer next comes 
Spring, 

Than Summer’s self sun-wanned, spice- 
scented more. 

Fating was belter! There, no fency-fong 

* ‘ Pitchesyou past the point was reached of yore 
By Sampsons, Abners, Joabs, Judases, 

The nnghty men of valour who, before 

** Our little day, did aonders none process 
To doubt were table and not fticl, so trust 
By foncy-ftights to emulate much less. 

** Were I a Statesman, now I Why, that 
were just 

To pinnacle my soul, mankind above, 

A^top the universe: no vulgar lust 

** To gratify—fome, greed, at this remove 
ILook^ down upon so for—or overl<x»ked 
Solaigelyt rather—that mine eye should rove 

“ World-wide and rummage earth, the many 
Hooked, 

Yet ftnd no unit of the human dock % 
Caught straying but straight comes back 
hooked and crorAted 

% the shepherd who, from out his 
stode 

iQf aids proceeds to treat each ailing fleece, 
Hmse sttoftlate to growth, curtail and dock 

fokMiimor exx:resc^ with 

gehMSB# 

ttfil, udih u|»<gfu|iy of the bristly pnfdh 


Steals oV the Statist,—while, in wit, a 
matcli 

ForshrewdAhithophel, in wisdom . . . well, 
Ills name escapes me—somebody, at watch 

** And ward, the fellow of Ahithophel 
In guidance of the Chosen ! at which 
word 

Eyes closed and fast asleep the Rabbi fell. 

Cold weather ! ** shivered Tsaddik. “ Yet 
the hoard 

Of the sagacious ant shows garnered grain, 
Ever abundant most when helds aftbrd 

** Least posture, and alike disgrace the plain 
Ldl tree and louly shrub. Tis so with us 
Mortals: our age stores wealth ye seek in 
vain 

While busy youth aills just what we discuss 
At leisure m the last da>s and the last 
Truly arc these for Jochanan, uhtmi thus 

** 1 make one more appeal to * Thine 
amassed 

Expenence, now or never, let esciipe 
S^>me jK>rtion of' For I perceive a^;hasl 

“ The end approaches, while they jeer and 
jape, 

These sons of Shimei: * [ustify )our Ixinst! 
What have ye gamed from Death by twelve 
months* rape ? * 

“ Statesman, what cure hast thou for—least 
and moiu— 

Po|xilaT grievances ? What mj«liruin, say, 
Will make the Rich and Poor, expertly dtxMsd, 

“ Forget disparity^ lad each go gay 
Tlial, with his bauble,—with his laiiden, this? 
Propose an alkahest slial! melt away 

Men’s krtiwer, show prompt analysis 
WMch is the metal, whtt^ die tnake^believa, 
So that m longer bram ihall frnd, gold 
iwiii 
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** Coinage ttficl omrency ? 
trieve 

precious moments, Master! ” Whereunto 
There snarls an “Ever laughing in thy sleeve, 

* ‘ Pert Tsacldik? Youth indeed sees plain a clue 
To gtiidc man where life’s wood is intricate: 
Ifow shall he fail tothrid its thickest through 

“When every oak-trunk takes the eye? 
Elate 

lie gws from lx)le to brushwood, plunging 
finds— 

Smothered in briars—that the small’s the 
great! 

“ All men are men : I would all minds were 
minds! 

Whereas ’tis just the many’s mindless mass 
That most needs helping: lal)ourcrsand hinds 

“ Wc legislate for—not the culuireti ckiss 
Which law niiikes for itself ni)r needs the whip! 
And britllc, —prcjjxir help for mule and ass, 

“ Did the brutes know * In vain our states¬ 
manship 

Strives at contenting the rough multitude : 
Still the ox cries ‘ ’Tis me thou shouldst eijuip 

“ * With equine trappings!* or, in humbler 
mcxrd, 

* Cribful of corn for me ? and, as for work— 
Adcx|Uatc rumination o’er my focni! ’ 

** liettcr remain a Poet! Needs it irk 
Such an one if light, kindled in his sphere, 
Fail to transfii»e the Mimim cold and murk 

“ Rotind about (loshen ? Though light dis¬ 
appear, 

Shut inside,—temjxrrary ignorance 
Got outside of, lo, light emerging dear 

Shows each astonished starcr the expanse 
Of heaven made bright with knowledge! 
That’s fhc way, 

The only way«»*-I tee it at a glance— 


“ To legidale for earth ! As poet. . - . Stay I 
What is ... I would that, . . were it. . . 

1 had l)een . . . 

O sudden change, as if my arid clay 

“ Burst into bloom !...’* “A change in¬ 
deed, I ween. 

And change the last! ” sighed Tsaddik as he 
kissed 

The closing eyelids. “Just as those serene 

“ Princes of Night apprised me 1 Our acquit 
Of life is spent, since comers only four 
Hath Aisch, and each in turn was made 
desist 

“ In passage riaind the Pole (O Mishna’s 
lore— 

Little it profits here !) by strenuous tag 
Of friends who eked out thus to full fourscore 

“The Rabbi’s years. I see each shoulder 
shrug ! 

[ What have wc gained ? Away the Bier may 
n>n ! 

To-morrow, when the Master’s grave is dug, 

“ In with his iKxiy I may pitch the scroll 
I hoped to glorify with, text and gloss. 

My Science of Nlan’s Life : one blank’s the 
whole ! 

“ Ix»ve, war, song, statesmanship—no gain, 
all loiss, 

The stars’ Ix.'stow'ment! We on our return 
To-morrow merely find—not gold but dross, 

“ The Ixdy not the soul. Come, firtends^ 
we leam 

At least thus much by our experiment— 
That—that . . , well, find what, whom k 
may concern ! ” 

But next day through the city rumours 
went 

Of a new jjcrsecution; so, they fled 
All Israel, each man,—this time,—firom his 
tent, 


«5» 


Make hat>te, re- 
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SllMiSrag, Isiuel ventured back again 
Soine tferec months after, to the cave they sped 


■'“The strife 'Within m^> -bred, tiis whole 
tent, 

This utter acquiescence in my past, 

Present and future life,—by whom was lent; 


Where lay the Sage,—^ reverential train! 
Tsaddifc first enters. “ What b this I view ? 
The Rabbi still alive ? No stars remain 

^ * Of Aisch to stop within their courses. True, 
I mind me, certain gamesome boys must urge 
Thek oierings on me: can it be—one threw 

life at him and it stuck ? There needs the 
scouige 

To teach that urchin manners! Prithee, grant 
Forgiveness if wfe pretermit thy dirge 

Just to exf^ain no friend was ministrant. 
This time, of life to thee! Some jackanapes, 
I gather, has presumed to foist his scant 

** Scurvy unripe existence—wilding grapes 
Grass-green and sorrel-sour—on that grand 
wine, 

Mighty as mellow, which, so fancy shapes 


The power to work this miracle at last,-^ 
Exceeds my guess. Though— i^mrance 
firmed 

By knowled^ sounds like paradox, I cast 

“Vainly about to tell you—fillier termed— 
Of calm struck by encountering opposites, 
Each nullifying either 1 Henceforth wormed 

“ From out my heart is every snake that bites 
The dove that else would brood there; doubt, 
which kills 

With hiss of ‘What if sorrows end delights?^ 

“Fear which stings ease with ‘Work the 
Master wills! * 

Experience which coils round and strangles 
quick 

Each hope with ‘ Ask the Past if hoping skills 


“May fitly image forth this life of thine 
Fed on the last low fettening lees—condensed 
Elixir, no milk-mildness of the vine t 


“ * To work accomplishment, or proves a trick 
Wiling thee to endeavour I Strive, fool, stop 
Nowise, so live, so die—that’s law! why kick 


“ Rightly with Tsaddik wert thou now in- 
cen^ 

Had he been witting of the mischief wrought 
When, for elixir, verjuice he dispensed! ” 


“‘Against the pricks?’ All out-wormed! 
Slumber, drop 

Thy films once more and veil the bliss within! 
Experience strangle hope ? Hope waves a-top 


And slowly woke,—like Shushan’s 
besought 

By over-curious handling to unloose 
The curtained secrecy wherein she thought 

Her captive bee, mid store of sweets to choose, 
Wmt4 Ml, ia goM paviUoaed lie mtemed, 
r & never,—irliose, O whose 


“ Her wings triumphant! Come what will, 
I win. 

Whoever loses! Every dream’s assured 
Of soberest fulfilment. Where’s a sin 

“Except in doubting that the light, which lured 
The unwaiy into darkness, meant no wrong 
Had f but marched on bold, nor paitsed 
Immured 


all eased 

? ' '**■ Maw 1**^ ap|ieaaed 

;r-. 



^ mi»u f should have fmsmed 
along 

My way henceforth rejoidng? Not the bofa 

watiwng'i v'';; 
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“ Which, at first toiich, troth, bnbble-Iihe, 

destroys,*— 

Kot the inan*s slow conviction * Vanity 
Of vanities—alike my griefe and joys! * 

•*Ice!—thawed (look up) each bird, each 
insect by— 

(Look round) by all the plants that break in 
bloom, 

(Look down) by every dead friend’s memory 

That smiles * Am I the dust within my 
tomb ? * 

Not either, but both these—amalgam rare— 
Mix in a product, not from Nature’s womb, 

“ But stuff which He the Operant—who shall 
dare 

Describe His operation ?—strikes alive 
And thaumiturgic. I nor know nor care 

‘‘How from this tohu-bohu'—hopes which! 
dive, 

And fears which soar—faith, ruined through 
and through 

By doubt, and doubt, faith treads to dust— 
revive 

“ In some surprising sort,—as see, they do!— 
Not merely foes no longer but fast friends. 
What does it mean unless—O strange and new 

“Discovery !- this life proves a wine-press— 
blends 

Evil and good, both fruits of Paradise, 

Into a novel drink which—who intends 

“To quaff, must bear a brain for ecstasies 
Attempered, not this all-inadequate 
Organ which, quivering within me, dies 

<<—Kay, lives!—what, how,—-too soon, or 
else too late— 

I was*-I am‘ He babblcth! ” Tsaddik 
mufited) 

“ O Thou Aluktgtity who canst re-iwstate 
:i Void and waste. 


“Truths in their primal clarity, confused 
By man’s perception, which is man’s and 
made 

To suit his service,—how, once disabused 

“ Of reason which sees light half shine half 
shade, 

Because of 6esh, the medium that adjusts 
Purity to his visuals, both an aid 

“ And hindrance,—how to eyes earth’s air 
encrusts, 

When purged and perfect to receive truth’s 
l)eam 

Pouring itself on the new sense it trusts 

“ With all its plenitude of power,—how seen 
The intricacies now, of shade and shine, 
f^ppugnant natures—Right and Wrong, we 
deem 

“ Irreconcilable? O eyes of mine, 

Freed now of imperfection, ye avail 
To see the whole sight, nor may uncombine 

“ Henceforth what, erst divided, caused you 
quail— 

So huge the chasm between the false and true, 
The dream and the reality ! All hail, 

“ Day of my soul’s deliverance —day the new, 
The never-ending! What though every 
shape 

Whereon I wreaked my yearning to pursue 

“ Even to success each semblance of escape 
From my own bounded self to some all-fair 
All-wise external fancy, proved a rape 

“ like that old giant’s, feigned of fools—on 
air, 

I Not solid flesh? JJow otherwise? To love— 
That lesson wRsio learn not here—but there— 

‘ ‘ On earth, not here 1 Tis there we leant,- 
there prove 

Our parts upon the stuff we needs mtislspoii, 
Striving at mastery, there bend above 
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** flue chy potsh«itJs» imny a year of j 
tc^ I 

Attests the potter tried his hand upon, 

Till sudden he arose, wiped free from soil 

^*His hand cried * So much for attempt—^anon 
Performance! Taught to mould the living 
vase. 

What matter the cracked pitchers dead and 
gone?’ 

“ Could I impart and could thy mind embrace 
The secret, Tsaddik ! ’* “ Secret none to 

me!” 

Quoth Tsaddik, as the glory on the face 

Of Jochanan was quenched. * ‘ The truth I see 
Of what that excellence of Judah wrote, 
Doughty Halaphta. This a case must be 

Wberdn, though the last breath have passed 
the throat, 

So that ‘ The man is dead ’ we may pronounce, 
¥et is the Ruach—(thus do we denote 

** The imparted Spirit)—in no haste to bounce 
From its entnisted Body,—some three days 
Lingers ere it relinquish to the pounce 

* ‘ Of hawk'Clawed Death his victim. Further 
says 

Halaphta, * Instances have been, and yet 
Again may be, when saints, whose earthly 
ways 

“ ‘ Tend to perfection, very nearly get 
To heaven while still on earth: and, as a fiiMj 
Interval shows where waters pure have met 

4 * # Waves brackish, in a mixture, sweet with 
brine, 

That’s neither sea nor river but a taste 
Of borii"--so meet the earthly and divine 

‘^‘And each is either/ Thus I hold him 
gmc&d-— 

Pyixig m earth, half inside and half om, 
Wh«^ hi Iweaven, who knows? My mind 


‘^Thy secret, Jochanan, how dare I doubt? 
Follow thy Ruach, let earth, all it can, 

Keep of the leavings !** Tbuswas brought about 

The sepulture of Rabbi Jochanan: 

Thou hast him,—smner-saint, live-dead, boy- 
man,— 

Schiphaz, on Bendimir, in FarzLstan! 


Note. — This story can have no l)etter 
authonty than that of the treatise, existing 
dispersedly in fragments of Rabbinical writing, 
Onn DOn from which I might 

have helped myself more liberally. Thus, instead 
of the simple reference to “ Moses’ stick,”—but 
what if I make amends by attempting three illus¬ 
trations, when some thirty might l>e composed 
on the same subject, eqimlly justifying that 
pithy proverb Dp R 7 ly rtTOD 

I. 

Moses the Meek was thirty cubits high, 

The sta!f he strode with—thirty cubits long * 
And when he leapt, so muscular and strong 
Was Moses that his leaping neared the sky 
By thirty cubits more we learn thereby 
He reached full ninety cubits—am I wrong‘d— 
When, m a fight slurred o’er by sacred song, 
With staff outstretched he took a leap to try 
The just dimensions of the giant Og 
And yet he barely touched — this marvel 
lacked 

Posterity to crown earth’s catalogue 
Of marvels—barely touched—to be exact— 
The giant’s ankle-bone, remained a frog 
That fam would match an ox m stature * 
fact t 

II. 

And this same fact has met with unbelief * 

How saith a certain traveller ? '' Young, t 
chanced 

To come upon an object—if thou canst, 
Guess me its name and nature! ’Twas, in brief, 
White, hard, round, hollow, of such length, m 
chief, 

—And this is what especially enhanced 
My wonder—that it seemed, as I advanced, 
Never to end. Bind up within thy sheaf 
Of marvels, this—Posterity! I walked 
From end to end,—four hours walkefi I, 
who go 

A goodly pace,*—and found—I have not baulked 
Thine expectation, Stranger? Ay or No? 
‘Twas but Og's tbigh«bonc, all the while, I 
stalked 

Alongside of: respect to Moses, though! *' 
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in. 

Og*s thijgfh-bone—if ye deem its measure strange, 

Myself can witness to much length of shank 

Even m birds. Upon a water’s bank 
Once halting, I was minded to exchange 
Noon heat for cool. Quoth I “On many a 
grange 

I have seen storks perch-^legs both long and 
lank; 

Yon stork’s must touch the bottom of this 
tank, 

Since on its top doth wet no plume derange 
Of the smooth breast i'll bathe there ’" ‘Do 
not so * ” 

Warned me a voice from heaven. “ A man 
let drop 

His axe into that shallow rivulet— 

As thou accountest—seventy years ago 
It fell and fell and still without a stop 

Keeps falling, nor has reached the bottom 
yet.” 


[A^c?/r —Dr Berdoe says the Hebrew m this 
note means—the first quotation. “Collection of 
Many Fables, and the second, “ Fiom Moses 
to Moses (Maimonides) there was never one' 
hke Moses.”] 


NEVER THE TIME AND THE 
PLACE 

Never the lime and the place 
And the loved one all together ’ 

This path—how soft to pace! 

This May—what magic weather ’ 

Where is the loved one’s face ? 

In a dream that loved one’s face meets 
mine, 

But the house is narrow, the place is bleak 
Where, outside, ram and wind combine 
With a furtive ear, if I strive to speak, 
With a hostile eye at my flushing cheek, 
With a malice that marks each word, each 
sign! 

O enemy sly and serpentine, 

Uncoil thee from the waking man! 

Do I hold the Past 
Thus firm and fast 
Yet 4nubt if the Future hold I can ? 

This path so soft to pace shall lead 
Thro’ the magic of May to herself indeed! 




Or narrow if needs the hoitse must be. 
Outside are the storms and strangers; we— 
Oh, close, safe, warm sleep I and she, 

—I and she! 


PAMBO. 

[Pambo was a monk <k the Desert in the 
time of St, Anthony, who, after learning 
the first verse of the 39th Psalm, refused to 
learn any more, saying that one was enough 
for him if he learnt it properly. The poem 
IS apparently based on a passage in Socrates’ 
“ Ecclesiastical History,” Book iv. c. j 8 . In 
Butler’s “Lives of the Saints” there is a 
glowing account of St. Pamlio.] 

Suppose that we part (work done, comes 
play) 

With a grave tale told in crambo 
— As our hearty sires were wont to say— 
Whereof the hero is Pambo ? 

Do you happen to know who Pambo was ? 

Nor I—but this much have heard of him i 
He cnteied one day a college-class, 

And asked—was it so absurd of him ?— 

“May PamlK) learn wisdom ere practise it? 

In wisdom I fam would ground me: 

Since wisdom is centred in Holy Writ, 

Some psalm to the purpose expound me!” 

“That psalm,” the Professor smiled, “shall be 
Untroubled by doubt which dirtieth 
Pellucid streams when an ass like thee 
Would drink there—the Nme-and-thirtieth. 

“ Verse first: / satW I will look to my 7 mys 
That I tvtth my tongue offend not 
How now? Why stare? Art struck in amaze? 
Stop, stay ! The smooth line hath an end 
knot! 

“ He’s gone!—disgusted my text should prove 
Too easy to need explaining? 

Had he waited, the blockhead might find I 
move 

To matter that pays remaining ! ” 
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wWs this? 

1 <>«i the restive sdiolar 

I hs4 Wven to Wisdom’s goal, I wis, 

But that he slipped the collar? 

What ? Arms crossedi brow bent, thought- 
immersed? 

A student indeed I Why scruple 
To own that the lesson proposed him first 
Sowee suited so apt a pupil? 

**Coi!ie back! From the beggarly elements 
To a more recondite issue 
We pass till we reach, at all events, 

Some point that may puzzle . . . Why 
♦ pish ’ you ?” 

Froih the ground looked piteous up the head: 

** Daily and nightly, Master, 

Your pupil plods thro’ that text you read. 
Yet gets on never the fiister. 


^*At the sdf-same stand^--MW old, th^ 
young! 

/ vifi/i iwk to mjf ways^wer^ doing 
As easy as saying I wM my Umpto 
Offend «a/—and ’scape pooh-poohing 

“ From sage and simple, doctor and 
dunce ? 

Ah, nowise 1 Still doubts so muddy 
The stream I would dnnk at once,-—but 
once! 

That—thus I resume my study ’ ” 

Brother, brother, I share the blame, 
Arcades snmus ambo ! 

Darkling, I keep my sunrise-aim, 

Lack not the critic’s flamlieau, 

And look to my waysy yet, much the 
same. 

Offend with my tongue —like Pambo J 
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FERISHTAH’S FANCIES. 

1884* 

[Ferishtah is the name of a Persian historian of the seventeenth century, but the poet 
has not done more than make use of the historian's name. There is no Persian poet 
called Ferishtah, and the stories are all inventions.] 


“ His genius was jocular, but, when disposed, 
he could lie very serious."—Article “Shake- 
spear,” Jeremy Collier’s Historical 
Dictionary, and edition, 170T. ! 

“You, Sir, I entertain you for one <f my 
Hundred ; only, I do not like the fashion of 
your garments : you will say they are Persian : 
but let them be changed."— King Lear, act 
iii. sc. 6. 

PROLOGUE. 

Pray, Reader, have you eaten ortolans 
Ever in Italy ? 

Recall how cooks there cook them : for my 
plan’s 

To—Lyre with Spit ally. 

They pluck the birds,—some dozen luscious 
lumps, 

Or more or fewer,— 

Then roast them, heads by beads and rumps 
by rumps, 

Stuck on a skewer. 

But first,—and here’s the point I fain would 
press,— 

Don’t think I’m tattling!— 

They interpose, to curb its lusciousness, 

—\^at, ’twixt each fading? 
hirst comes plain bread, crisp, brown, a 
toasted square: 

Then, a strong sage-leaf; 
fSo we find books with flowers dried here 
and there 

Lest leaf engage leaf,) 

First, food—then, piquancy—and last of all 
Follows the thirdling: 

'nirough wholesome hard, sharp soft, your 
tooth must bite 
iSre reach the birdling. 
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Now, were there only crust to crunch, you’d 
wince : 

Unpalatable ! 

Sage-leaf is bitter-pungent—so’s a quince : 
Eat each who’s able ! 

But through all three bite boldly—lo, the gust! 

Flavour—no fixture— 

Plies, permeating flesh and leaf and crust 
In fine admixture. 

So with your meal, my poem : masticate 
Sense, sight and song there! 

Digest these, and I praise your peptics’ state, 
Nothing found wrong there. 

Wlience springs my illustration who can tell? 

—The more surprising 
That here eggs, milk, cheese, fruit suffice so 
well 

For gormandizing. 

A fancy-freak by contrast born of thee, 
Delightful Gressoney! 

Who laughest “ Take what is, trust what 
may be ! ” 

That’s Life’s true lesson,—eh ? 

Maison Delapierre, 

Gressoney St. Jean, Val d’Aosta, 
September 12, 83. 


THE EAGLE. 

Dervish—( though yet un-dervished, call 
him so 

No less beforehand i while he drudged our way, 
Other his worldly name was; when he wrot^ 
Those versicles we Persians praise him for, 
—True fairy-work — Ferishtah grew his 
style)— 

2 t 
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Fedslutah walked tlie woods one eve, 
4 i|d iloted on a lx>ugk a raven’s nest 
Whereof each youngling gaped with callow 
beak 

Widened by want ; for way? beneath the tree 
Deadlay the mother-bird. “Apiteous chance! 
** How shall they ’scape destruction ? ” sighed 
the sage 

—Or sage about to be, though simple still. 
Hesponsive to which doubt, sudden there 
swooped 

An eagle downward, and behold he bore 
iOreat-hearted) in his talons flesh wherewith 
Hestayed their craving, then resoughi the sky, 
*‘Ah, foolish, foithless me!” the obsenw 
smiled, 

** Who toil and moil to eke out life, when lo 
Providence cares for every hungry mouth ^ ” 
Pb profit by which lesson, home went he, 
And certain days sat musing,—neither meat 
Nor drink would purchase by his handiwork. 
Then,—for his head swam and his limbs grew 
foint,— 

Sleep overtook the unwise one, whom in 
dream 

God thus admonished: ** Hast thou marked 
my deed ? 

Which part assigned by providence dost judge 
Was meant for man’s example ? Should he play 
The helpless weakling, or the helpful strength 
That captures prey and saves the perishing,? 
Sfoggard, arise; work, eat, then feed who 
kck!” 

Waking, “ I have ansen, work I will, 

Eat, and so following Wliich lacks fo^ the 
more, 

Body or soul m me ? I starve in soul; 

So may mankind: and since men congregate 
In towns, not woods,—to Ispahan forthwith! ” 


l^ound US the wlM creatures, overhead the trees, 
llmforfoot the moss«tiracks,-^hfc and love with 
these! 

I lo Utm' a fown-akin, thoist to dress in flowers; 
fong fone Summo-Aday, that greenwood 
ilkoroiirsl 


Hich-pavilioned, rather*—‘Still the workl wilh* 
out,— 

Inside—gold-roofed silk-walled silenoe round 
about i 

Queen it thou on purple,—I, at watch and ward 

Couched beneath the columns, gaze, thy slave, 
love’s guard! 

So, for us no world ? Let throngs press thee 
to me! 

Up and down amid men, heart by heart fare we! 

Welcome squahd vesture, harsh voice, hateful 
face I 

God is soul, souls 1 and thou with souls should 
souls have place. 


THE MELON SELLER 

Going his rounds one day in Ispahan,— 
Half-way on Dervishbocxi, not wholly there,— 
h erishtah, as he crossed a certain bndge, 
Came startled on a well rememlxjred face. 

* ‘Can it be? What, turned melon-seller—thou? 
Clad m such sordid garb, thy seat yon step 
Where dogs brush by thee and express con¬ 
tempt ? 

Methinks, thy heatl-gear is some scooped out 
gourd! 

Nay, sunk to slicing up, for readier sale, 

One fruit whereof the whole scarce feeds a 
swine ? 

Wastthou the Shah’s Prime Minister, m^n saw 
Ride on his right-hand while a trumpet blew 
And Persia bailed the Favounte? Yea, 
twelve years 

Are past, 1 judge, since that transcendency. 
And thou didst peculate and art abased j 
No less, twelve years since, thou didst hold 
in hand 

Persia, couldsthalveand quarter,mince its pulp 
As pleased thee, and distribute—melon-hkc— 
Portions to whoso played the parasite, 

Or suck—thyself—each juicy morsel. How 
Enormous thy abjection,—hell firom heaven, 
Made tenfold hell by contrast 1 Whisper i^t f 
Dost thou curse God for granting twelve 
Uim 

Only to prove tlds day’s thd direr lot?” 



SHAH ABBAS 


Wheieon the heggar msed a brow, once more 
Luminous and mipenal, from the ragis* 

“ hool, does thy folly think my foolishness 
Dwells rather on the fact that God appomts 
A day of woe to the unworthy one, j 

Than that the unworthy one, by God’s 
award, | 

Tasted joy twelve years long ? Or buy a slice. 
Or go to school ’ ” 

To school Ferishtah went, 
And, schooling ended, passed from Ispahan 
To Nishapur tliat Elburz looks alwve 
—Where they dig turquoise there kept school 
himself, 

The melon seller’s speech, his stock in trade 
Some say a certain Jew adduced the word 
Out of their book, it sounds so much the same, 
cp^n^KH riKO ^ap3 3itDn-nN 
.•73P3 ynn-riKI in Persun phrase, 

** Shall we receive good at the hand of God 
And evil not receive ? ” But great wits jump 

Wish no woid unspoken, want no look away! 
What if words were but mistake, and looks — 
too sudden say I 

Be unjust for once, Love ’ Bear ii—well I may > 

Do me justice always? Bid my heart—their 
shrine— 

Render back its store of gifts, old looks and 
words of thmi 

—Oh so all unjust—the less deserved, the 
more divine ? 


SHAH ABBAS 

Anyhow, once full Dervish, youngsters came 
To gather up his own words, ’neath a rock 
Or else a palm, by pleasant Nishapur 

Said someone, as ferishtah paused abrupt, 
Reading a certain passage from the roll 
Wherein is treated of Lord All’s Ufe s 
Master, explain this incongruity I 
When I dared question * It is beautiful, 

I# it true f answer was * In truth 


Lives beauty.’ 1 persisting—* Beauty—^es. 
In thy mind and m ray mmd, every mind 
That apprehends but outside—^so to speak— 
Did beauty live m deed as well as word, 

Was this hfe hved, was this death died—^not 
dreamed ? ’ 

* Many attested it for fact ’ saidst thou 

* Many ^ ’ but mark, Sir ^ Half as long ago 
\s such things were,—supposing that they 

were,— 

Keigned great Shah Abbas he too lived 
and died 

- How say they? Why, so strong of arm, 
of foot 

So swift, he stayed a lion in his leap 
On a stag’s haunch,—with one hand grasped 
the stag, 

With one struck down the lion yet, no 
less, 

Himself, that same day, feasting after sport, 
IVrceived a spider drop into his wine, 

1 et fall the flagon, died of simple fear 
So all say,—so dost thou say?” 

I ‘ * Wherefore not ? ” 

Fenshtah smiled “ though strange, the 
story stands 

(lear chronicled none tells it otherwise 
The fact’s eje witness liore the cup, beside ” 

“ And dost thou credit one cup bearer’s Ule, 
false, very like, and futile certainly, 

\ et hesitate to trust what many tongues 
Combine to testify was beautiful 
In deed as well as word? No fool’s report 
Of lion, stag and spider, but immense 
With meaning for mankind,—thy race,—thy 
self?” 

Whereto the Dervish ‘ ‘ f irst amend, my son, 
Thy faulty nomenclature, call belief 
Belief indeed, nor grace with such a name 
The easy acquiescence of mankind 
In matters nowise worth dispute, since Ufe 
Lasts merely the allotted moment. lo— 
That lion stag-and-spider tale leaves fixed 
The fact for us that somewhen Abbas reigned, 
Died, somehow slam,—a useful registry,— 
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Wi^ therefore we—^bcHeve’? Stand 

^waid, thou» 

My Yalcuh, son of Yusuf, son of Zal I 
I advertise thee that our liege, the Shah 
Happily regnant, hath become assured. 

By opportune discovery, that thy sires, 

Son by the hither upwards, track their line 
To—whom but that same bearer of the cup 
Whose inadvertency was chargeable 
With what therefrom ensued, disgust and 
death 

To Abbas Shah, the over-nice of soul? 
Whence he appoints thee,-^uch his clem¬ 
ency,— 

Not death, thy due, but just a double tax 
To pay, on thy {^articular bed of reeds 
Which ilower into the brush that makes a 
broom 

Fit to sweep ceilings clear of vermin. Sure, 
Thou dost believe the story nor dispute 
That punishment should signalize its truth ? 
Down therefore with some twelve dinars! 
Why start, 

—The stag’s way with the lion hard on 
haunch ? 

* Believe the story?’—how thy words throng 
fest!— 

‘Who saw this, heard this, said this, wrote 
down this, 

That and the other circumstance to prove 
So great a prodigy surprised the world ? 
Needs must thou prove me fable can be fact 
Or ere thou coax one f^ce from out my 
pouch i’” 

“ There we agree, Sir: neither of us knf^s, 
Neithor accepts that tale on evidence 
Worthy to warrant the large word—belief. 
Now I get near thee! Why didst pause 
abrupt. 

Disabled by emotion at a tale 

Might match—*be frank I-—for credibility 

The figment of the spader and the cup? 

^To wh, thy roll’s concorning All’s Kfe, 
Doevidenced--thine own word! Little lxx>ts 
With fiction ! When I read 
consider nf Tahmasp 

star his love. 


I weep like a cut vine-twig, though aware 
Zurah’s sad fiitc is fiction, since the snake 
He saw devour her,—how could such exist, 
Having nine heads ? No snake boasts more 
than three ! 

I weep, then laugh—both actions right alike. 
But thou, Ferishtah, sapiency confessed, 
When at the Day of Judgment God ^all ask 
‘ Didst thou lielieve?’—what wilt thou plead? 
Thy tears ? 

(Nay, they fell fast and stain the parchment 
still) 

What if thy tears meant love ? Love lacking 
ground 

—Belief,—avails thee as it would avail 
My own pretence to favour since, forsooth, 

I loved the lady—I, who needs must laugh 
To hear a snake boasts nine heads: they 
have three! ” 

“ Thanks for the well-timed help that’s born, 
behold, 

Out of thy words, my son,— belief and love 1 
Hast heard of Ishak son of Absal ? Ay, 

The very same we heard of, ten years since, 
Slain in the wars: he comes Imck safe and 
j sound,— 

Though twenty soldiers saw him die at 
Yezdt,— 

Just as a single mule-and-baggage boy 
Declared ’twas like he some day would,—^for 
why? 

The twenty soldiers lied, he saw him stout, 
Cured of all wounds at once by smear of salve, 
A Mubid’s manufacture : such the tale. 

Now, when his pair of sons were thus apprised 
Effect was twofold on them. ‘ Hail!’ crowed 
This: 

‘ Dearer the news than dayspring after night! 
The cure-reporting youngster warrants me 
Our father shall make glad our eyes once more, 
For whom, had outpoured life of mine sufficed 
To bring him bock, free broached were every 
vein 1 ’ 

‘ Avaunt, delusive tale-concoctcr, news 
Cruel os meteor simulating dawn I ’ 
Whimpeiedtheother: ‘Wk) believes this boy 
MmH dItbeEeve his twesuy setiiofs: m. 
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Retwn our l^thor shall not I Might my death 
Purdwsc his life, how promptly would the 
dole 

Be paid as due 1 ’ Well, ten years pass,—aha, 
Ishak is marching homeward,—doubts, not 
he, 

Are dead and done with t So, our townsfolk 
straight 

Must take on them to counsel. ‘Go thou 

Welcome thy lather, thou of ready feith ! 
Hide thee, contrariwise, thou faithless one, 
Expect paternal frowning, blame and blows! ’ 
So do our townsfolk counsel; dost demur ? 

“Ferishtah like those simpletons—at loss 
In what is {)lain as pikestaff? Pish! Suppose 
Tilt* trustful son had sighed ‘So much the 
worse ! 

Returning means—retaking heritage 
Enjoyed these ten years, who should say me 
nay?* 

How would such trust reward him ? Trust¬ 
lessness 

— O’ the other hand—were what procured 
most praise 

To him who judged return impossible, 

Yet hated heritage procured thereby. 

A fool were Ishak if he failed to prize 
Mere head’s work less than heart’s work : no 
fool he ! * 

“Is God less wise? Resume the roll!” 
They did. 


You groped your way across my room P the 
dear dark dead of night; 

At each fresh step a stumble was: but, once 
your lamp alight, 

Easy and plain you walked again: so soon all 
wrong grew right! 

What lay on floor to trip your foot? Each 
object, late awry, 

Looked fitly placed, nor proved offence to foot¬ 
ing free—for why? 

The lamp showed all, discordant late, grown 
symmetry. 


Be love your light and trust your guide, with 
these explore niy heart! 

No obstacle to trip you then, strike hands and 
souls apart! 

Since rooms and hearts are furnished so,—light 
shows you,—needs love start ? 


THE FAMILY. 

A CERTAIN neighbour lying sick to death, 
Ferishtah grieved beneath a palm-tree, whence 
I le rose at peace : whereat objected one 
Giularz our friend gasps in extremity. 

Sure, thou art ignorant how close at hand 
Death presses, or the cloud, which fouled so 
late 

Thy face, had deepened down not lightened 
off.” 

“ I judge there will be respite, for I prayed.” 

“Sir, let me understand, of charity! 
Yestereve, what was thine admonishment ? 

* All-wise, all-good, all-mighty—God is such !’ 
How then should man, the all-unworthy, dare 
Propose to set aside a thing ordained ? 

To pray means—substitute man’s will for 
God’s: 

Two best wills cannot be : by consequence, 
What is man ]x)und to but—assent, say I ? 
Rather to rapture of thanksgiving; since 
That which seems worst to man to God is l>est, 
So, l)ecausc God ordains it, l)est to man. 

Yet man — the foolish, weak and wicked— 
prays! 

Urges ‘ My best were better, didst Thou 
know’!” 

“ List to a tale. A worthy householder 
Of Shiraz had three sons, beside a spouse 
Whom, cutting gourds, a serpent bit, whereon 
The offended limb swelled black from foot to 
I fork. 

i The husband called in aid a leech renowned 
I World-wide, confessed the lord of surgery, 
Andbadehim dictate—who forth with declared 
‘ Sole remedy is amputation.’ Straight 
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tHe imkmi "IlKaa icaot^sr: be it 

Hk tbtae ^as he&rd their mother sentenced: 
‘Pause I’ 

Ombroke the elder: ‘ Be precipitate 
hibwtse, I pray thee! Take some gentler way, 
Thou sage of much resource 1 I will not doubt 
But science still may save foot, leg and thigh! ’ 
The next in age snapped petulant; ‘ Too rash 1 
Koreason for this maiming! What, Sir Ixech, 
OOr patent limps henceforward while we leap? 
Slmme on thee! Save the limb thou must 
and shalt I ’ 

* Shame on yourselves, ye bold ones! ’ fol¬ 

lowed up 

The l»i&k third brother, youngest, pertest loo: 

* The leech knows all things, we are ignorant; 
What he proposes, gratefully accept I 

For me, had I some unguent bound to heal 
Hurts in a twinkling, hardly would I dare 
Essay its virtue and so cross the sage 
By cure his skill pronounces folly. Quick < 
No waiting longer! There the patient lies • 
Out then with implements and operate < * 

“ Ah, the young devil! ” 

“ Why, his reason chimed 
Rig^t with the Hakim’s,” 

“ Hakim’s, ay—ljut chit’s? 
How ? what the skilled eye s^w and judged 
of weight 

To ovcrliear a heavy consequence. 

That— 4mll a sciolist affect to see ? 

AH he saw—that is, all such oaf should se# 
Was just the mother’s suffering.” 

“ In ray tale. 

Be Cod the Hakim: in the husband’s case, 
OaH ready acqtdescence—-aptitude 
Ai^ic^ undenrslanding swif| and sure: 

Cktl the first wise hihnanity, 

Slow to comye but duteous to adopt; 

In the second son—humanity, 

yet right-hearted, rash but 

the cackle of the broody our chit 


Who, apng wisdom oil beyond hJs yeai% 
Thinks to discard humanity itself i 
Fares like the beast which should affect to f!y 
Because a bird with wings may spurn the 
ground, 

So, missing heaven and losing earth—drops 
bow 

But hell-ward? No, be man and nothing 
more— 

Man who, as man conceiving, hopes and fear®, 
And craves and deprecates, and loves, and 
loathes, 

And bids God helphim, till death touch hiseyes 
And show God granted most, denying all.” 


Man I am and man would be, Love—merest 
man and nothing more. 

Hid me seem no other 1 Eagles bgast of pinions 
—let them soar * 

I may put foith angefs plumage, once un¬ 
manned, but not before 

Now on earth, to stand suffices,—nay, if kneel¬ 
ing serves, to kneel 

Here you front me, here I find the all of heaven 
that earth can feel 

Sense looks straight,—not o\ er, under,—perfect 
sees beyond appeal 

Good you are and wise, full circle what to me 
were more outside? 

Wiser wisdom, better goodness? Ah, such 
want the angel's wide 

Sense to take and hold and keep them \ Mine 
at least has never tried. 


THE SUN. 

“And what that bold man’s announce¬ 
ment be ”— 

Ferishtah questioned—“which so moved 
thine ire 

That thou didst curse, nay, cu€ and kick- 
in short, 

Confute the annotmcer? Wipe those dtop» 
away 

Which start afeesh upon thy fece ol mere 

Mention of Such enormity« now# i^eak i ” 




THE SUM 




**He not to say-^tfeou wArrantest, 

0 patient Sir* that ! unbkmed repeat 
Ahpminahk words which blister tongue ?) 
God once assumed on earth a human shape : 
(Lo, I have spitten I) Dared I ask the 
grace, 

Fain would I hear, of thy subtility, 

From out what hole in niaii^s corrupted heart 
Creeps such a maggot: fancies verminous 
Breed in the clots there, Ixit a monster born 
Of laride and folly like this pest—thyself 
Only canst trace to e^-shell it liath chipped.” 

The sun rode high. **Dunng our igno¬ 
rance ”— 

Began Ferishtah — folk esteemed as God 
Yon orb: for argument, suppose him so,— 
Be it the symbol, not the symbolized, 

I and thou safelicr take upon our lips. 
Accordingly, yon orb that we adore 
—What is he ? Author of all light and life : 
Such one must needs be somewhere; this 
is he. 

like what ? If I may trust my human eyes, 
A ball composed of spirit-fire, whence springs 
—What, from this ball, my arms could circle 
round ? 

All I enjoy on earth. By consequence. 
Inspiring me with—what ? Why, love and 
praise. 

I eat a palatable fig*—there’s love 
In little : who first planted what I pluck. 
Obtains my little praise, too ; more of both 
Keeps due pro|x>rtion with more cause for 
each: 

So, more and ever more, till most of all 
Completes experience, and the orb, descried 
Ultimate giver of all good, perforce 
Gathers unto himself all love, all praise, 

Is worshipped—which means loved and 
praised at height. 

Back to the first good: ’twas the gardener 
gave 

Occasion to my palate’s pleasure; grace, 
Plain on his part, demanded thanks on mine. 
Go up above ibis giver, - step by step, 

Gain a conception of what—(how and why. 
Matters not now)—occasioned him to give. 


Appointed him the gardener of the ground,—^ 

I mount by just pn^es^on slow and sure 
To some prime giver—^here assumed yon 
orb— 

Who takes my worship. Whom have I in 
mind, 

Thus worshipping, unless a man, my like 
Howe’er above me ? Man, I say—how else, 

I being man who worship ? Here’s my hand 
Lifts first a mustard-seed, then weight on 
weight 

Greater and ever greater, till at last 
It lifts a melon, I suppose, then stops— 

Hand-strength expended wholly • so, my love 
First lauds the gardener for the fig liis gift, 
Then, looking higher, loves and lauds still 
more, 

Who hires the ground, who owns the ground. 
Sheikh, Shah, 

On and away, away and ever on, 

Till, at the last, it loves and lauds the orb 
Ultimate cause of all to laud and love. 

Where is the break, the change of quality 
I In hand’s {xiwer, soul’s impulsion? Gift was 
I grace, 

The greatest as the smallest. Had I stopped 
Anywhere m the scale, stayed love and 
praise 

As so ftir only fit to follow gift, 

Saying ‘ I thanked the gardener for his fig, 
But now that, lo, the Shah has filled my purse 
With tomans which avail to purchase me 
A fig-tree forest, shall I pay the same 
With love and praise, the gardener’s proper 
fee?’ 

Justly would whoso bears a brain object 
‘ Giving is giving, gift claims gift’s retuni, 

Do thou thine own part, therefore: let the 
Shah 

Ask more from who has more to pay.’ Per¬ 
chance 

He gave me from his treasure less by much 
Than the soil’s servant: let that be 1 My part 
Is plain—to meet and match the gift and gift 
With love and love, with praise and praise, 
till l>oth 

Cry * All of us is thine, we can no more! * 
So shall I do man’s utmost—man to man 



tmismAifB tmam 


Wm m mt the Shah*s sttblime estate 
IM^erdf aihaloes, leaves him man the same, 
So tms^ 1 count that orb I call a fire 
(Keep to the language of our ignorance) 
Something that’s lire and more beside. Mere 
fire 

--Is it a force which, giving, knows it gives, 
And wherefore, so may look for love and 
praise 

From me, fire’s like so for, however less 
In all beside ? Pnme cause this fire shall be. 
Uncaused, all-causing; hence begin the gifts, 
Thither must go my love and praise—to what? 
Fire ? Symbol fitly serves the symbolked 
Herein,—that this same object of my thanks, 
Wfule to my mind nowise conceivable 
Except as mind no less than fire, refutes 
Next moment mind’s conception: fire is fire— 
While what 1 needs must thank, must needs 
include 

Ihirpose with power,—humanity like mine, 
Imagined, for the dear necessity, 

One moment in an object which the next 
Confesses unimaginable. Power! 

—What need of will, then ? nought opposes 
power: 

Why, purpose? any change must be for 
worse: 

And what occasion for beneficence 
When all that is, so is and so must be ? 

Best being best now, change were for the 
worse. 

Accordingly discard these qualities 
Proper to imperfection, take for type 
Mere fire, eject the man, retain the orb,— 
The perfect and, so, inconcmvable,— # 

And what remains to love and praise? A 
stone 

Fair-coloured proves a solace to my eye, 
Rolled by my longue brings moisture curing 
drouth, 

And struck by steel emits a useful spark: 
Shsdl I return it thanks, the insentient thing? 
Ife,-^man once, man for ever—man in soul 
As man in body: just as this can use 
Its ptcpr senses only, see and hear, 

or loathe according to its law 
atmther ciunttire’st-^Hsven so 


Man^s soul is moved by what, if it in turn 
Must move, is kindred soul: receiving good 
—Man’s way—must make man’s due acknow¬ 
ledgment, 

No other, even while he reasons out 
Plainly enough that, were the man unmanned, 
Made angel of, angelic every way, 

The love and praise that rightly seek and find 
Their man-like object now,—instructed more, 
Would go forth idly, air to emptiness. 

Our human flower, sun-ripened, proffers scent 
Though reason prove the sun lacks nose to 
feed 

On what himself made grateful: flower and 
man, 

Let each assume that scent and love alike 
Being once born, must needs have use ! 
Man’s part 

Is plain—to send love forth,—astray, perhaps: 
No matter, he has done his port.” 

“ Wherefrom 

What IS to follow—if I take thy sense— 

But that the sun—the inconceivable 
Confessed by man—comprises, all the same, 
Man’s every-day conception of himself— 

No less remaining unconceived I ” 

** Agreed”' 

“Yet thou, insisting on the right of man 
To feel as man, not otherwise,—man, bound 
By man’s conditions neither less nor more. 
Obliged to estimate as fair or foul, 

Right, wrong, good, evil, what man’s fticulty 
Adjudges such,—how canst thou,—plainly 
lx>und 

To take man’s truth for truth and only truth,— 
Dare to accept, in just one case, as truth 
Falsehood confessed? Flesh simulating fire— 
Our fellow-man whom we his fellows know 
For dust—instinct with fire unknowable! 
Where’s thy man-needed truth—its proof, nay 
print 

Of faintest passage on the tablets traced 
By man, termed knowledge ? 'Ti« conceded 
thee, 

We lack suda fancied union—fire with flesh t 





MIHRAB SHAH 


Bwt even so, to lack is. not to gain 
Out lack’s suppliance: where’s the trace of 
such 

Recorded ? ” 

I 

“What if such a tracing were? 
If some strange story stood,—whate’er its 
worth,— 

That the immensely yearned-for, once befell, 
—The sun was ftesh once? — (keep the 
figure I) ” 

“ How ? 

An union inconceivable was fact ? ” 

“Son, if the stranger have con\inced himself 
Pancy is fact—the sun, besides a fire, 

Holds earthly substance somehow fire per¬ 
vades 

And yet consumes not,—earth, he under¬ 
stands, 

With essence he remains a stranger to,— 
Fitlier thou saidst ‘ I stand appalled l)efore 
Conception unatlainabU‘ by me 
Who need it most ’—than this —‘What? Ixiast 
he holds 

Conviction wheie I see conviction’s need, 
Alas,—and nothing else? then what remains 
But that I straightway curse, cuff, kick the 
fool!”’ 


Fire is m the flint true, once a spark escapes, 
Fire forgets the kinship, soars till fancy shapes 
Some lucfitting cradle where tlie Ixabe had birth - 
Wholly heaven’s the product, unallied to earth. 
Splendours recognized as perfect in the stai 
In our flint their home was, housed as now they 
are. 


MIHRAB SHAH. 

Quoth an inquirer, “Praise the Merciful I 
My thumb which yesterday a scorpion 
nipi>ed— 

(It swelled and blackened)—lo, is sound 
again 1 

By application of a virtuous root 


% 

The burning has abated i that is well; 

But now methinks I have a mind to ask^— 
Since this discomfort came of culling herbs 
Nor meaning harm, —why needs a scorpion l>e? 
Yea, there began, from when my thumb last 
throbl^ed, 

Advance in question framing, till I asked 
Wherefore should any evil hap to man— 
From ache of flesh to agony of soul— 

Since God’s All-merry mates All-potency? 
Nay, why permits He evil to Himself— 
Man’s sin, accounted such ? Suppose a 
world 

Purged of all pain, with fit inhabitant— 

Man pure of evil in thought, word and deed— 
Were it not well? Then, wherefore other¬ 
wise? 

Too good result ? But He is wholly good! 
Hard to effect ? Ay, were He impotent! 
Teach me, Fenshtah! ” 

Said the DerviSi: “F'riend, 
My chance, escaped to-day, was worse than 
thine * 

I, as I woke this morning, raised my head, 
Which never tumbled but stuck fast on neck. 
Was not I glad and thankful ! ” 

“ How could head 
Tumble from neck, unchopped—inform me 
first ! 

Unless we take Firdausi’s tale for truth, 

Who e\er heaid the like?” 

“ The like might hap 
By natural law : I let my staff fall thus— 

It goes to ground, I know not why. Suppose, 
Whene’er my hold was loosed, it skyward 
sprang 

As certainly, and all experience proved 
That, just as slaves when unsupported sink, 
So, unconfined, they soar?” 

‘ ‘ Let such be law' — 
Why, a new chapter of sad accidents 
Were added to humanity’s mischance, 

No doubt at all, and as a man’s fitlse step 
Now lays him prone on earth, contrariwise. 




tERtWItfAKCltS 


ixlioulder of m 

|y|%li $im^ liim tipwards to perdition. Ay t 
«lil©e such law exists in jnst thy brain, 

I not he$itate to doff my cap 
fbr iear my head take flight.” 

*‘Nor feel relief 
Finding it firm on shoulder. Tell me, now ’ 
What were the bond ’twixt man and man, 
dost judge. 

Fain once abolished ? Come, be true ! Our 
Shah— 

How stands he in thy favour? Why that 
shrug? 

Is not he lord and ruler ? ” 

“ Easily < 

His mother bore him, first of those four 
wives 

Provided by his father, such his luck: 

Since when his business simply was to breathe 
And take eacli day’s new bounty There he 
stands— 

Where else had I stood, were his birth-star 
nune? 

Na, to respect men’s power, I needs must see 
Men’s bare hands seek, find, grasp and wield 
the sword 

Hobody else can brandish ! Bless his heart, 
•Tis said, he scarcely counts his fingers nght! 

*^Well, then—^his pnneely doles ’ from every 

^east 

Off go the feasted with the dish they ate 
And cup they drank from,—nnay, a change 
besides ^ 

Ofgaments” « . . 

Sir, put case, for service done,— 
Or best, for love*» sake,—such and such a 
slave 

$i^d his aHowan^W sour lentil soup 
To therewith |lp»duise me a pipe-stick,— 
nay* 

If by bi# one hour, cut short his sleep 
shoe,—that weren sacrifice 1 ” 


1 his giaoioos bearhig*^ 


** All praise mine— 
Or would praise did they never make approach 
Except on all-fours, crawling till I bade 
‘Now that with eyelids thou hast touched 
the earth, 

Come close and have no fear, poor nothing¬ 
ness! ’ 

What wonder that the lady-rose I woo 
And palisade about from every wind, 

Holds herself handsomely? The wdding, 
now. 

Ruffled outside at pleasure of the blast, 

That still lifts up with something of a smile 
Its poor attempt at bloom ” 

A lilameless life, 

Where wrong might revel with impunity— 
Remember that ! ” 

“ The fiilcon on his fist— 
Reclaimed and trained and belled and beauti¬ 
fied 

Till she believes herself the Simorgh’s 
match— 

She only deigns destroy the antelope, 

Stoops at no carrion-crow thou marvellest?” 

“ So be it, then i He wakes no love in thee 
For any one of divers attributes 
Commonly deemed loveworthy. All the 
same, 

I would he were not wasting, slow but sure. 
With that internal ulcer” 

“Say’st thou so? 
How should I guess ? Alack, poor soul! 
But stay— 

Sure in the reach of art some remedy 
Must lie to hand. or if it lurk,—that leech 
Of ikme in Tebriz, why not seek his aid ? 
Couldst not thou, Dervish, counsel in the 
case?” 

“My counsel might be—what Imports a 

The more or less, which puts an end to one 
Odious m spite of every attribute 
Commonly dbemed loveworthy ? ” " 





‘‘Attributes? 

f*a»gil)i l-^nay, Ferishtah,—’tjsan ulcer* think! 
Attributes, quotha? Here’s poor flesh and 
btoed, 

like titine and mine and every man’s, a prey 
To he!l-fire! Hast thou lost thy whs for 
once ?” 

“ Friend, here they are to find and profit by! 
Put pain from out the world, wliat room were 
left j 

For thanks to God, for love to Man ? Why 
thanks,— i 

Except for some escape, whate’er the style, 
From pain that might lie, name it as thou 
mayst ? 

Why love,—when all thy kind, save me, 
suppose, 

Thy hither, and thy son, and . . . well, thy 
dog, 

To eke the decent numl>er out—we few 
Who happen—like a handful of chance stars 
From the unnuml^ered host—to shine o’er- 
head 

And lend thee light,—our twinkle all thy 
store,— 

We only lake thy love ! Mankind, forsooth ? 
Who sympathizes with their general joy 
Foolish as undeserved? But pain—see God’s 
Wisdom at work !—man’s heart is made to 
judge 

Pain deserved nowhere by the common flesh 
Our birthright,—bad and good deserve alike 
No pain, to human apprehension ! Lust 
Greed, cruelty, injustice, crave (we hold) j 
Due punishment from somelxKiy, no doubt: 
But ulcer in the midriff 1 that brings flesh 
Triumphant from the bar whereto arraigned 
Soul quakes with reason. In the eye of God I 
Pain may have purpose and be justified: 
Man’s sense avails to only see, in pain, 

A hateful chance no man but would avert 
Or, failing* needs must pity. Thanks to God 
And love to man,—from man take these away, 
And what is man worth ? Therefore, Mihrab 
Slhah, 

Tax ine my bread and salt twice over, claim 
Laila my daughter for thy sport,—go on I 


Slay my son’s self, maintain thy poetry 
Beats raine,*-^thou meritest a dozen deaths 1 
But—ulcer in the stomach,—ah, poor soul, 
Try a fig-plaster; may it ease thy pangs I ” 


So, the head aches and the limbs are faint 1 
Flesh is a burthen—even to you! 

Can I force a smile with a fancy quaint ? 
Why are my ailments none or few ? 

In the soul of me sits sluggishness ; 

Body so strong and will so weak! 

The slave stands fit for the labour—yes. 

But the master's mandate is stlU to seek. 

You, now—what if the outside clay 
Helped, not hindered the inside flame? 
My dim to morrow—your plain to-day. 
Yours the achievement, mine the aim ? 

So were it rightly, so shall it be ! 

Only, while earth we pace together 
For the purpose apportioned you and me, 
Closer we tread for a common tether. 

You shall sigh “Wait for his sluggish soul 1 
Shame he should lag. not lamed as 11” 
May not I smile “ Ungained her goal: 
Body may reach her—by-and-by?" 


A camf:l-driver. 

“ How of his fate, the Pilgrims’ soldier-guide 
Condemned'’ (Ferishtah questioned), “for 
he slew 

The merchant whom he convoyed with his 
Imlcs 

—A special treachery ? ” 

“ Sir, the proofs were plain : 
Justice was satisfied .* between two boards 
The rogue w^as sawn asunder, rightly served*’* 

“With all wise men’s approval—mine at 
least.” 

“Himself, indeed, confessed as much. * I die 
Justly’ (groaned he) “ through over-greediness 




FERKlTfAtrS fancies 




Wikl^toaptedmetorob: btit grieve the most 
That he who qwiciceiied sin at slumber,—ay, 
and pestered me till thot^ht grew 
<ieed,— 

The same is ded to Syria and is safe, 
Laughing at me thus left to pay for both. 

My comfort is that God reserves for him 
Heirs hottest * . . 

** Idle words,” 

“ Enlighten me ’ 

Wherefore so idle ? Punishment by man 
Has thy assent,—the word is on thy lips. 

By parity of reason, punishment 
By God should likelier win thy thanks and 
praise.” 

“ Man acts as man must: God, as God be¬ 
seems. 

A camel-driver, when his beast will bite. 
Thumps her athwart the muzzle: why ? ” 

“ How else 

Instruct the creature-mouths should munch, 
not bite ? ” 

“ True, he is man, knows but man’s trick to 
teach. 

Suppose some plain word, told her first of all. 
Had hindered any biting?” 

Find him such. 

And fit the beast with understanding first t 
No understanding animals like Rakhsh 
Nowadays, Master! Till they breed on eatfh, 
For teaching—blows must serve.” 

** Who deals the blow— 
Wbat if by some rare method,—^magic, say,— 
He saw into the bitcris very soul, 

Ami knew the fiiult was so Repented of 
It could not happen twice?” 

That’s Something; still, 
I hear^ methinks, the drivet say *No less 
Tldte thy due! Those lor^-nccked 

^ , 


Ijean all a-stretch to know if biting meets 
Punishment or enjoys impunity. 

For their sakes—thwack I ’ ” 

** The journey home at end, 
The solitary beast safe-stabled now, 

In comes the driver to avenge a wrong 
Suffered from six months since,—apparently 
With patience, nay, approval t when the jaws 
Met i’ the small of the arm, ‘ Ha, Ladykin, 
Still at thy frolics, girl of gold ? ’ laugh^ he: 
‘Eat flesh? Rye-grass content thee rather 
with, 

Whereof accept a bundle ! ’ Now,—what 

change! 

Laughter by no means ! Now ’tis * Fiend, 
thy frisk 

Was fit to find thee provender, didst judge ? 
Behold this red-hot twy-prong, thus I stick 
To hiss i’ the soft of thee ! ’ ” 

“Behold? liehold 

A crazy noddle, rather ! Sure the brute 
Might wellnigh have plain speech ccmxed out 
of tongue, 

And grow as voluble as Rakhsh himself 
At such mad outrage. ‘ CfKild I take thy mind, 
Guess thy desire ? If biting was offence 
Wherefore the rye-grass bundle, why each 
day’s 

Patting and petting, but to intimate 
My playsomeness had pleased thee? Thou 
endowed 

With reason, truly I ’ ” 

“ Reason aims to raise 
Some makeshift scaffold-vantage midway, 
whence 

Man dares, for life’s lirief moment, peer 
Mow: 

But ape omniscience ? Nay ! The ladder lent 
To climb by, step and step, until we reach 
The little foothold-rise allowed mankind 
To mount on and thence guess the sun’s 
survey— 

Shall this avail to show tis workl-wide truth 
Stretched for the sun’s descrying? Reason 
bids 



TWO CAMELS 


* Teach, Man, thy beast his duty first of all 
Or last of all, with blows if blows must be,- - 
I low else accomplish teaching ? ’ Reason adds 
‘Before man’s First, and after man’s poor 
Last, 

God operated and will operate.’ 

—Process of which man merely knows this 
much,— 

That nowise it resembles man’s at all, 
Teaching or punishing.” 

“ It follows, then, j 
That any malefeictor I would smite | 

With God’s allowance, God himself will spare 
Presumably. No scapegrace? Then, rejoice 
Thou snatch-grace safe in Syria ! ” 

“ Friend, such view 

Is but man’s wonderful and wide mistake. 
Man lumps his kind i’ the mass : God singles 
thence 

Unit by unit. Thou and God exist— 

So think !—for certain : think the mass— 
mankind— 

Disparts, disperses, leaves thyself alone ! 

Ask thy lone soul what laws are plain to 
thee,— 

Thee and no other,—stand or fall by them ! 
That is the part for thee : regard all else 
For what it may be—Time’s illusion. This 
Be sure of—ignorance that sms, is safe. 

No punishment like knowledge ! Instance, 
now ! 

My Other’s choicest treasure was a iKiok 
Wlierein he, day by day and year by year, 
Recorded gains of wis<lom for my sake 
When I should grow to manh<Kxi. While a 
child, 

Coming upon the casket where it lay 
Unguarded,—what did I but toss the thing 
Into a fire to make more flame therewith. 
Meaning no harm ? So acts man three-years 
old! 

I grieve now at my loss by witlessness, 

But guilt was none to punish. Man mature— 
Each word of his I lightly held, each look 
I turned from—wish that wished in vain- 
pay, will ^ 




That willed and yet went all to waste—^Tis 
these 

l-tankle like fire. Forgiveness ? rather grant 
Forgetfulness ! The past is past and lost. 
However near I stand m his regard, 

So much the nearer had I stood l>y steps 
Offered the feet which rashly spumed their 
help. 

That I call Hell; why further punishment?” 


When I vexed you and you chid me, 

And I owned ray fault and turned 
My cheek the way you bid me, 

And confessed the blow well earned,— 

My comfort all the while was 
—rault was faulty—near, not quite I 
Do \ou wonder why the smile was? 
O’erpunished wrong grew right. 

But faults you ne’er suspected, 

Nay, prai<^ed, no faults at all,— 

Those would \ ou had detected— 

Crushed eggs whence snakes could ciawP 


TWO CAMELS. 

Quoth one: “Sir, solve a scruple! No 
true sage 

I hear of, but instructs his scholar thus: 

* Wouldst thou be wise? Then mortify thy¬ 
self! 

Baulk of Its craving every bestial sense! 

Say “ If I relish melons—^so do swine! 
Horse, ass and mule consume their provender 
Nor leave a pea-pod: fasting feeds the soul, ” ’ 
Thus they admonish : while thyself, I note, 
Eatest thy ration with an appetite, 

Nor fallest foul of whoso licks his Ups 
And sighs—‘ Well-saffroned was that Imrley 
soup! * 

Can wisdom co-exist with—gprge-and-swill, 

I say not,—simply sensual preference 
For this or that fimtastic meat and drink ? 
Moreover, wind blows sharper than its wont 
This morning, and thou hast already donned 
Tliy sheep^in over*garment; sure the sage 



mmsmtAWs fajcies 


Whkk lempfeed me to robi bat grieve the most 
That he who quickened sin at slumber,—ay, 
Prompted and pestered me till thought grew 
deed,-—' 

Ihe same is fled to Syria and is safe, 
Laughing at me thus left to pay for both. 

My comibrt is that God reserves for him 
Hell's hottest ’ . . 


** Idle words '* 

“ Enlighten me t 

Wherefore so idle ? Punishment by man 

Has thy assent,—the word is on thy lips. 

By parity of reason, punishment 

By God should likelier win thy thanks and 
praise.” 

“ Man acts as man must: God, as God be 
seems. 

A camel'dnver, when his beast will bite, 

Thumps her athwart the murzle: why ? ” 

** How else 

Instruct the creature—mouths should munch, 
not bite ? ” 

** Tnie, he is man, knows but man’s trick to 
teach. 

Suppose some plain word, told her first of all, 

Haid hindered any biting ? ” 


** Find him such, 

And fit the beast with understanding first! 
No understanding animals like Rakhsh 
Nowadays, Master I Till they breed on earth^ 
For teadiing—blows must serve.” 

“ Who d^als the blow— 
What if by some rare method, r—magic, say,— 
He saw into the later’s very soul, 

And knew the hnlt was so repented of 
It could not happen twice?” 

“That’s something: still, 
I inethinka, the driver say * No less 
Tike Ihy ftmlt’s due! Tho<ie long-necked 


Lean all a-stretch to know if biting meets 
Punishment or enjoys impunity. 

For their sakes—thwack 1 * ” 

“ The journey home at end, 
The solitary beast safe-stabled now, 

In comes the dnver lo avenge a wrong 
Suffered from six months since,—apparently 
With patience, nay, approval: when the jaws 
Mel i’ the small of the arm, ‘ Ha, Ladykin, 
Still at thy frolics, girl of gold ? ’ laughed he ‘ 
‘ Eat flesh ? Rye grass content thee rather 
with, 

Whereof accept a bundle I ’ Now,—what 
change ’ 

Laughter by no means ♦ Now ’tis ‘ Fiend, 
thy frisk 

Was fit to find thee provender, didst judge? 
Behold this red hot twy-prong, thus I stick 
To hiss i’ the soft of thee ’ ’ ” 


“Behold? behold 

A crazy noddle, rather ! Sure the brute 
Might wellnigh have plain speech coaxed out 
of tongue, 

And grow as voluble as Rakhsh himself 
At such mad outrage ‘ Could I take thy mind, 
Guess thy desire ? If biting was offence 
Wherefore the rye grass bundle, why each 
day’s 

Patting and petting, but to intimate 
My playsomeness had pleased thee? Thou 
endowed 

With reason, truly ’ ’ ” 


“ Reason aims to raise 
Some makeshift scaffold-vantage midway, 
whence 

Man dares, for life’s brief moment, peer 
lielow; 

But ape omniscience ? Nay I The ladder lent 
To climb by, step and step, until we reach 
The little foothold-rise allowed mankind 
To mount on and thence guess the sun’s 
survey— 

Shall this avail to show us world-wide truth 
Stretched for the sun’s descrying? Reason 
bids 




TWO CAMELS 


‘ Teach, Man, thy beast his duty 6xst of all 
Or last of all, with blows if blows must be,— 
How else accomplish leaching? ’ Reason adds 
‘Before man’s First, and after man’s poor 
Last, 

God operated and will operate.’ 

—Process of which man merely knows this 
much,— 

That nowise it resembles man’s at all, 
Teaching or punishing.” 

“ It follows, then, 
That any malefertor I would smite 
With God’s allowance, God himself will spare 
Presumably. No scapegrace ? Then, rejoice 
Thou snatch-grace safe in Syria ! ” 

“ Friend, such view 

Is but man’s wonderful and wide mistake. 
Man lumps his kind i’ the mass : God singles 
thence 

Unit by unit. Thou and God exist— 

So think !—for certain: think the mass— 
mankind— 

Disparts, dispierses, leaves thyself alone ! 

Ask thy lone soul what laws are plain to 
thee,— 

Thee and no other,—stand or tall by them ! 
That is the part for thee ; regard all else 
For what it may be—Time’s illusion. This 
Be sure of—ignorance that sins, is sale. 

No punishment like knowledge ! Instance, 
now! 

My father’s choicest treasure was a Ixjok 
Wherein he, day by day and year by year, 
Recorded gains of wisdom for my sake 
When I should grow to manhood. While a 
child, 

Coming upon the casket where it lay 
Unguarded,—^what did I but toss the thing 
Into a fire to make more flame therewith, 
Meaning no harm ? So acts man three-years 
old! 

I grieve now at my loss by witlessness, 

But guilt was none to punish. Man mature— 
Each word of his I lightly held, each look 
1 turned from--wish that wished in vtun—' 
nay, will 
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I'hat willed and yet went all to waste—’tis 
these 

Rankle like fire. Forgiveness ? rather grant 
Forgetfulness ! The past is past and lost. 
However near I stand in his regard, 

So much the nearer had I stood by steps 
Offered the feet which rashly spumed their 
help. 

That I call Hell; why further punishment?” 


When I vexed you and you chid me, 

And I owned my fault and turned 
My cheek the way you bid me, 

And confessed the blow well earned,— 

My comfort all the while was 
—Fault was faulty—near, not quite! 

Do )ou wonder why the smile was? 
O’erpunished wrong grew right 

But faults you ne’er suspected, 

Nay, praised, no faults at all,— 

Those would \ ou had detected— 

Crushed eggs whence snakes could ciawP 


TWO CAMEI^S. 

Quoth one: “ Sir, solve a scruple! No 
true sage 

I hear of, but instructs his scholar thus : 

‘ Wouldst thou be wise? Then mortify thy¬ 
self ! 

Baulk of its craving every bestial sense I 
Say “ If I relish melons—so do swine! 
Horse, ass and mule consume their provender 
Nor leave a pea-pod: fiisting feeds the soul.”’ 
Thus they admonish : while thyself, I note, 
P^atest thy ration with an appetite, 

Nor fallesl foul of whoso licks his Ups 
And sighs—‘Well-saffroned was that barley 
soup! ’ 

Can wisdom co-exist with—gorge-and-swill, 

I say not,—simply sensual preference 
For this or that fantastic meat and drink ? 
Moreover, wind blows sharper than its wont 
This morning, and thou hast already donned 
Thy Sheepskin over-garment: sure the 
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with'Conceits that Ooar above 
A |ietty clMU(ig« of season and its chance 
Of mistng ordinary flesh to sneeze ? 

I always thought, Sir ”... 

“Son,” Fenshtah said, 
Truth ought to seem as never thought 
before. 

How if I give it birth in parable ? 

A neighbour owns two camels, beasts of price 
And promise, destined each to go, next week, 
Swiftly and surely with his merchandise 
From Nishapur to Sebzevar, no truce 
To tramp, but travel, spite of sands and 
drouth, 

In days so manyj lest they miss the Fair. 
Each foils to meditation o^er his crib 
Piled high with provender l)efore the start. 
Quoth this: ‘ My soul is set on winning praise 
From goodman lord and master,—hump to 
hoof» 

I dedicate me to his service. How ? 

Grass, purslane, lupines and I know not 
what, 

Crammed in my manger? Ha, I see—I 
see! 

No, master, spare thy money I I shall trudge 
The distance and yet cost thee not a doit 
Beyond my supper on this mouldy bran.* 

* Be magnifled, O master, for the meal 
So opportunely liberal! * quoth that. 

* What use of strength in me but to surmount 
Sands and simooms, and bqnd beneath thy 

bales 

No knee until I reach the glad bazaar? 

Thus I do justice to thy fore : no sprig ^ 
Of toothsome chervil must I leave unchewed! 
Too bitterly should 1 reproach myself 
IDid I 4nk down in sight of Sebzevar, 
Remembering how the merest mouthful more 
Had heartened me to manage yet a mile! * 
And m it proved: the too-abstemious brute 
IlidffAy broke down, his pack rejoiced the 

P », 

fod the vultures i not so he 
r tlmnkful, who» good market- 

i$ fo d feg In die inaiket^pkce^ 


No damage to a single pack. Which beast, 
Think ye, had praise and patting and a 
brand 

Of good-and-foithful-servant fixed on flank ? 
So, with thy squeamish scruple. What 
imports 

Fasting or feasting? Do thy day’s work^ 
dare 

Refuse no help thereto, since help refused 
Is hindrance souglit and found. Win but 
the race— 

Who shall object ‘lie tossed three wine 
cups off, 

^Vnd, just at starting, Lilith kissed his lips*? 

“ More soberly,—consider this, my Son 
Put case I never have myself enjoyed, 
Known by experience what enjoyment means, 
How shall I — share enjoyment ? — no, 
indeed 1— 

Supply it to my fellows, —ignorant, 

As so I should lx.‘ of the thing they crave, 
How it affects them, works for good or ill. 
Style my enjoyment self-indulgence—sin — 
Why should I labour to infect my kind 
With sin’s occasion, bid them tot> enjoy, 

Who else might neither catch nor give again 
Joy’s plague, but live in righteous misery ? 
just as I cannot, till myself convinced, 
Impart conviction, so, to deal forth joy 
Adroitly, needs must 1 know joy myself. 
Renounce joy for my fellows’ sake ? Tliat’s 
joy 

Beyond joy; but renounced for mine, not 
theirs ? 

Why, the physician called to help the sick, 
Cries ‘ Let me, first of all, discard my health I* 
No, Son: the richness hearted in such joy 
Is in the knowing what are gifts we give. 

Not in a vain endeavour not to know I 
Therefore, desire joy and thank (»od for it 1 
The Adversary said,—a Jew reports,— 

;n''n^K aw owin 

In Persian phrase, ‘ Does Job fear God for 
nought?* 

Job’s creatureship Is not abjured, thou fool I 
He nowise isolates hiimdf and plays 
The independent equal, owns no more 
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TlNM^toaselfgave i»o why thank God? 

A ^foper speeA were this D^n^KO 

* Equals we are, Job, labour for thyself, 

Nckr bid toe help thee: bear, as best flesh niay, 
Pains I inflict not nor avail to cure : 

Beg of me nothing thou thyself ^yst win 
By work, or waive with magnanfeity, 

^nee we are peers acknowledged,—scarcely 
peers, 

Had I implanted any want of thine 
Only my power could meet and gratify.’ 

No: rather hear, at man’s indifference— 

* Wherefore did I contrive for thee that ear 
Hungry for music, and direct thine eye 

To where I hold a seven-stringed instrument, 
Unless I meant thee to beseech me play?’” 

Once 1 saw a chemist take a pinch of powder 
—Simple dust it seemed—and half-unstop a 
phial. 

—Out dropped harmless dew. " M ixed nothings 
make”—cjuoth he— 

“Something’” So they did a thunderclap, 
but louder— 

Lightning-flash, but fiercer—pul spectators’ 
nerves to trial 

Sure enough, we learned what was, imagined 
what might be. 

Had I no experience how a lip’s mere tremble. 
Look’s half hesitation, cheek’s just chani^e of 
colour, 

These effect a iieartquake,—how should I con¬ 
ceive 

What a heaven there may be? Let it but le- 
semble 

Earth myself have known! No bliss that’s 
finer, fuller, 

Only—bliss that lasts, they say, and fain would 
I believe, 


CHERRIES. 

WfiAT, I disturb thee at thy morning-meal: 
Cherries so ripe already? Eat apace 1 
I re<joUect thy lesson yesterday. 
Y<jlt-4hanka, Sir, for thy leave to inter¬ 
rupt” . * . 


** Friend, I have finished my repast, thfunk 
God!” 

“ There now, thy thanks for breaking fast on 
fruit !— 

Thanks being praise, or tantamount thereto. 
Prithee consider, have not things degree. 
Lofty and low? Are things not great and 
small, 

Thence claiming praise and wonder more or 
less ? 

Shall we confuse them, with thy warrant too, 
Whose doctnne otherwise begins and ends 
With just this precept * Never faith enoi^h 
In man as weakness, God as potency ’ ? 
When I would pay soul’s tribute to that 
same, 

Why not look up in wonder, bid the stars 
Attest my praise of the All-mighty One? 
What are man’s puny memfiers and as mean 
Requirements weighed with Star-King Mush- 
tari? 

There is the marvel! ” 

“Not to man—that’s me. 
List to what happened late, m foct or dream. 
A certain stranger, Ixmnd from for away, 

Still the Shah's subject, found himself l>efore 
Ispahan ^lace-gate. As duty hade. 

He enters m the courts, vill, if he may, 

See so much glory as l^efils a slave 
Who only comes, of mind to testify 
How great and good is shown our lord the 
Shah. 

In he walks, round he casts his eye about, 
Looksupand down, admires to heart’s content, 
Ascends the gallery, tries door and door, 
None says his reverence nay: peeps in at each, 
Wonders at all the unimagined use. 

Gold here and jewels there,—so vast, that 
hall— 

So perfect yon pavilion !—lamps above 
Bidding look up from luxuries below,— 
Evermore wonder topping wonder,—last— 
Sudden he comes upon a cosy nook, 

A nest-like little chamber, with his name# 

His own, yea, his and no mistake at all, 

Plain o’er the entry; what, and he descries 
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' aimisgemen^ts 'lnside»--<iht the 
■;'r" . ■<awe'i*-r- 

Sttited to soul and body both,—so snug 
llie etishion— my» the |)ipe-stand furnished 
so! 

Whereat he cries aloud,—what think’st thou, 
Fiiend? 

* That these my slippers should be just my 

choice, 

Even to the colour that I most affect, 

Is nothing : ah, that lamp, the central sun. 
What must it light within its minaret 
I scarce dare guess the good of! Who lives 
there ? 

That let me wonder at,—no slipper toys 
Meant for the ffiot, forsooth, which kicks 
them—thus I * 

“ Never enough faith in omnipotence,— 
Never too much, by parity, of faith 
In impuissance, man’s—which turns to 
strength 

When once acknowledged weakness every 
way. 

How ? Hear the teaching of another tale. 

*‘Two men once owed the Shah a mighty 
sum, 

Beggars they both were: this one crossed his 
arms 

And bowed his head,—‘whereof,’—sighed 
he,—‘ each hair 

Proved k a jewel, how the host’s amount 
Were idly strewn for payment at thy feet! ’ 

‘ Lord, here they lie, my havings poor and 
scant! ^ 

All ,of the berries on my cnrmnt-bush, 

Wh&t roots of garlic have esca^ied the mice. 
And some five pippins from the seedling 
tree,-^ 

Wduld they were half-a-dozen 1 anyhow, 
i^teept my all, poor beggar that lam!’ 

♦ Received in Ml of all demands! ’ smiled 

' of' every lot of ground 

Litt'ienlss love 
thkig,' 
m greati 


Great must my corresponding tribute be ? * 
Mushtari,—well, suppose him seven times 
seven 

The sun’s superior, proved so by same 
sage : 

Am I that sage ? To me his twinkle blue 
Is all I know of him and thank him for, 

And therefore I have put the same in verse-^ 
‘ Like yon blue twinkle, twinks thine eye, 
my Love! ’ 

“ Neither shalt thou Ikj troubled overmuch 
Because thy offering,—littleness itself,-— 

Is lessened by admixture sad and strange 
Of mere man’s-motives,—praise with fear, 
and love 

With looking after that same love’s reward, 
Alas, Friend, what was free from this alloy,— 
Some smatch thereof,—in l>est and purest 
love 

Proffered thy earthly father? Dust thou art, 
Dust shalt l>e to the end. Thy fiither took 
The dust, and kindly called the handful— 
gold, 

Nor cared to count what sparkled here and 
there, 

Sagely unanalytic. Thank, praise, love 
(Sum up thus) for the lowest favours first, 
The commonest of confforts ! aught Ixjside 
Very omnipotence had overlooked 
Such needs, arranging for Ihj little life. 

Nor waste thy power of love in wonder¬ 
ment 

At what thou wiselier lettest shiruj unsoiled 
By breath of word. That this last cherry 
soothes 

A roughness of my palate, that I know i 
His Maker knows why Mushtari was made.^’ 


Verse-making was least of my virtues: I viewed 
with despair 

Wealth tlmt never yet was but might be—all 
that versc*making were 

If the life would but lengthen to wish, let the 
mind be laid bare. 

So I said “ To do little is bad, to «)o nothing 
is worse'’-'-And made verse. 


PLOTCOLTURE 
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I^v^making.^^how simple a romtert No 
tiepths to explore* 

No heights In a life to ascend) No dis¬ 
heartening Before, 

No atfrighting Hereafter,—love now will be 
love evermore. 

So I felt “To keep silence were folly ’—all 
language above, I made love. 


PLOT-CULTURE. 

“ Ay, but, Ferishtah,”—a disciple smirked,— 
“That verse of thine ‘How twinks Ihine eye, 
my Love, 

Blue as yon star-ljeam!’ much arrkles myself 
Who haply may obtain a kiss therewith 
This eve from Laila where the palms 
abound— 

My youth, my warrant—so the palms be 
close ! 

Suppose when thou art earnest in discourse 
Concerning high and holy things,—abrupt 
I out with—' Laila’s lip, how honey-sweet!’— 
What say’st thou, were it scandalous or no? 

I feel thy shoe sent flying at my mouth 
For daring—prcxiigy of impudence— 

Publish what, secret, were permissible. 

Well,—one slide further in the iimigined 
slough,— 

Knee-deep therein, (respect thy reverenc. )— 
Suppose me well aware thy very self 
Stooped prying through the palm-screen, 
while I dared 

Solace me with caressings all the same ? 
Unutterable, nay—unthinkable, 
Undreamable a deed of shame I Alack, 
How will it fare shouldst thou impress on me 
That certainly an Eye is over all 
And each, to mark tlie minute’s deed, word, 
thought, 

As worthy of reward or punishment ? 

Shall I permit my sense an Eye-viewed 
shame, 

Broad daylight perpetration,—so to speak,— 
I had not dared to breathe within the Ear, 
With black night’s help about me? Yet I 
stand 
vot. n. 


A man, no monster, made of flesh not cloud: 
Why made so, if my making prove oflence 
To Maker’s eye and ear ? ” 

“ Thou wouldst not stand 
Distinctly Man,”—Ferishtah made reply, 

“ Not the mere creature,—did no limit-line 
Round thee about, apportion thee thy place 
Clean-cut from out and off the illimitable,— 
Minuteness severed from immensity. 

All of thee for the Maker,—for thyself, 
Workings inside the circle that evolve 
Thine all,—the product of thy cultured plot 
So much of grain the ground’s lord bids thee 
yield 

Bring sacks to granary in Autumn ! spare 
Daily intelligence of this manure, 

That compost, how they tend to feed the 
soil: 

There thou art master sole and absolute 
—Only, remember doomsday ! Twitt’st thou 
me 

Because I turn away my outraged nose 
Shouldst thou obtrude thereon a shovelful 
Of fertilizing kisses ? Since thy sire 
Wills and obtains thy marriage with the 
maid. 

Enough I Be reticent, I counsel thee. 

Nor venture to acquaint him, point by point, 
What he procures thee. Is he so obtuse? 
Keep thy instruction to thyself! My ass— 
Only from him expect acknowledgment 
The while he champs my gift, a thistle- 
bunch, 

How much he loves the largess: of his love 
I only tolerate so much as tells 
By wrinkling nose and inarticulate grunt, 
The meal, that heartens him to do my work, 
Tickles his palate as I meant it should.” 


Not with my Soul, Love!—bid no Soul like 
mine 

Lap thee around nor leave the poor Sense 
rooml 

Soul,—travebwom, toil-weary,—would confliie 
Along with Soul, SouVs gains from glow and 
gloom, 

a V 
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%M^|ik4en $aiil» t^^ow should such ium<»1cs 

^cep? 

Take 3cnse, too—let me love mtke and whole— 
Not with roy Soul! 

Eyts^ shall meet eyes and find no eyes between, 
Lips fised on lips, no other lips to fear I 

No past, no future—so thine arms but screen 
The present from surprise! not there, 'tis 
here— 

Not then, tis now-back, memories that in¬ 
trude! 

Make, Love, the universe our solitude, 

And, over ali the rest, oblivion roll— 

Sense quenching Soul I 


A PILLAR AT SEBZEVAR. 

** Knowledge deposed, then ! ”—groaned 
•whom that most grieved 

As fbolishest of all the company. 

*‘What, knowledge, man^s distinctive attri¬ 
bute. 

He doflfe that crown to emulate an ass 

Because the unknowing long-ears loves at 
least 

Husked lupines, and belike the feeder’s self 

—Whose purposeinthedole what assdivines?” 

** Friend,” quoth Ferishtah, “ all I seem to 
know 

Is—T know nothing save that love I can 

Boundlessly, endlessly. My curls were 
crowned 

In youth with knowledge,—off, alas, cr^n 
sEpped 

Next moment, pushed by better knowledge 
still 

Which nowise more constant: gain, 

to-day, ^ 

Was toppling loss tomorrow, lay at last 

-•Knowledge, t|n||olden ?—lacquered igno¬ 

rance 1 

Aa it I Not as means to gain: 

IP team hy t cm in^i^ng-pot, 

^ mte vrind seemed^ ore assayed 


Surehar feme gold’s worthy guess how purity 
I’ the lode were precious could cme on 
ore 

Clarified up to test of crucible. 

The prize is in the process: knowledge means 
Ever-renewed assurance by defeat 
That victory is somehow still to reach, 

But love is victory, the prize itself; 

Love—trust to I Be rewarded for the tmst 
In trust’s mere act. In love success is sure, 
Attainment—^no delusion, whatsoe’er 
The prize be; apprehended as a prize, 

A prize it is. Thy child as surely grasps 
An orange as he feils to grasp the sun 
Assumed his capture. What if soon he finds 
The foolish fruit unworthy grasping? Joy 
In shape and colour,—^that was joy as true—- 
Worthy in its degree of love—as grasp 
Of sun were, which had singed his hand 
beside. 

What if he said the orange held no juice 
Since it was not that sun he hoped to suck ? 
This constitutes the curse that spoils our life 
And sets man maundering of his misery, 
That there’s no meanest atom he obtains 
Of what he counts for knowledge but he cries 
‘ Holdhere,—I have the whole thing,—know, 
this time. 

Nor need search farther ! ’ Whereas, strew 
hLs path 

With pleasures, and be scorns tliem while 
he stoops: 

‘ This fitly call’s! thou pleasure, pick up this 
And praise it, truly ? I reserve my thanks 
For something more substantial.’ Fool not 
thus 

In practising with life and its delights I 
Enjoy the present giil* nor wait to know 
The unknowable. Enough to say * I feel 
Love’s sure effect, and, being loved, rnitst 
love 

The love its cause behind,—I can and do! ’ 
Nor turn to try thy brain-power On the fact, 
(Apart ftom as it strikes thee, here and now**^ 
Its how and why, i’ the future and elsewhere) 
Ekeept to—again, 
Conf^ thee in thy utter ignorance i 
Assured that, whatsoe’er the quality 





A PILLAR AT SRBZEVAR 




Of cause, save tliat love was caused 
thereby, 

This-*-uigh upon revealment as it seemed 
A minute since—defies thy longing looks, 
Withdrawn into the unknowable once more. 
Wholly distrust thy knowledge, then, and 
trust 

As wholly love allied to ignorance! 

There lies thy truth and safety. Love is 
praise, 

And praise is love! Refine the same, contrive 
An intellectual tribute—ignorance 
Appreciating ere approlmtive 
Of knowledge that is infinite ? With us 
The small, who use the knowledge of our 
kind 

Greater than we, more wisely ignorance 
Restricts its apprehension, sees and knows 
No more than brain accepts in faith of sight, 
Takes first what comes first, only sure so far. 
By Sebzevar a certain pillar stands 
So aptly that its gnomon tells the hour; 
What if the townsmen said ‘ Before wc thank 
Who placed it, for his serviceable craft, 

And go to dinner since its shade tells noon, 
Needs must we have the craftsman’s purpose 
clear 

On half a hundred more recondite points 
Than a mere summons to a vulgar meal! ’ 
Better they say ‘ How opportune the help I 
Be loved and praised, thou kindly-hearted 
sage 

Whom Hudhud taught,—the gracious spirit- 
bird,— 

How to construct the pillar, teach the time! ’ 
So let us say—not * Since we know, we 
love,’ 

But rather ‘Since we love, we know enough.’ 
Perhaps the pillar by a spell controlled 
Mushtari in his courses? Added grace 
Surely I count it that the sage devised, 
Beside celestial service, ministry 
To all the land, by one sharp shade at noon 
Falling as folk foresee. Once more then, 
Friend— 

(What ever in those careless ears of thine 
Withal I needs must round thee)—knowledge 
doubt 


Even wherdn it seems demonstrable 1 
Love,—in the claim for love, that’s gratitude 
For apprehended pleasure, nowise doubt 1 
Pay its due tribute,—sure that pleasure is, 
While knowledge may be, at the most. See, 
now! 

Eating my breakfast, I thanked God.—‘ For 
love 

Shown in the cherries’ flavour ? Consecrate 
So petty an example ? ’ There’s the fault! 
We circumscrilxi omnipotence. Search sand 
To unearth water : if first handful scooped 
Yields thee a draught, what need of digging 
down 

Full fifty fathoms deep to find a spring 
Whereof the pulse might deluge half the 
land? 

Drain the sufficient drop, and praise what 
checks 

The drouth that glues thy tongue,—what 
more would help 

A brimful cistern ? Ask the cistern’s boon 
When thou wouldst solace camels: in thy 
case. 

Relish the drop and love the loveable! ” 

I “And what may be unloveable?” 

I 

I ' “Why, hate! 

If out of sand comes sand and nought but 
sand 

Affect not to be quaffing at mirage, 

Nor njckname pain as pleasure. That, belike. 
Constitutes just the trial of thy wit 
And worthiness to gain promotion,—hence, 
l*roves the true purpose of thine actual 
life. 

Thy soul’s environment of things perceived, 
Things visible and things invisible, 

Fact, fancy—all was purposed to evolve 
This and this only—was thy wit of worth 
To recognize the drop’s use, love the same, 
And loyally declare against mirage 
Though all the world asseverated dust 
Was good to drink ? Say, ‘what made moist 
my lip, 

That I acknowledged moisture;’ thou art 
saved 1 
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u ^ creature and creator stand 

Eigktlf related so. Consider well I 
Were Icnowle^e all thy Acuity, then God 
Musi: be %ttored: love gains him by first leap. 
Frankly accept the creatureship: ask good 
To love for; press bold to the tether’s end 
Allotted to this life’s intelligence! 

* So we offend ? ’ Will it offond thyself 
U ,—puissance praying potency,— 

Thy child beseech that thou command the sun 
Rise bright to-morrow — thou, he thinks 
supreme 

In power and goodness, why shouldst thou 
refuse? 

Afterward, when the child matures, pt*rchance 
The foult were greater if, with wit full-grown, 
The stripling dated to ask for a dinar, 

Than that the boy cried * Pluck Sitara * down 
And give her me to play with! ’ ’Tis for him 
To have no bounds to his belief in thee; 

For thee it also is to let her shine 
Lustrous and lonely, so best serving him ! ” 

not one least word of praise! 

Words declare your eyes are bnght ? 

What then meant that summer day s 
Silence spent m one long gaze ? 

Was my silence wrong or right ? 

Words of praise were all to seek I 
Face of you and form of you, 

Did they find the praise so weak 
When my bps }ust touched your cheek— 
Touch Hhich let my soul come through? 


A BEAN-STRIPE: ALSO, APPLl)^ 
EATING- 

•'Look, I strew b«|ins” . . . 

(Feriiditah, we premise, 
Strove tbb way with a scholar’s cavilment 
Who put the peevish question: ‘*Sir, be 
hank! 

A good thing or a bad thiag-^-Lifo Is which ? 
^.diide, lmp{»neai and misery 
^ In Perrian means a star. 


Battle it out there; which force beats, 1 ask? 
If I pick beans from out a bushelful— 

This one, this other,^—then demand of thee 
What colour names each justly in the main,— 
‘ Black ’ I expect, and ‘White ’ ensues reply: 
No hesitation for what speck, spot, splash 
Of either colour’s opposite, intrudes 
To modify thy judgrnent. Well, for beans 
Substitute days, — show, ranged in order, 
Life - 

Then, tell me its true colour! Time is shoit, 
Life’s days compose a span,—as brief be 
speech! 

Black I pronounce for, like the Indian Sage,— 
Black—present, past and future, interspersed 
With blanks, no doubt, which simple folk 
style Good 

Because not Evil: no, indeed ? Forsooth 
Black’s shade on White is White too 1 What’s 
the worst 

Of Evil but that, past, it overshades 
The else-exempted present ?—memory, 

We call the plague! ‘Nay, but our memory 
fades 

And leaves the past unsullied \ ’ Does it so? 
Why, straight the purpose of such breathing- 
space. 

Such respite from past ill, grows plain enough! 
What follows on remembrance of the past ? 
Fear of the future! Life, from birth to death, 
Means—either looking back on harm escaped, 
Or looking forward to that harm’s return 
With tenfold power of harming. Black, not 
White, 

Never the whole consummate quietude 
Life should be, troubled by no fear!—nor 
hope— 

I’ll say, since lamplight dies in noontide, hope 
Loses itself in certainty. Such lot 
Man’s might have been; I leave the ccmse* 
quence 

To bolder critics of the Primal Cause; 

Such am not I; but, man—as man I speak: 
Black is the bean-throw; evil is the life! ”) 

** Look, I strew beans’’—resumed Ferishtah 
beans 

Blackish and whitish ; what they figure fofth 
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Shall be man’s sum of moments, bad and 
good, 

That make up Life,—each moment when he 
feels 

Pleasure or pain, his poorest fact of sense, 
Consciousness anyhow: there’s stand the 
first; 

Whence next advance shall be from points 
to line, 

Singulars to a series, parts to whole. 

And moments to the Life. How look they 
now, 

Viewed in the large, those little joys and 
griefs 

Ranged duly all a-row at last, like beans 
—These which I strew? This l»ean was 
white, this—black, 

Set by itself,—but see if, good and liad 
Each following either in companionship, 
Black have not grown less black and white 
less white, 

Till blackish seems but dun, and whitish— 
grey, 

And the whole line turns—well, or black to 
thee 

Or white belike to me—no matter which : 
The main result is—both are mcxlified 
According to our eye’s scope, power of range 
Before and after. Black dost call this bean ? 
What, with a whiteness in its wake, which 

Suffuses half its neighbour ?—and, in turn, 
Lowers its pearliness late absolute, 

Frowned upon by the jet which follows hard— 
Else wholly white my bean were. Choose a 
joy! 

Bettered it was by sorrow gone tx'fore, 

And sobered somewhat by the shadowy sense 
Of sorrow which came after or nfight come. 
Joy, sorrow,—by precedence, subsequence— 
Either on each, make fusion, mix in Life 
That’s both and neither wholly: grey or dun ? 
Dun thou decidest ? grey prevails, say I: 
Wherefore ? Because my view is wide enough, 
Reaches from first to last not winks at all: 
Motion achieves it: stop short —fast we 
stick,— 

ProbaWy at the bean that’s blackest. 


Since— 

Son, trust me,—this I know and only this— 
I am in motion, and all things lieside 
That circle round my passage through their 
midst,— 

Motionless, these are, as regarding me: 

—Which means, myself I solely recognize. 
They too may recognize themselves, not me, 
For aught T know or care: but plain they 
serve 

This, if no other purpose—stuff to try 
And test my power upon of raying light 
And lending hue to all things as I go 
Mocmhke through vapour. Mark the flying 
orb! 

Think’st thou the halo, painted still afresh 
At each new cloud-fleece pierced and pas¬ 
saged through, 

This was and is and will be evermore 
Coloured in permanence ? The glory swims 
Girdling the glory giver, swallowed straight 
By night’s abysmal gloom, unglonfied 
Behind as erst before the advancer : gloom ? 
Faced by the onward-faring, see, succeeds 
From tlie abandoned heaven a next surprise, 
And where’s the gloom now ?—silver-smitten 
straight, 

One glow and variegation 1 So with me, 
Who mw^e and make,—myself,—the black, 
the white, 

The good, the bad, of life’s environment. 
Stand still! black stays black; start again I 
there’s w'hite 

Asserts supremacy : thCTnotion’s all 
That colours me my moment: seen as joy? 

I have escaped from sorrow, or that was 
Or might have l>een : as sorrow ?—thence 
shall be 

Escape as certain : white preceded black, 
Black shall give way to white as duly,—so, 
Deepest in black means white most imminent. 
Stand still,—have no l)efore, no after !—life 
Troves death, existence grows impossible 
To man like me. ‘ What else is blessed sleep 
But death, then ? ’ Why, a rapture of release 
From toil, — that’s sleep’s approach ; as 
certainly, 

The end of sleep means, toil is triumjftied o’er: 
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tmind tlie blank inconscionsness 
between 

Brightness and brightness, either pushed to 
ttoe 

Just throngh that blank’s interposition. 
Hence 

The use of things external; man—that’s I— 
Practise thereon my power of casting light, 
And calling substance,—^when the light I 
cast 

Breaks into colour,—by its proper name 
—A truth and yet a felsity : black, white, 
Names each bean taken from what lay so 
close 

And threw such tint: pain might mean pain 
indeed 

Seen in the pass^e past it,*—pleasure prove 
No mere delusion while I paused to look,— 
Though what an idle fancy was that fear 
Which overhung and hindered pleasure’s 
hue! 

While how, again, pain’s shade enhanced 
the shine 

Of pleasure, else no pleasure! Such efiects 
Came of such causes. Passage at an end,— 
Past, present, future pains and pleasures 
fused 

So that one glance may gather blacks and 
whites 

Into a life-time,—like my bean-streak there. 
Why, white they whirl into, not black—foi 
me!” 

Ay, but for me? The indubitable blacks, 
Immeasurable miseries, here, there 
And everywhere i* the world—world outside 
thine % 

Paled off so opportunely,—body’s plague, 
Torment of soul,-^where’s found thy fellow¬ 
ship 

With wide humanity all round about 
Reeling Wneath its burden? What’s despair? 
Behold that man, that woman, child—nay, 
brntel 

WiB any speck of white unMacken life 

s|4otcbed, dyed hell-deep now 
Ifom end to end 

Notli’* 


^‘Nor I, Son! ^It* shall stand for Idrd, 
beast, fish, 

Reptile, and insect even; take the last I 
There’s the palm-aphis, minute miracle 
As wondrous every whit as thou or I: 

Well, and his world’s the palm-frond, there 
he’s born, 

laves, breeds and dies in that circumference, 
An inch of green for cradle, pasture-groilnd, 
Ihirlieu and grave: the palm’s use, ask of him! 
‘ To furnish these,’ replies his wit: ask thine-*- 
Who see the heaven above, the earth below, 
Creation everywhere,—these, each and all 
Claim certain recognition from the tree 
hor special service rendered branch and bole, 
Top tuft and tap-rootfor thyself, thus seen, 
Palms furnish dates to eat, and leaves to shade, 
—Maybe, thatch huts with,—ha\ e another use 
Than strikes the aphis. So with me, my Son } 
I know my own appointed patch i’ the world, 
What pleasures me or pains there: all out¬ 
side— 

How he, she, it, and even thou, Son, live, 
Are pleased or pained, is past conjecture, once 
I pry beneath the semblance,—all that’s fit, 
To practise with,—reach where the fact may lie 
I athom-deep lower. There’s the first and last 
Of my philosophy. Blacks blur thy white? 
Not mine! The aphis feeds, nor finds his leaf 
Untenable because a lance-thrust, nay, 
Lightning strikes sere a moss-patch close 
beside, 

Where certain other aphids live and love. 
Restriction to his single inch of white, 

That’s law for him, the aphis: but for me, 
The man, the larger-souled, beside my stretch 
Of blacks and whites, I see a world of woe 
All round about me: one such burst of black 
Intolerable o’er the life I count 
White in the main, and, yea—white’s feintest 
trace 

Were clean abolished once and evermore. 
Thus fore my fellows, swallowed up m gloom 
So for as I discern: bow for is that ? 

God’s care be God’s I ’Tis mine—^to boast 
no joy 

Unsobe^ by such sorrows of my kiod 
As stilly with tiheir shade my Hfo that shines* ^ 
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i<6fl«cted possibilities of pain, j 

Forsooth, just ohasten pleasure 1 Pain itself,— 
Fact and not fancgr, does not this affect 
The general colour ? j 

Here and there a touch i 
Taught me, l)etiines, the artifice of things— ! 
That oil about, external to myself, ; 

Was meant to be suspected,—not revealed j 
Demonstrably a cheat, —but half seen through, 
Ixst while should rule unchecked along the 
line: 

Therefore white may not triumph. All the 
same, 

Of absolute and irretrievable 
And all-sulKluing black,—black’s soul of 
black 

Beyond white’s power to disintensify,— 

Of that I saw no sample : such may wreck 
My life and rum my philosophy 
To-morrow, doubtless: hence the constant 
shade 

Cast on life’s shine,—the tremor that intrudes 
When firmest seems my faith m white. Dost 
ask 

‘Who is Ferishtah, hitherto exempt 
From black experience? Why, if God be just, 
Were sundry fellow-mortals singled out 
To undergo experience for his sake, 

Just that the gift of pain, bestowed on them, 
In him might temper to the due degree 
Joy’s else-excessive largess ? ’ WTiy, indeed! 
Bfick are we brought thus to the starting- 
point— 

Man’s impotency, God’s omnipotence, 

These stop my answer. Aphis that I am, 
How leave my inch-allotment, pass at will 
Into my fellow’s liberty of range, 

Enter into his sense of black and white, 

As either, seen by me from outside, seems 
Predominatingly the colour ? Life, 
lived by my fellow, shall I pass into 
And myself live there ? No—no more than 
pass 

From Persia, where in sun since birth I liask 
Daily, to some ungracious land afar, * 
Told of by travellers, where the might of snow 
Smothers up day, and Iluids lose themselves 




Frozen to marble. How I bear the stin, 
Beat though he may unduly, that I know: 
How blood once curdled ever creep® again, 
Baffles conjecture; yet since people live 
Somehow, resist a clime would conquer me, 
Somehow provided for their sake must dawn 
Compensative re.si)urce. ‘ No sun, no 
grapes,— 

Then, no subsistence t ’—were it wisely said? 
Or this well-reasoned — ‘ Do I dare feel warmth 
And please my palate here with Persia’s vine. 
Though, over-mounts, — to trust the tra¬ 
veller,— 

Snow, feather thick, Is lalling while I feast? 
What if the cruel winter force his way 
Here also ? ’ Son, the wise reply were this: 
When cold from over-mounts spikes through 
and through 

Blood, bone and marrow of Ferishtah,—then, 
Time to look out for shelter—time, at leasts 
To wring the hands and cry ‘No shelter 
serves I ’ 

Shelter, of some sort, no experienc<*d chill 
Warrants that I despair to find.” 

“No less, 

Doctors have differed here; thou say’st thy 
say; 

Another man’s experience masters thine, 
h lat controverted by the sourly-Sage, 

The Indian witness who, with faculty 
Fine as Ferishtab’s, found no white at all 
Chequer the world’s predominating black. 
No good oust evil from supremacy, 

So that Life’s l)est was that it led to death. 

I low of his testimony?” 

I “ Son, suppose 

My camel told me: ‘ Threescore days and ten 
I traversed hill and dale, yet never found 
Food to stop hunger, drink to stay my drouth; 
Yet, here I stand alive, which take in proof 
That to survive was found impossible ! ’ 

* Nay, rather take thou, non-survinng beast ’ 
(Reply were prompt), * on flank this thwack 
of staff 

Nowise affecting flesh that’s dead and dry I 
Thou wincest ? Take correction twice, amend 
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tby uotoenclature! Call white— 
iMrhite P 

Tfift knurly^Sai^e, for whom lifers best was 
death, 

Livtd out his seventy years, looked hale, 
laughed loud, 

Liked—above all'—hisdiiiner,—lied,in short.” 

** Lied is a rough phrase: say he foil from 
truth 

In dtmbmg towards itsure less faulty so 
Than had he sat him down and stayed content 
With thy safe orthodoxy, ‘ White, all white, 
Wiite everywhere for certain I should sec 
Ihd I but understand how white is black, 

As dearer sense than mine would/ Clearer 
sense,— 

Whose may that be? Mere human eyes I 
boast, 

And such distinguish colours in the main. 
However any tongue, that’s human too, 
Please to report the matter. Dost thou blame 
A soul that strives but to see plain, speak true, 
Truth at all hazards? Oh, this false for real, 
This emptiness which feigns solidity,— 

Ever some grey that’s white, and dun that’s 
black,— 

When shall we rest upon the thing itself 
Not on its semblance?—Soul—too weak, 
forsooth. 

To cope with fact—wants fiction everywhere! 
Mine tires of folsehood: truth at any cost 1” 

“ Take one and try conclusions—this, sup¬ 
pose 1 

God isaU^good, all-wise, all-powerful: truth ? 
Take it and rest there. What is man ? 

God: 

None of these absolutes therefore,—^yet him¬ 
self, 

A creature with a creature’s qualities. 

Make them agree, these two conceptions! 
Each 

Abolishes the other. Is man weak, 

Fodidi and bad ? He must be Ahriman, 
0>^nal ndth an Ormuzd, Bad with Good, 
made at the Prime Sole Will, 
JDc^^lmakeris^lileasur^ results 


Which—coll, the wide world over, ^what 
must be ’— 

But, from man’s point of view, and dbly pdnt 
Possible to his powers, call--evidence 
Of goodness, wisdom, strength? we mode 
ourselves 

In all that’s best of us,—man’s blind but sure 
Craving for these in very deed not word. 
Reality and not illusion. Well,— 

Since these nowhere exist—nor there where 
cause 

Must have effect, nor here where craving 
nteans 

Craving unfollowed by fit consequence 
And full supply, aye sought for, never found— 
These—what are they but man’s own rule of 
right? 

A scheme of goodness recognized by man, 
Although by man unrealizable,— 

Not God’s with whom to will were to perform: 
Nowise performed here, therefore never willed. 
What follows but that God, who could the best, 
Has willed the worst,—^while man, with power 
to match 

Will with performance, were deservedly 
Hailed the supreme—provided . . . here’s 
the touch 

That breaks the bubble . . . this concept of 
man’s 

Were man’s own work, his birth of heart and 
brain, 

His native grace, no alien gift at all 
The bubble breaks here. Will of man create? 
No more than this my hand which strewed 
the beans 

Produced them also from its finger-tips. 

Back goes creation to its source, source prime 
And ultimate, the single and the sole.” 

“ How reconcile discordancy,—unite 
Notion and notion—God that only can 
Yet does not,—man that would indeed 
But just as surely cannot,—both in one ? 
What help occurs to tliy intelligence ? ” 

** Ash, the bcaiis,'--or,—examjde better yet,— 
A carpet«web I saw once leave the lomn 
And lie at gorgeous length in Ispahan 1 
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The weaver plied his work with lengths of 
$ilk 

Dyed each to match some jewel as it might, 
And wove them, this by that. ‘ How comes 
it, friend,’— 

(Quoth I)—* that while, apart, this fiery hue, 
That watery dimness, either shocks the eye, 
So blinding bright, or else offends again 
By dulness,—yet the two, set each by each. 
Somehow produce a colour bom of both, 

A medium profitable to the sight?’ 

* Such medium is the end whereat I aim,’— 
Answered my craftsman : ‘ there’s no single 
tinct 

Would satisfy the eye’s desire to taste 
The secret of the diamond : join extremes, 
Results a ser\dceable medium-ghost, 

The diamond’s simulation. Even so 
I needs must blend the quality of man i 
With quality of God, and so assist 
Mere human sight to understand my Life, 
What is, what should be,—understand thereby 
Wherefore I hate the first and love the 
last,— 

Understand why things so present themselves 
To me, placed here to prove I understand. 
Thus, from Ixjginning runs the chain to 
end, 

And binds me plain enough. By consequence, 
I bade thee tolerate,—not kick and cuff 
The man who held that natures did in fact 
Blend so, since so thyself must have them 
blend 

In ftmey, if It take a flight so far.” 

** A power, confessed past knowledge, nay, 
past thought, 

—^Thus thought thus known ! ” 

** To know of, think about— 
Is all man’s sum of fiiculty effects 
When exercised on earth’s least atom, Son ! 
What was, what is, what may such atom be? 
No answer I Still, what seems it to man’s 
sense? 

An atom with some certain properties 
Known about, thought of as occasion needs, 
-*Man*8^but occasions of the universe ? 


m 


Unthinkable, unknowable to man. 

Yet, since to think and know fire through 
and through 

Exceeds man, is the warmth of fire unknown, 
Its uses—are they so unthinkable ? 

Pass from such obvious power to powers un¬ 
seen, 

Undreamed of save in their sure conse¬ 
quence : 

Take that, we spoke of late, which draws to 
ground 

The staff my hand lets fall: it draws, at least— 
Thus much man thinks and knows, if nothing 
more.” 

“ Ay, but man puts no mind into such power ! 
I le neither thanks it, when an apple drops. 
Nor prays it spare his pate while under¬ 
neath. 

Does he thank Summer though it plumped 
the rind ? 

Why thank the other force — whate’er its 
name— 

Which gave him teetli to bite and tongue to 
taste 

And throat to let the pulp pass ? Force and 
force, 

No end of forces! Have they mind like 
man?” 

“ Suppose thou visit our lord Shalim-Shah, 
Bringing thy tribute as appointed. ‘ Here 
Come I to pay my due ! ’ Whereat one slave 
Obsequious spreads a carpet for thy foot, 

Ills fellow offers sweetmeats, while a third 
Prepares a pipe: what thanks or praise have 
they ? 

Such as befit prompt service. Gratitude 
Goes past them to the Shah whose gracious 
nod 

Set all the sweet civility at work ; 

But for his ordinance, I much suspect, 

My scholar had been left to cool his heels 
Uncarpeted, or warm them-^likelier still— 
With bastinado for intrusion. Slaves 
Needs must obey their master: ‘force and 
force, 

No end of forces,’ act as bids some force 
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ill and eaeli; wheri ilf»l thal 

^tie? 

H 0 W recognize him ? Simply as thou didst 
The Shah—^by reasoning ‘Since I leel a debt, 
Behoves me pay the same to one aware 
I have my duty, be his privilege.’ 

Didst thou expect the skve who chaiged thy 
pipe 

Would serve as well to take thy tribute-bag 
And save thee fiirther trouble ? *’ 

** Be it so t 

The sense within me that I owe a debt 
Assures me—somewhere must be somebody 
Ready to take his due. All comes to this— | 
Where due is, there acceptance IbUowsii 
find : 

Him who accepts the due 1 and why look far ? 
Behold thy kindred compass thee about! 

Bre thou wast bom and after thou shall die. 
Heroic man stands forth as Shahan-Shah. 
Rustem and Gew, Gudarr and all the rest. 
How come they short of lordship that’s to 
seek 

Dead worthies! but men live undoubtedly 
Gifted as Sindokht, sage Sulayman’s match. 
Valiant like Kawah; ay, and while earth lasts 
Such heroes shall abound there—all for thee 
Who profitest by all the present, past. 

And kture operation of thy race. 

Why, then, overburdened with a debt of 
thanks, 

Book wistful for some hand ftom out the 
douds 

To take it, when, all round, a multitude 
Would ease thee in a trice ? ” 

♦ 

“ Sudh tendered thanks 
Wouldt tumble back to who craved nddance, 
Son I 

^Who but my sorry self? See! stars are 
out— 

Stars which, unconsdous of thy gaze beneath, 
Co ^t^ying, and glorify thee too 
*«-1nhdM5 Seven Thrones, Zurab’s beauty, 
waW Barwinl 

Whdhier ribail love and praise to stars be 

^ paid 


Or---say-*^same Mudd who, for good to thee 
Blind at thy birth, by magic all Ws own 
Opened thine eyes, and gave the sightless 
sight, 

Let the stars’ glory enter? Say his charm 
Worked while thyself lay sleeping; as he 
went 

Thou wakedst: * What a novel sense have I! 
Whom shall I love and praise ? ’ * The stars, 
each orb 

Thou standest rapt beneath,’ proposes one : 

‘ Do not they live their life, and please them¬ 
selves. 

And so please thee ? What more is requisite?’ 
Make thou this answer; ‘ If indeed no mage 
Opened my eyes and worked a miracle, 

Then let the stars thank me who apprehend 
That such an one is white, such other blue t 
But for my apprehension both were blank. 
Cannot I dose my eyes and bid my brain 
Make whites and blues, conceive without 
stars’ help, 

New qualities of colour ? were my sight 
Lost or misleading, would yon red—I judge 
A ruby’s bene&ction—stand for aught 
But green from vulgar glass ? Myself appraise 
I.ustre and lustre ; should I overlook 
Fomalhaut and declare some fen-fire king, 
Who shall correct me, lend me eyes he 
trusts 

No more than I trust mine ? My mage for 
me! 

I never saw him; if he never was, 

I am the arbitrator I ’ No, my Son 1 
Let us sink down to thy similitude ; 

1 eat my apple, relish what is ripe— 

The sunny side, admire its rarity 
Since half the tribe is wrinkled, and the 
rest 

Hide commonly a maggot in the core,— 

And down Zerdudit goes widi due smack of 
Ups: 

But—thank an apple? He who mode my 
mouth 

To masticate, my palate to approve, 

My maw to further the concoction—^Him 
1 thank,—^but for whose work, the orchard’s 
wealth 
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Mi^t prove so many gall-nuts—stocks or 

stones 

For aught that I should think, or know^ or 
care.” 

“Why from the world/ Ferishtah smiled, 
“should thanks 

Go to this woi'k of mme? If worthy praise, 

Praised let it be and welcome • as verse ranks, 
So rate my verse * if good therein outweighs 
Aught faulty )udged, judge justly! Justice 
says: 

Be just to fact, or blaming or approving 

But—^generous ? No, nor loving ’ 

' * Loving! what claim to love luis work of mine ? 
Concede my life were emptied of its gams 

To furnish forth and fill work's strict confine. 
Who works so for the world s sake—he com¬ 
plains 

With caui.e when hate, not love, rewards his 
pains. 

I looked lieyond the world for truth and lieauty 

Sought, found and did my duty.” 


EPILOGUE. 

Oh, Love—no, I^)\e ! All the noise l>elow. 
Love, 

Groanings all and meanings—none of Life 
I lose ! 

All of lifers a cry just of weariness and woe, 
Love— 

“ Hear at least, thou happy one I” How 
can I, Love, but choose ? 

Only, when I do hear, sudden circle round 
me 

—Much as when the moon’s might frees a 
space from cloud— 

Iridescent splendours: gloom—would else 
confound me— 

Barriered off and liankhed fej:—bright- 
edged the blackest shroud 1 


Thronging through the cloud-rifl, whose are 
they, the faces 

Faint revealed yet sure divined, the fiaimoiis 
ones of old ? 

‘ ‘ What ”—thejT smile—* ‘ our names, our 
deeds so soon erases 

Time upon his tablet where Life’s glory 
lies enrolled ? 

“ Was it for mere fool’s-play, make-believe 
and mumming, 

So we battled it like men, not boy like 
sulked or whined ? 

Each of us heard clang God’s ‘ Come ! ’ and 
each was coming: 

Soldu rs all, to forward-fece, not sneaks to 
lag Ix'hind ! 

‘ ‘ I low of the field’s fortune? Tliat concerned 
our Leader! 

Led, we struck our stroke nor cared for 
doings left and right: 

Each as on his sole head, failer or succeeder, 

Lay the blame or lit the praise: no care 
for cowards : fight I ” 

Then the cloud-nft broader" ^ spanning earth 
that’s under, 

Wide our world displays its worth, man’s 
strife and strife» success : 

All the good and beauty, wonder crowning 
wonder, 

Till my heart and soul applaud perfection, 
nothing less. 

Only, at heart’s utmost joy and triumph, terror 

Sudden turns the blood to ice; a chill wind 
disencharms 

All the late enchantment! What if sdl be 
error— 

If the halo irised round my head were, 
Love, thine arms ? 
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APOLLO AND THE FATES. 

A PROLOGUE. 

(Hymn, in Mercunum, v. 559 . Eumenides, w. 
693 - 4 . 697 - 8 . Alcestis, vv. iss, 33 ) 

APOLLO. [From above. 
Flame at my footfeJl, Parnassus! Apollo, 
Breaking a-blaze on thy topmost peak, 
Bums thence, down to the depths—dread 
hollow— 

Haunt of the Dire Ones. Haste ! They 
wreak 

Wrath on Admetus whose respite I see^ 

THE FATES. [Below, Darkness, 
Dragonwise couched in the womb of our 
Mother, 

Coiled at thy nourishing heart's core, Night \ 
Dominant Dr<md$, we, one by the other, 
Deal to each%ortal hk dole of light 

CLOTHO. 

Eveh thus £rom my kiaded spindle 
^ Plkdklnga pinch of the ieece, lo, ** Birth 


Brays from my bronze lip : life I kmdle : 

Look, 'tis a man ’ go, measure on earth 

The minute thy portion, whatever its worth I 

lACHESIS. 

Woe-purfled, weabprankt,—if it speed, if it 
linger,— 

Life’s substance and show are determined 
by me, 

Who, meting out, mixing with sure thumb 
and finger, 

Lead life the due length: is all smoothness 
and glee, 

All tangle and grief? Take the lot, my 
decree 1 

ATROPOS. 

—Which I make an end of: the smooth as 
the tangled 

My shears cut asunder: each snap shrieks 
“ One more 

Mortal makes sport for us Moirai who dangled 

The puppet grotesquely till earth’s solid 
floor 

Proved film he fell through, lost in Nought 
as before.’* 



APOLLO AKD THE FATES 




CUJTHO. 


THE FATES. 

Boy, are not we peers ? 


I sfSn thee a thread. live, Admetus! 
Produce him I 

LACHKSIS. 

Go, — brave, wise, good, happy! Now 
chequer the thread! 

He is slaved for, yet loved by a god. I 
unloose him 

A goddess-sent plague. He has conquered, 
is wed, 

Men crown him, he stands at the height,— 

ATROPOS. 

He is . . . 

APOLLO. \Entering' Light. 

“Dead?’^ 

Nay, swart spinsters ! So I surprise you 
Making and marring the fortunes of Man ? 

Huddling—no marvel, your enemy eyes you— 
Head by head l^at-like, blots under the ban 

Of daylight earth’s blessing since time began! 

THE FATES. 

Back to thy blest earth, prying Apollo I 
Shaft upon shaft transpierce with thy 
beams 

Earth to the centre,—spare but this hollow 
Hewn out of Night’s heart, where our 
mystery seems 

Mewed Irom day’s malice : wake earth from 
her dreams! 

APOLLO. 

Crones, ’tis your dusk selves I startle from 
slumber: 

Day’s god deposes you—queens Night- 
crowned ! 

—Plying your trade in a world ye encumber, 
Fashioning Man’s web of life — spun, 
wound, 

Left the lei^h ye allot till a clip strews the 
ground! 

Behold I bid truce to your doleful amuse¬ 
ment— 

Annulled by a sunbeam ^ 


APOLLO. 

You with the spindle grant birth: whose 
inducement 

But yours—with the niggardly digits—en¬ 
dears 

To mankind chance and change, good and 
evil ? Your shears . . . 

APROPOS. 

Ay, mine end the conflict: so much is no feble. 

We spin, draw to length, cut asunder: 
what then ? 

So it was, and so is, and so shall be : art able 

To alter life’s law for ephemeral men ? 

APOLLO. 

Nor able nor willing. To threescore and ten 

Extend but the years of Admetus ! Disaster 

, O’ertook me, and, banished by Zeus, I 
became 

A servant to one who forbore me though master: 

True lovers were we. Discontinue your 
game, 

Let liim live whom I loved, then hate on, all 
the same! 

I 

THE FATES. 

And what if we granted—law-fiouter, use- 
Irampler— 

His life at the suit of an upstart? Judge, 
thou— 

: Of joy were it fiiller, of span because ampler ? 

I For love’s sake, not hate’s, end Admetus 

j —ay, now— 

j Not a gray hair on head, nor a wrinkle on brow! 

For, boy, ’tis illusion: from thee comes a 
glimmer 

Transforming to beauty lifeblank at thebest 

Withdraw—and how looks life at worst, when 
to shimmer 

Succeeds the sure shade, and Man’s lot 
frowns—confessed 

Mere blackness chance-brigfhtened ? Whereof 
shall attest 



Amhw m& THE EMEs 


kvA mme mortali the darling thon 

atylest, 

Whom love would advantage,—eke out, 
day by day, 

A life which ’tis solely thyself rcconcilest 

Thy ihend to endure,—hfe with hope* 
take away 

Hopes gleam from Admetus, he spurns it. 
For, say— 

WhatS infency? Ignorance, idleness,mischief 

Youth ripens to arrogance, foolishness, 
greed: 

Age—impotence, churlishness, rancour: call 
fits chief 

Of boons for thy loved one ? Much rather 
M speed 

Our fenction, let hve whom thou hatest 
indeed I 

Persuade thee, bnght boy thing ’ Our eld 
be instructive' 

APOLIO 

And certes youth owns the experience of 
age. 

Ye bold then, grave seniors, my beams are 
productive 

—They solely—of good that’s mere sem 
blance, engage 

Man’s eye—gilding evil, Man’s true hentage? 
THE FA FES. 

So, even so! From without, —at due distance 

If viewed,—^set a sparkle, reflecting thy 
rays,-* 

life mimics the sun: but withdraw such 
assistance, % 

The counterfeit goes, the reality stays— 

An ice-boll disguis^ as a ifire-orb. 

APOLLO. 

What craze 

Posis^sM the feol then whose fancy conceits 

Mm 

As happy? I 

IHE FATaS^ j 

Man happy t { 


mnm* 

If otherwise^*^ve 

This doubt which besets me 1 What feiend 
ever greets him 

Except with “Live long as the seasons 
revolve,” 

Not “Death to thee straightway”? Your 
doctonts absolve 

Such hailing from haired: yet Man should 

I know best 

I He talks it, and glibly, as life were a load 

Man fain would be nd off: when put to the test, 

He whines “ Let it lie, leave me trudging 
the road 

1 hat IS rugged so fer, but raethinks . *” 

THE FATES. 

Ay, ’tis owed 

To that glamour of thine, he bethinks him 
“ Once past 

The stony, some patch, nay, a smoothness 
of sward 

Awaits my tired foot life turns easy at last ”— 

Thy largess so lures him, he looks for reward 

Of the labour and sorrow. 

APOI1o 

It seems, then—debarred 

Of illusion—(I needs must acknowledge the 
plea) 

Man desponds and despairs Yet,—still 
further to draw 

Due profit from counsel,—suppose there 
should be 

Some power m himself, some compensative 
law 

By virtue of which, independently . . ^ 

THE FATES. 

Faugh! 

Strength hid in the weakling J 

What bowl-dhape hast there* 

Thus laughingly proffered ? A gift to our 
shrine? 

Thanks—‘Wpittted in argument J Not so? 
Declare 

Its purpose! 



A moimm 


. 1 ‘"" *... ...... 

Amim. 

I profifer earth^s product, not mine. 
IVste, try, and approve Man^s invention of— 
Wine I 

THE FATES. 

We feeding suck honeycombs. 

AFOLLO. 

Sustenance meagre! 
Such fare breeds the fumes that show all 
things amiss. 

Quaff wine,—how the spirits rise nimble and 
eager, 

Unscale the dim eyes! To Man^s aip 
grant one kiss 

Of your lip, then allow—no enchantment like 
this! 

CLOTHO. 

Unhook wings, unhood brows! Dost hearken? 
LACHESIS. 

I listen:; 

I see—smell the food these fond mortals 
prefer 

To our least, the bee’s bounty 1 

ATROPOS. 

The thing leaps ! But—glisten 
Its best, I withstand it —unless all concur 
In adventure so novel. 

APOLLO. 

Ye drink ? 

THE FAPES. 

We demur, i 
APOLLO. j 

Sweet Trine, l>e indulgent nor scout the con- ’ 
trivance | 

Of Man—Bacchus-prompted ! The juice, 
I uphold, 

Illuminates gloom without sunny connivance,! 
Turns fear into hope and makes cowardice 
bold,— 

Touching all that is leadlike in life turns it 
gold! 

THE FATES. 

FallH ^lish as ^Ise 1 


AFOLLO. 

But essay it, soft Asters! 

Then mock as ye may. Lift the chalice to 
lip! 

Good: thou next—and thou ! Seems the 
web, to you twisters 

Of life’s yarn, so worthless? 

CLOTHO. 

Who guessed that one sip 

Would impart such a lightness of limb ? 

LACHESIS. 

I could skip 

In a trice from the pied to the plain in my 
woof I 

What parts each from either? A hair’s 
breadth, no inch. 

Once learn the right method of steppingaloof, 

Though on black next foot fells, firm I fix 
It, nor flinch, 

—Such my trust white succeeds! 

ATROPOS. 

One could live—at a pinch 1 

APOI LO. 

What lieldames? Earth’s >icld, by Man’s 
skill, can effect 

Such a cure of sick sense that ye spy the 
relation 

Of evil to good ? But drink deeper, correct 

Blear sight more convincingly still I Take 
your station 

Beside me, dram dregs! Now for edification! 

Whose gift have ye gulped? Thank not me 
but my brother, 

Blithe Bacchus, our youngest of godships, 
’Twas he 

Found all boons to all men, by one god or other 

Already conceded, so judged there must be 

New guerdon to grace the newadvent, you see! 

Else how would a claim to Man’s homage 
arise? 

The plan lay arranged of his mixed woe and 
weal, 


AI»OLtO A3CD THS FATBS 




So Zeus* will—with design to 

mike wl«e 

Tbt witless—that felse thiiigs were mingled 
with real, 

Good with bad: such the lot whereto law set 
the seal. 

Now, human of instinct—since Semele’s son, 

Yet minded divinely—since lathered by | 
Zeus, 

Widi nought Bacchus tampered, undid not 
things done, 

Owned wisdom anterior, would spare wont 
and use. 

Yet change—without shock to old rule— 
introduce. 

Regard how your cavern from crag-tip to 
base 

Frownssheer, height and depth adamantine, 
one death! 

I rouse with a beam the whole rampart, dis¬ 
place 

No splinter—^yet see how my flambeau, 
beneath 

And above, bids this gem wink, that crystal 
unsheath 1 

Withdraw beam—-disclosure once more Night 
forbids you 

Of spangle and sparkle—Da/s chance-gift, 
surmised 

Rock’s permanent birthright; my potency 
rids you 

No longer of darkness, yet light—recog¬ 
nized— 

Proves darkness a mask: day lives on thoug|| 
disguised. 

If Bacchus by wine’s aid avail so to fluster 

Your sense, that life’s lact grows from 
adverse and thwart 

To helpfel fnd kindly by means of a 
Olostor— 

Merahaiid*squeeze, earth’s nature sublimed 
by Man’s ait— 

Shall daim thanks wherefri Zeus has 

mfmif 


Zeus — wisdom anterior? No, maids, be 
admonished I 

If morn’s toudi at base worked such 
wonders, much more 

Had noontide in absolute glory astonished 

Your den, filled a-top to o’erflowing. I pour 

No such mad confusion. ’Tis Man’s toexplore 

Up and down, inch by inch, with the taper 
his reason: 

No torch, it suffices — held deftly and 
straight. 

Eyes, purblind at first, feel their way in due 
season, 

Accept good with bad, till unseemly dcliatc 

Turns concord—despair, acquiescence in fete. 

Who works this but Zeus ? Are not instinct 
and impulse, 

Not concept and incept his work through 
Man’s soul 

On Man’s sense? Just as wine ere it reach 
brain must brim pulse, 

Zeus’ flash stings the mind that speeds 
body to goal. 

Bids pause at no part but press on, reach the 
whole. 

For petty and poor is the part ye envisage 

When —(quaff away, cummers !)—ye view, 
last and first, 

As evil Man’s earthly existence. Come! /i 
age, 

/s infency—manhood—so uninterspersed 

With good—some feint sprinkle ? 

CLOTHO. 

I’d speak if I durst. 

APOLLO. 

Draughts dr^ward loose longue-tie. 

LACHfiSXS. 

I’d sec, did no web 

Set eyes somehow winking. 

APOLLO. 

Drains-deep lies their purge 

—True Gollyrium I 



A FllOLOGUB 


ATROPOS. 

Words, surging at higb-tide, soon obb 
Prow starved ears. 

APOLtO. 

Drink but down to the 
source, they resurge. 

Join bands! Yours and yours too \ A dance 
or a dirge ? 

CHORUS. 

Quashed be our quarrel! Sourly and smil- 
ingly, 

Bare and gowned, bleached limbs and 
browned, 

Drive we a dance,three and one,reconcilmgly, 
Tlmnks to the cup where dissension is 
drowned, 

Defeat proves triumphant and slavery 
crowned. 

Infancy? What if the rose-streak of morning 
Pale and depart in a passion of tears? 

Once to have hoj^ed is no matter for scorning! 
lx)ve once—e’en love’s disappointment en¬ 
dears! 

A minute’s success pays the failure of years. 


CLOTHO. 

Ha, loose hands! 

LACHESIS. 

I reel in a swound. 

AT ROPOS. 

Horror yawns under me, while from on high 
—humph! 

Lightnings astound, thunders resound. 

Vault-roof reverberates, groans the ground t 

[StVwe. 

APOLLO. 

I acknowledge. 

I HE FAIRS. 

Ilencc, trickster! Straight 
sobered aic wc! 

The poitent assures ’twas our tongue spoke 
the truth, 

Not thine. While the vapour encompassed 
us three 

Wc conceived and liore knowledge — a 
bantling uncouth, 

Old brains shudder back from : so—take it, 
rasli youth! 


Manhood — the actual ? Nay, praise the | 
potential! ' 

(Bound upon bound, foot it around !) 

What No, what ma^f be—sing! that’s 
Man’s es.sential! 

(Ramp, tramp, stamp and compound 

Fancy with fact - the lost secret is found ’) 

Age? Why, fear ends there: the contest 
concluded, 

Man did live his life, did escai:>e from the 
fray; 

Not scratchless but unscathed, he somehow 
eluded 

Each blow fortune dealt him, and conquers 

to-day: 

To-morrow—new chance and fresh strength, 
-^might we say? 

LaudtbeitMan^s life—no defeat but a triumph! 

/r&fn tki eaf tiis centre, 

vem* ih 


Lick the lump into shape till a cry comes! 


APOLLO. 


I hear. 


THE PATES. 

Dumb music, dead eloquence ! Say it, or 
sing! 

What was quickened in us and thee also ? 


APOLLO. 


I fear. 


THE FAPES. 

Half female, half male—go, ambiguous 
thing! 

While we speak—-perchance sputter—pick up 
what we fling! 


Known yet ignored, nor divined nor un- 
gue.ssed, 

Such is Man’s law oi life. Do we strive 
to declare 

a X 



^ i*arle«ngs with <jertain people 

... —.-. ..-.. .... 


HThttl is iU> wlitft ts good in onr spinning? 
W<»st, best, 

Cba|i^ hues of a sudden; now here and 
now there 

Flits the sign which decides t all about yet 
nowhere. 

'Tis willed so,—that Man’s life be lived, first 
to last, 

Up and down, through and through,— 
noi in portions, forsooth, 

To pick and to choose from. Our shuttles fiy 
fast, 

Weave living, not life sole and whole: as 
age—^youth, 

So death completes living, shows life in its 
troth. 


Thy subjects to rush, pay obedience they owe 
theei 

Importunate one with another they strive 

For the glory to die that then king may survive. 

Friends rush: and who first in all Pherae 
appears 

But thy lather to serve as thy substitute ? 

CLOTHO. 

Bah! 

AFOLLO. 

Ye wince? Then his mother, well-stricken 
in years, 

Advances her claim—or his wife— 

LACHESIS. 

Tra-lada! 


Man learningly lives: till death helps him— 
no lore! 

It is doom and must be. Dost submit ? 

APOLLO. 

I assent— 

Concede but Admetus! So much if no 
more 

Of my prayer grant as peace-pledge ! Be 
gracious though, blent. 

Good and ill, love and hate streak your life- 
gift I 

THE FATES. 

Content! 

Such boon we accoitl m due measure. Life’s 
term 

We lengthen should any be moved for 
love’s sake ^ 

To forego life’s fiilfilment, renounce in the 
germ 

Fruit mature—bliss or woe—either infinite. 
Take 

Or leave tlgr friend’s lot: on his head be the 
stake 1 

APOLLO- 

On mine, giiesly gammers! Admetus, I 
know thee I 

TllOtt pAsmi the right these unwittingly 

giw 


APOLLO. 

But he spurns the exchange, rather dies ! 

ATROPOS. 

I la, ha^ ha ! 
[Apollo ascends. Darkness, 


WITH BERNARD DE MANDEVILLE. 

[For an account of this celebrated writer 
see “Dictionary of Nitional Biography,” 
vol. xxxvi. Hls femous piuadox, “private 
vices public Ixsnefits,” excited the utmost 
fury; and his l>est-known book, “The Fable 
of the Bees,” was ordered to be burnt by the 
common hangman. It contains passages of 
great eloquence and unrivalled sarcasm, and 
is well worth reading.] 

L 

Ay, this same midnight, by this chair of mine, 
Come and review thy counsels: art thou still 
Staunch to their teadhing?—^noi as fools o|^ne 
Its purport might be, but as subtler skill 
Could, through turbidity, the loaded line 
Of logic casting, sound deep, deeper, till 
It touched a quietude and reached a shrine 
And recogniz^ harmoniously combine 
Evil with good, and hailed truth’s triumph 
—thine, 

Sage dead since, Bernard de Mandeville! 
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n. 

Only, *ti$ no fresh knowledge that I crave, 
Fuller truth yet, new gainings from the grave; 
Here we alive must needs deal feiirly, turn 
To what account Man may Man’s portion, 
learn 

Man^s proper play with truth in part, before 
Entrusted with the whole. I ask no more 
Than smiling witness that I do my best 
With doubtful doctrine ; afterward the rest! 
So, silent lace me while I think and speak ! 

A full disclosure ? Such would outrage law. 
Law deals the same with soul and body: seek 
Full truth ray soul may, when some bal:)e, I saw 
A new-born weakling, starts up strong—not 
weak— 

Man every whit, absolved from earning awe, ; 
Pride, rapture, if the soul attains to wreak j 
Its will on flesh, at last can thrust, lift, draw, ! 
As mind bids muscle —mind which long has 
striven, 

Painfully urging body’s impotence 
To effort whereby—once law’s l^arrier riven, 
Life’s rule abolished—Ixxly might dispense 
With infancy’s probation, straight be given 
—Not by foiled darings, fond attempts back- 
driven, 

Fine faults of growth, brave sins which saint 
when shriven— 

To stand ftill-statured in magnificence, 
in. 

No: as with body so deals law with soul 
That’s stung to st’ength through weakness, 
strives for g<xxi 

Through evil,—-earth its mce-ground, heaven 
its goal, 

Presumably; so fer I understood 
Thy leaching long ago. But what means this 
—Objected by a mouth which yesterday 
Was magisterial in antithesis 
To half the truths we bold, or trust we may, 
Though tremblingly the while? No sign ” 

—groaned he— 

** No stirring of God’s finger to denote 
He wills that right should have supremacy 
On earth, not wrong! How helpful could 
we quote 


But one poor instance when he interposed 
Promptly and surely and beyond mistake 
Between oppression and its viaim, closed 
Accounts with sin for once, and bade us wake 
From our long dream that justice bears no 
sword, 

Or else forgets whereto ifs sharpness serves! 
So might we safely mock at what unnerves 
Faith now, be spared the sapping fearis in¬ 
crease 

That haply evil’s strife with good shall cease 
Never on earth. Nay, after earth, comes 
peace 

lk>rn out of life-long battle? Man’s lip curves 
With scorn: there, also, what if justice swerves 
From dealing doom, sets free by no swift 
stroke 

Right fettered here by wrong, but leaves life’s 
yoke— 

Death should loose man from—fresh laid, 
past release ? ” 

IV. 

Bernard de Mandeville, confute for me 
I This parlous friend who captured or set free 
I Thunderbolts at his pleasure, yet would draw 
I Rack, panic-stricken by some puny straw 
Thy gold-rimmed amber-headed cane had 
whisked 

; Out f.f his pathway if the object risked 
Encounter, ’scaped thy kick from buckled 
shoe ! 

As when folk heard thee in old days pooh- 
I pooh 

Addison’s tye-wig preachment, grant this 
friend— 

(Whose groan I hear, with guffaw at the end 
Disposing of mock-melancholy)—grant 
His bilious mood one potion, ministrant 
Of homely wisdom, healthy wit! For, hear I 
“ With power and will, let preference appear 
By intervention ever and aye, help good 
V^en evil’s mastery is understood 
In some plain outrage, and triumphairt wrong 
Tramples weak right to nothingness: nay, 
long 

Ere such sad consummation brings despair 
To right’s adherents, ah, what help it were 
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in tlie biitli^-HKaidi h«ad 
tbt liAtdsffid monster |»oinpt)y crnshed» 

Of ;i^p«ured to gather venom i We require 
No great experiatice that the inch-long worm, 
Free of our heel, would grow to vomit fire, i 
And one day plague the world in dragon form. 
So should wrong merely peep abroad to meet 
Wrcmg^s due quietus, leave our world’s way 
8^e 

For hcmest walking,” i 

V. i 

Sage, once more repeat 
Instruction 1 ’Tis a sore to soothe not chafe. 
Ah, Fabulist, what luck, could I contrive 
To coaat from thee another “ Grumbling 
Hive”! 

My friendhimselfwrotefebles short and sweet: 
Ask him^—“ Suppose the Gardener of Man’s 
ground 

Plants for a purpose, side by side with good, 
Evil—(and that he does so*—-look around ’ 
Whaf does the field show?)—were it under¬ 
stood I 

That purposely the noxious plant was found | 
Vexing the virtuous, poison close to food, 

If, at first stealing-forth of life in stalk 
And leaflet-promise, quick his spud should 
baulk 

Evil frmn budding foliage, l)earing fruit ? 
Such timely treatment of the offending root 
Migjrt strike the simple as wise husbandry. 
But swift sure extirpation scarce would suit 
Shrewder observers* Seed once sown thrives: 
why 

Frustrate ks product, miss the quality 
Which sower binds himself to count upon ? 
Had seed fulfilled the destined purpose, gone 
Gnhimfered up to harvcst-*-what know I 
But probf were gamed that eveiy growth of 
good 

Spmi^ consequent on evil’s neighbourhood?” 
So aald your ihrev^dness: true—so did not 
4ay 

Tlutt dher sort of thecnists who held 
^nlntel%ence prepared the way 

iSeedV upspimidii^ t you repelled 


Their notion thatbe^h kinds could sow them* 
selves. 

True I but admit ’tis understaiuBng delves 
And drops each germ, what ciso but folly 
thwarts 

The doer’s settled purpose ? Let the sage 
Concede a use to evil, though there starts 
Full many a burgeon thence, to disengage 
With thumb and finger lest it sp^ the 
yield 

Too much of good’s main tribute! But our 
main 

Tough-tendoned mandrake-monster—purge 
the field 

Of him for once and all ? It follows plain 
Who set him there to grow beholds re¬ 
pealed 

His primal law : his ordinance proves vain : 
And what beseems a king who cannot reign, 
But to drop sceptre valid arm should wield ? 

VI. 

“Still there’s a [larable”—retorts my friend— 
“ Shows agriculture with a difference I 
What of the crop and weeds which solely 
blend 

Because, once planted, none may pluck them 
thence ? 

The Gardener contrived thus? Vain pretence 1 
An enemy it was who unawares 
Ruined the wheat by interspersing tares. 
Where’s our desiderated forethought ? Where’s 
Knowledge, where power and will in evidence 
’Tis Man’s-play merely! Craft foils rectitude. 
Malignity defeats beneficence. 

And grant, at very last of all, the feud 
’Twixt good and evil ends, strange thoughts 
intrude 

Though good be garnered safely and good’s 
foe 

Bundled for burning. Thoughts steal: ‘even 
so— 

Why grant tares leave to thus o’eitop, o’er- 
tower 

Thdr field-mate, boast the stalk and flaunt 
the flo#cr, 

Ttiitmph one sunny minute? ICnowle%Cf 
power 
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Asd wiii &ua wcnked f Man’s fimcy makes 
the telt J 

Mon, with the imrrow mind* must cram inside 
His fiaite God’s infinitude,—earth’s vault 
He bids comprise the heavenly far and wide, 
Since Man may claim a right to understand 
Wh$.t passes understanding. So, succinct 
And trimly set in order, to be scanneti 
And scrutinized, lo—the divine lies linked 
Fast to the human, free to move as moves 
Its proper match : awhile they keep the 
grooves, 

Discreetly side by side together pace, 

Till sudden comes a stumble incident 
Likely enough to Man’s weak-footed race, 
And he discovers—wings in rudiment, 

Such as he boasts, which full-grown, free- 
distent 

Would lift him skyward, fail of flight while 
pent 

Within humanity’s restricted space. 

Abjure each fond attempt lo represent 
The formless, the illimitable! Trace 
No outline, try no hint of human face 
Or form or hand I ” 

VII. 

Friend, here’s a tnicing meant 
To help a guess at truth you never knew. 
Bend but those eyes now, using mind’s eye too, 
And note—sufficient for all purposes— 
Tbeground-plan—map you long have yearned 
for— yea, 

Made out in markings-—more what artist 
can?— 

Goethe’s Estate in Weimar,—just a plan ! 

A. is the House, and B. the Garden-gate, 
And C. the Grass-plot—you’ve the whole 
estate 

Letter by letter, down to Y. the Pond, 

And Z. the Pig-stye. Do you look l^eyond 
The algebraic signs, and captious say 
“Is A. the House? But whereas the Roof 
to A., 

Wliete’s Door, where’s Window? Needs 
must House have such I ” 

Ay, that were folly. Why so very much 
More foolish than our mortal purblind way 


Of seeking in the symbol no mere point 
To guide our gaze through were else 
inane, 

But things—their solid selves? **Is, joint 
by joint, 

Orion man-like,—as these dots explain 
His constellation ? Flesh composed of suns— 
How can such l)e?” exclaim the simple ones. 
Ijx)k through the sign to the thing signified— 
Shown nowise, point by point at best descried, 
Each an orb’s topmost sparkle : all beside 
Its shine is shadow : turn the orb one jot— 
Up flies the new flash to reveal ’twas not 
The whole sphere late flamboyant in your ken 1 

vrn. 

“What need of symbolizing? Fitlier men 
Would take on tongue mere facts—few, friint 
and fer, 

Still facts not fancies: quite enough they 
are, 

That Power, that Knowledge, and that Will, 
—add then 

Immensity, Eternity : these jar 
Nowise with our permitted thought and 
speech. 

Why human attributes?” 

A myth may teach : 

Only, who l>etter would expound it thus 
Must be Euripides not /Eschylus. 


Boimdingly up through Night’s wail dense 
and dark, 

Embattled crags and clouds, outbroke the Sun 

Al>ove the conscious earth, and one by one 

Her heights and depths absorl)ed to the last 
spark 

His fluid glory, from the for fine ridge 

Of mountain-granite which, transformed to 
gold, 

I^aughed first the thanks teck, to the vale’s 
dusk fold 

On fold of vapour-swathing, like a bridge 

Shattered beneath some giant’s stamp. 
Night wist 

Htar work done aiu3 betook herself in mist 
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To W9s|i liollow there to bide her time 
i» aeqeiescciice. Everywhere 
Did ei^rth acknowledge Sign’s embracesubUme 
Thiilling her to the heart of things: since 
there 

Ko ore ran liqnid, no spar branched anew, 
No arrowy crystal gleamed, but straightway 
grew 

Glad through the inrush—glad nor more nor 
less 

Than, *neath his gaze, forest and wilderness, 
Hill, dale, land, sea, the whole vast stretch 
and spread, 

The universal wt>rld of creatures bred 
By Sun’s munificence, alike gave praise— 
All creatures but one only: gaze for gaze. 
Joyless and thankless, who—all scowling 
can— 

Protests s^inst the innumerous praises? 
Man, 

Sullen and silent. 

Stand thou forth then, state 
Thy wrong, thou sole aggrieved—discon¬ 
solate— 

While every l>east, bird, reptile, insect, gay 
And glad acknowledges the bounteous day ! 

X. 

Man speaks now: What avails Sun’s earih- 

felt thrill 

To roe ? Sun penetrates the ore, the plant— 
They feelaand grow: perchance with subtler 
skill 

He interfuses fly, worm, brute, until 
Each fevoured object pays life’s ministrant 
By presring, in obedience to bis will, ^ 
0p to completion of the task prescribed, 

So stands and stays a type. Myself imbibed 
Such influence also, stood and stand com¬ 
plete— 

The perfect Man,—head, body, hands and 
feet, 

Tme to the pattern; but does that suffice ? 
How of roy supemdded mind which needs 
—*ll<4 to be, toply, but to do, and pleads 
dmn lmowle%e that some 


Sun quickens matter i mind is nobly fiun 
To realize the marvel, make--^for sense 
As mind-^-the unseen visible, condense 
—Myself—Sun’s all-pervading influence 
So as to serve the needs of mind, explain 
What BOW perplexes. Let the oak increase 
His corrugated strength on strength, the palm 
Lift joint by joint her fen-fhiit, ball and 
balm,— 

Let the coiled serjxsnt bask in bloated 
peace,- - 

The eagle, like some skyey derelict, 

Drift in the blue, sas|x:nded, glorying,— 

The lion lord it by the desert-spring,— 

What know or care they of the power which 
pricked 

Nothingness to perfection ? I, instead. 
When all-developed still am found a thing 
All-incomplete: for what though flesh had 
force 

Transcending theirs—hands able to unring 
The tightened snake’s coil, eyes that could 
outojurse 

The eagle’s soaring, voice whereat the king 
Of carnage couched discrowned ? Mind 
seeks to see, 

Touch, understand, by mind inside of me, 
The outside mind—whose quickening I attain 
To recognize—I only. All in vain 
Would mind address itself to render plain 
The nature of the essence. Drag what lurks 
Ikjhind the operation—that which works 
Latently everywhere by outward proof— 
Drag that mind forth to face mine ? No! aloof 
I solely crave that one of all the lieams 
Which do Sun’s work in darkness, at my will 
Should operate—myself for once have skill 
To realize the energy which streams 
Fkxding the universe. Above, around, 
Beneath—why mocks that mind my own 
thus found 

Simply of service, when the world grows dark, 
To half-surmise—were Sun’s use understood, 
I might demonstrate him supplying food, 
Warmth, life, no less the while ? To grant 
one spark 

Myself may deal with—make it thaw my hi wl 
And prompt my steps, were truer to the mark 
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Of mind’s requirement tbnn a half>surmise 
That somehow secretly is operant 
A power all matter feels, mind only tries 
To com{wehend I Once more -- no idle 
vaunt 

* Man comprehends the Sun’s self I ’ 
Mysteries 

At source why probe into? Enough: dis- 

play, 

Make demonstrable, how, by night as day, 
Earth’s centre and sky’s outspan, all’s in¬ 
formed 

Equally by Sun’s efflux!—source from whence 
If just one spark I drew, full evidence 
Were mine of fire ineffebly enthroned— 

Sun’s self made palpable to Man ! ” 

XI. 

Thus moaned 

Man till Prometheus helped him,—as we 
learn,— 

Offered an^artifice whereby he drew 
Sun’s rays into a focus,—plain and true. 

The very Sun in little : made fire burn 
And henceforth do Man service—glass-con- 
globed 

Though to a pin-[X)int circle—all the same 
Comprising the Sun’s self, but Sun disroI)ecl 
Of that else-unconceived essential flame 
Borne by no naked sight. Shall mind’s eye 
strive 

Achingly to comfxinion as it may 
The supersubtlc cflluencc, and contrive 
To follow beam and Ixjam upon their way 
Hand-breadth by hand-breadth, till sense 
feint—confessed 

Frustrate, eluded by unknown unguessed 
Infinitude of action ? Idle quest! 

Rather ask aid from optics. Sense, descry 
The spectrum—mind, infer immensity! 
Little? In little, light, warmth, life are 
blessed— 

Which, in tlie large, who sees to bless? 
Not I 

More than yourself: so, good my friend, 
keep .still 

Trustful with—me? with thee, sage Mande- 
villcl 



WITH DANIEL BARTOLI.' 

[Born at Ferrara, x6o8 1 died at Rome, 16 S 5 . 
Rector of the College of Jesuits at Rome. 
He wrotea histo^ of the Jesuits, and various 
treatises on physics.] 

I. 

Don, the divinest women that have walked 
Our world were scarce those saints of whom 
we talked. 

My saint, for instance—worship if you will 1 
’Tis pity |x>ets need historians* skill: 

What legendary’s worth a chronicle ? 

II. 

Come, now 1 A great lord once upon a time 
Visited—oh a king, of kings the prime, 

To sign a treaty such as never was : 

For the king’s minister had brought to pass 
That this same duke—so style him—must 
engage 

Two of his duketloms as an heritage 
After his death to this exorbitant 
Graver of kingship. “Let who lacks go 
scant, 

Who owns much, give the more to ! ” Why 
rebuke ? 

So bids the devil, so obeys the duke. 

III. 

Now, as it happened, at his sister’s house 
—Duchess herself—indeed the very spouse 
Of the king’s uncle,—while the deed of gift 
Whereby our duke should cut his rights adrift 
Was drawing, getting ripe to sign and seal— 
What docs the frozen heart but uncongeal 
And, shaming his transcendent kin and kith, 
Whom do the duke’s eyes make acquaintance 
with ? 

1 A learned and ingenious writer. **Fu 
Gesuita e Storico della Compa^ia; onde 
scrisse lunghissime storie. le quau sarebbero 
lette se non fossero ripiene traboccami di tutte 
Ic superstizioni . . . E^U vl ha ficcati dentro 
tanti miracoloni, che diviene una noia insop’ 

; portabile a chiunque voglia leggere quelle storie: 
j e anche a me, non mi bast6 Panimo di prose- 
I guire molto avanti.*' — Cerniti. (R. B.) 
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♦*|f0|>c% i Gdo«l aslieajadM is she, 
ttllli 1 ^^ that match her goodness, no &mt 
ftiiv 

I* thft white: she were the pearl ym think 
yon saw, 

But ^at she is—what corresponds to white? 
Some other stone, the true pearl^s opposite, 
As cheap as pearls are costly. She*s—^now, 
guess 

Her parentage ! Once — twice — thnce ? 
Foiled, confess 1 

Drugs, duke, her father deals m—feugh, the 
scents!— 

Manna and senna—^such medicaments 
For payment he compounds you. Stay—stay 
—stay 1 

Ill have no rude speech wrong her I Whitlier 
away, 

The hot-head ? Ah, the scapegrace 1 She 
deserves 

Respect — compassion, rather I Right it 
serves 

My felly, trusting secrets to a fool 1 
Already at it, is he? She keeps cool — 
Helped by her iin^s spread Well, our state 
atones 

For thus much license, and words break no 
Ixmes • ” 

(Hearts, though, sometimes,) 

IV. 

Next mom Iwas “ Reason, rate, 
Rave, sister, on till doomsday 1 Sure as fete, 
I wed that woman—what a woman is 
Now that I know, who never knew till this I ** 
So swore the duke. “I wed her: oi^ 
again*— 

Rave, rale, and reason—^spend your breath 
in mm !” 

V. 

At once was made a contract firm and fest, 
FuhMshed the bairns were, only marriage, 
last, 

^ lie<|idred comf^tioh when the Church’s rite 
SNnldMw m^ehappyquite 

owptod aw and 

1iy^ldle1«?assocm4ofe Just before— 


mmMa 


All things at all but the folk o* the 
Flocked to a summons. Fomp the duke 
defied t 

“Of ceremony—so much as empowers, 
Nought that exceeds, suits best a tie like 
ours— 

He smiled—** all else were mere futility. 

We vow, G(xi hears us: God and you and 

I— 

Let the world keep at distance! This is why 
We ch(K)se the simplest forms that serve to 
bind 

Lover and lover of the human kind. 

No care of what degree—^of kings or downs— 
Come blood and breeding. Courtly smiles 
and frowns 

Mii*s of their mark, ^oiild idly soothe or 
stnke 

My style and yourir-m one style merged 
ahke^— 

God’s man and woman merely. Ixmg ago 
’Twas rounded in my ears * Duke, wherefore 
slow 

To use a privilege? Needs must one who 
reigns 

Pay reigmng’s due . since statecraft so or¬ 
dains— 

Wed for the commonwcars sake ’ law pre- 
scrilies 

One wife; but to submission license bubes 
Unruly nature: mistresses accejit 
—^Well, at discretion 1 ’ Prove I so inept 
A scholar, thus instructed ? Dearest, be 
Wife and all mistresses m one to me, 

Now, henceforth, and forever So smiled 
he. 

VI. 

Good; but the minister, the crafty one, 

Got car of what was doii^—all but done— 
Not sooner, though, than the king’s very self, 
Warned by the sister on how sheer a ^elf 
Royalty’s ship was like to split. “ I bar 
The abomination I Mix with muck star ? 
Shall earth behold prodigiously enorb^ 

An upstart marsh-born meteor sun-absorbed ? 
Nuptial me no such nuptfels 1 ” ** Past dis¬ 
pute, 

Majesty speaks with wisdom absolute,” 
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the mkister : ** yet, all the same, 

I would we may not—while we play his 
Igame, 

The ducal meteor’s—also lose our own. 

The solar monarch’s: we relieve your throne 
pf an ungracious presence, like enough : 
Baulked of his project he departs in huff, 
And so cuts short—dare I remind the king?- - 
Our not so unsuccessful Iwgaining, 

The contract for eventual heritage 
Happens to /an pami reach the stage 
Attained by just this other contract,—each 
Unfixed by signature though fast in speech. 
Off goes the duke in dudgeon—off withal 
Go with him his two dukedoms past recall. 
You save a fool from tasting folly’s fruit. 
Obtain small thanks thereby, and lose to 
l>oot 

Sagacity’s reward. The jest is grim : 

The man will mulct you—for amercing him ? 
Nay, for . . . permit a poor similitude! 

A witless wight in some fantastic mood 
Would drown himself; you plunge into the 
wave, 

Pluck forth the undeserving : he, you save, 
Pulls you clean under also for your pains. 
Sire, little need that I should tax my brains 
To help your inspiration ! ” Let him sink ! 
Always coni riving’’—hints the royal wink— 
** To keep ourselves dry while we claim his 
clothes.” 

VII. 

Next day, the appointed day for plighting 
troths 

At eve,— so little time to lose, you see, 
Before the Church should weld indissolubly 
Bond into bond, wed these who, side by side, 
Sit each by other, bold groom, blushing 
bride,— 

At the preliminary banquet, graced 
By all the lady’s kinsfolk come in haste 
To share her triumph,—lo, a thunderclap! 
^*Who intportunes now?” **Such is ray 
mishap— 

In the king’s name 1 No need that any stir 
Except this lady 1 ” bids the minister: 

** With her t claim a word apart, no more; 
For who gainsays—a guard is at the door. 


Hold, duke I Submit ydu, lady, as I bow 
To him whose mouthpiece speaks his pleasure 
now I 

It well may happen I no whit arrest 
Your marriage : be it so,—we hope the best! 
By your leave, gentles! Lady, pray you, 
hence! 

Duke, with my soul and lx>dy’s deference ! ” 

VIII. 

Doors slmt, mouth ojxinsand persuasion flows 
Copiously forth. “What flesh shall dare 
oppose 

The king’s command ? The matter in debate 
—How plain it is ! Yourself shall arbitrate, 
Determine. Since the duke affects to rate 
His prire in you beyond all goods of earth, 
Accountsas nought old gams of rank and birth, 
Ancestral obligation, recent fame, 

(We know his fe«its)—nay, ventures to dis¬ 
claim 

Our will and pleasme almost—by report— 
Waives in your favour dukeliness, ni short,— 
We —('tis the king speaks)—who might forth 
with stay 

Such suicidal purjxise, brush away 
A l>ad example shame would else record,— 
Lean lo indulgence rather. At his wwd 
We take the duke : allow him to complete 
The cession of his dukedom*', leave our feet 
Their footstool when his own head, safe in 
vault, 

Sleeps sound. Nay, would the duke repaii 
his fault 

Handsomely, and our forfeited esteem 
Recover,—what if wisely he redeem 
The past,—in earnest of good faith, at once 
Give us such jurisdiction for the nonce 
As may suffice—prevent occasion slip— 

And constitute our actual ownership? 
Concede this—straightway be the marriage 
blessed 

By warrant of this paper! Things at rest, 
This pa|^r duly signed, down drops the bar, 
To-morrow you liecome—from what you an?, 
The druggist’s daughter—^not the duke’s mere 
spouse. 

But the king’s own adopted; heart and house 
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f© «lol of n court 

* Whidi iieaven might copy *—amg our poet- 
sort. 

In this eiucigerw^, on you depends 
The issue: plead what bliss the king intends! 
Should the duke frown, should arguments 
and prayers, 

Kay, tears if need be, prove in vain,—who 
cares? 

We leave the duke to his obduracy, 
Companionless,—^you, madam, follow me 
Without, where divers of the body-guard 
Wait signal to enforce the king’s award 
Of strict seclusion: over you at least 
Vibratingly the sceptre thr^ts increased 
Precipitation 1 How avert its crash ? ” 

rx. 

** Re-enter, sir! A hand that’s calm, not rash, 
Averts it t ” quietly the lady said. 

** Yourself shall witness.” 

At the table’s head 
Where, mid the hushed guests, still the duke 
sat glued 

In blank bewilderment, his spouse pursued 
Her speech to end—syllabled quietude. 

X. 

** Duke, I, your duchess of a day, could take 
The hand you proffered me for love’s sole sake. 
Conscious my love matched yours; as you, 
myself 

Would waive, when need were, all but love — 
from pelf 

To potency. What fortune brings about 
Haply in some htr future, hnds me out, 
Paces me on a sudden here and now. 
tlie better! Read—if beating heart allow— 
Read this, and bid me rend to rags the shame! 
I and your conscience—^hear and grant our 
cl^m I 

Never dare alienate God’s glfr you hold 
Simply in trust for him \ Choose muck for 
gold? 

CdpM yim so stmnble in your choice, cajoled 
Wte I count my least of worthiness 
youth, the beauty,you renounce 


With all that’s most too: love as wdl jfou 
lose, 

Slain by what slays in you the honour) 
Choose J 

Dear—yetmyhusband—dare I love you yet?” 

XI. 

How the duke’s wrath o’erboiled,—words, 
words and yet 

More words,—I spare you such fool’s fever* 
fret. 

They were not of one sort at all, one sise, 

As souls go^—he and she. ’Tis said, the eyes 
Of all the lookers-on let tears Ml frst. 

The minister was moUihed at last; 

“ Take a day,—two tlays even, ere through 
pride 

You perish,—two days’ counsel—then de- 
ade ! ” 

XII. 

—“ If I shall save his honour and my soul ? 
Husband,—this one last time,—you tear the 
scroll ? 

Farewell, duke I Sir, I follow in your train I ” 

xin. 

So slie went forth: they never met again 
The duke and she. The world paid com¬ 
pliment 

(Is it worth noting?) when, next day, she sent 
Certain gifts Ijack — “jewelry fit to deck 
Wliom you call wife.” I know not round 
what neck 

They took to sparkling, in good time—weeks 
thence. 

XIV. 

Of all which was the pleasant consequence. 
So much and no more—that a fervid youth, 
Big- hearted boy, —but ten years old, in truth,— 
Laid this to heart and loved, as boyhood can, 
The unduchessed lady: boy and lad grew 
man: 

He loved as man perchance may: did mean¬ 
while 

Good soldier-service, managed to beguile 
The years, no few, until he found a chance; 
Then, a$ at trumpet-summons to advance, 
Outbroke the love that s^ood at arms so long. 
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Brooked no withstanding longer. They were 
wed. 

Whereon from camp and court alike he fled, 
Renounced the sun-king, dropped off into 
night, 

Evermore lost, a ruined satellite; 

And, oh, the exquisite deliciousncss 
That lapped him in obscurity! You guess 
Such joy is fugitive: she died full soon- 
He did his best to die—as sun, so moon 
Lefl him, turned dusk to darkness absolute. ' 
Failing of death—why, saintship seemed to 
suit: 

Yes, your sort, Don! He trembled on the 
verge 

Of monkhood: trick of cowl and taste of 
scourge 

He tried: then, kicked not at the pricks per¬ 
verse, 

But took again, for better or for worse. 

The old way in the world, and, much the 
same 

Man o’ the outside, fairly played life’s game. 

XV. 

“Now, ^aint Scholastica,* what time she 
fered 

In Paynimric, behold, a lion glared 
Right in her jmth ! Her waist she promptly 
strips 

Of girdle, binds his teeth within his lips, 
And, leashed all lamblike, to the Soldan s 
court 

Ixads him.” Ay, many a legend of the sort 
Do you praiseworthily authenticate: 

Spare me the rest. This much of no debate 
Admits: ray lady flourished in grand days 
When to be duchess was to dance the hays 
Up, down, across the heaven amid its host: 

to be hailed the sun’s own self almost— 
So close the kinship—was—was— 

Saint, for this, 

Be yours the feet I sto(>p to—kneel and kiss! 
So human? Then the mouth too, if you will 1 
Thanks to no legend but a chronicle. 

. t St. Benedict's sister. 




XVI. 

One leans to like the duke, too: up we’ll 
patch 

Some sort of saintship for him—not to match 
Hers—but man’s best and woman’s worst 
amount 

So nearly to the same thing, that we count 
In man a miracle of faithfulness 
If, while unfaithful somewhat, he lay stress 
On the main fact that love, when love indeed, 
Is wholly solely love from first to last— 
Truth—all the rest a lie. Too likely, fest 
Enough that necklace went to grace the throat 
- - Let’s say, of such a dancer as makes doat 
The senses when the soul is satisfied— 
7ro^alm, say the Greeks—a sweetmeat tried 
Approvingly by sated tongue and teeth, 

Once body’s proper meal consigned beneath 
Such unconsidered munching, 

XVII. 

Fancy’s flight 

Makes me a listener when, some sleepless 
night. 

The duke reviewed his memories, and aghast 
Found that the Present intercepts the Past 
With such effect as when a cloud enwraps 
The moon and, moon-suffuse<l, plays moon 
perhaps 

To who walks under, till comes, late or soon, 
A stumble : up he Icxjks, and lo, the moon 
Calm, clear, convincingly herself once more! 
How could he ’scape the cloud that thrust 
l)elween 

Him and effulgence? Speak, fool—duke, I 
mean! 

XVIII. 

“ Who bade you come, brisk-marching bold 
she-shape, 

A terror with those black-balled worlds ol 
eyes, 

That black hair bristling solid-built from nape 
To crown it coils about ? O dread surmise! 
Take, tread on, trample under past escape 
Your capture, spoil and trophy! Do - 
devise 

Insults for one who, Mm once, ne’er shall 
riscl 
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on, triomphant o’er the [nostmte 

*Hene lies he among the false to 
iLiOve---* 

Love*® loyal liegeman once: the very same 
Who, scorning his weak fellows, towered 
above 

Inconstancy: yet why his fiuth defeme ? 

Onr eagle’s victor was at least no dove. 

No dwarfish knight picked up our giant’s 
glove— 

** * When, putting prowess to the proof, faith 
urged 

Her champion to the challenge: had it 
chanced 

Hmt merely virtue, wisdom, beauty—merged 
AH in one woman—merely these advanced 

Their claim to conquest, — hardly had he 
purged 

His mind of memories, dearnesses enhanced 

Rather than harmed by death, nor, disen- 
tranced, 

• Promptly had he abjured the old pretence 
To prove his kind’s superior—first to last 

Display erect on his heart’s eminence 
An altar to the never-dying Past. 

For such feat faith might boast fit play of fence 
And easily disarm the icomx:last 

CaHed virtue, wisdom, beauty: impudence 

Fought in their stead, and how could 
Bath but &1I ? 

There came a bold she-shape brisk-march- 
ing, bent 

No inch of her imperious stature, tall 
Assomewar-en^ne from whose top was sffit 

One shattering volley out of eye*s black ball, 
And prone lay frith’s defender t * Mockery 
spent? 

|i|ali (4 discharged in frill ? In that event, 

impudence^ I iJover close, 

I mtfip m with Jim id jm bfrek j 

miwak cynfiMt, mmy wicteoi mch o/IIkmsc . 

wm-mm tullnaa*^ m mttdi imihl 

I 


’Neath the dead heap of lies* And yet^vdlo 

knows? 

"What if such things are? No less, such 
things were. 

Then was the man your match whom now you 
dare 

‘‘ Treat as existent still. A second truth I 
They held—this heap of lies you rightly 
scora— 

A man who had approved himself in youth 
More than a match for—you ? for sea-foam* 
born 

Venus herself: you conquer him forsooth ? 
’Tis me his ghost; he died since left and 
lorn, 

As needs must Samson when his hair is shorn. 

“ Some day, and soon, be sure himself will rise, 
Called into life by her who long ago 

Left his soul whiling time in fiesh-disguise. 
Ghosts tired of waiting can play tricks, you 
know! 

Tread, trample me—such sport we ghosts 
devise, 

Waiting tlie mom-star’s re-appearance— 
though 

You think we vanish scared by the cock’s 
crow.” 


WITH CHRISTOPHER SMART. 

[An unfortunate poet (1722-1771) known 
to all Bosweihans from anecdote*? in the great 
Ba^raphy. He was a Fellow of Pembroke 
College, Cambrige, and until he lost his 
reason a very indififerent versifier. He 
married a daughter of Newbery the publisher, 
and Suffered much poverty. He lives as the 
author of the “ Song to David,” a series of 
magnjficeJ^l stansras composed while their 
author was in confinement for unsoundness 
of mind.] 
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Ftfoede Bay body^s, gadn inheritatioe 
Of lad: by l^ncy—so that when I read 
At Jei5^;th with waking eyes your Song, instead 
Of mere bewilderment, with me first glance 
Was but full recognition that in trance 
Or merely thought’s advaiture it>ome old day 
Of dim and done-with boyishness, or—well, 
Why ini«dit it not have bwn, the miracle 
Broke on me as I took my sober way 
Through veritable regions of our earth 
And made discovery, many a wondrous one? 

n. 

Anyhow, feet or fency, such its birth : 

I was exploring some huge house, had gone 
Through room and room complacently, no 
dearth 

Anywhere of the signs of decent taste, 
Adequate culture : wealth had run to waste 
Nowise, nor penury was proved by stmt • 

All showed the Golden Mean without a 
hint 

Of brave extravagance that breaks the rule. 
The master of the mansion was no fool 
Assuredly, no genius just as sure I 
Safe mediocrity had scorned the lure 
Of now too much and now too little cost, 
And satisfied me sight was never lost 
Of moderate design’s accomplishment 
In calm completeness. On and on I went, 
With no more hope than fear of what came 
next, 

Till lo, I push a door, sudden uplift 
A hanging, enter, chance upon a shift 
Indeed of scene f So—thus it is thou deck’st, 
High heaven, our low earth’s brick-and- 
mortar work ? 

HI. 

It was the Chapel. That a star, from murk 
Which hid, should dashingly emerge at last, 
Were small surprise: but from broad day I 
passed 

Into a presence that turned shine to shade. 
There fronted me the Kafeel Mother-Maid, 
Weter lo whom knelt votarist in shrine 
% IJature’s bounty helped* by Art’s divine 
l^e varied—I>eattty with magnificence— 
Ttei Ihist &om fioor to roof one evidence 


Of how far earth may rival heaven. No niche 
Where glory was not prisoned to enrich 
Man’s gase with gold and gems, no space but 
glowed 

With colour, gleamed with carving—hues 
which owed 

Their outburst to a brush the painter fed 
With rainbow-substance—rare shapes never 
wed 

To actual flesh and blood, which, brain-born 
once, 

Became the sculptor’s dowry, Art’s response 
To earth’s despeur. And all seemed old yet 
new : 

Youth,—in the marble’s curve, the canvas’ hue, 
Apparent,—wanted not the crowning thrill 
Of age the consecrator. Hands long still 
Had worked here—could it be, what lent 
them skill 

Retained a power to super\use, protect, 
Enforce new lessons with the old, connect 
Our life wnth theirs? No merely modem touch 
Told me that here the artist, doing much, 
Elsewhere did more, perchance does better, 
lives— 

bo needs must learn. 

IV 

Well, these provocatives 
Hav mg^fulfilled their office, forth I went 
Big with anticipation—well-mgh fear— 

Of what next room and next for startled eyes 
Might have in store, surprise beyond surprise. 
Next room and next and next—what followed 
here? 

Why, nothing I not one object to arrest 
My passage—everywhere tcxi mamfest 
The previous decent null and void of best 
And woist, mere ordinary nght and fit, 

Calm commonplace which neither missed, 
nor hit 

Inch-high, inch low, the placid mark pro¬ 
posed. 

V* 

Armed with this instance, have I diagnosed 
Your case, my Christopher ? The man was 
sound 

And sane at starting: all at once dm ifeomid 
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beofifttk Ms step^ a certain smoke 
Ctirleii ^ and cauj^t himi or perhaps fiown 
hecke 

A fireball wrapping fiesh and spirit both 
In coniagratlon. Then—as heaven wei e loth 
To linger—let earth understand too well 
How heaven at need can operate—off fell 
The fiatne-robe, and the untransfigured man 
Resumed sc^riety,—as he began. 

So did he end nor alter pace, not he! 

VL 

Now, what I fein would know is—could it h® 
That he—whoe’er he was that furnished forth 
The Chapel, making thus, from South to 
North, 

Rafikd toudi Le^hton, Michelagnolo 
Join Watts, was ibund but once combining so 
The elder and the younger, taking stand 
On Art’s supreme,^—or that yourself who sang 
A Song where fiute-breath silvers trumpet- 
clang, 

And stations you for once on either hand 
With Milton and with Keats, empowered to 
claim 

Affinity on just one point—(or blame 
Or praise my judgment, thus it fronts you 
full)— 

How came it you resume the void and null, 
Subride to insignificance,—live, die 
—Proved plainly two mere mortals who drew 
nigh 

One momen*—that, to Art’s best hierarchy, 
This, to the superhuman poet>pair ? 

What if, in one point only, then and there 
The otherwise ail-una{^oachable 
Allowed imjnngeinent? Docs the sphiife 
pretend 

To span the cube’s breadth, cover end to end 
The plane with its embrace? No, surely! 
Still, 

C(»|tact is contact, sphere’s touch no whit less 
Than cube’s superimposure. Such success 
BefisU Smart only out of throngs between 

and Keats that donned the singing* 

i«^y of such songnten^ pierced the 


’Twixt thing and word, lit language straight 
fifom soul,— 

Left no fine film*fiake on the naked cool 
Live from the censer—^shapely or uncouth, 
Fire-suffused through and through, one blare 
of truth 

Undeadened by a lie,—(you have my 
mind)— 

For, think I this blare ouileapt with black 
behind 

And blank before, when Hayley and the 
rest . , . 

But let the dead successors worst and best 
Bury their dead: with life be my concern— 
Yours with the fire-flame: what I fain would 
learn 

Is just—(suppose me haply ignorant 
Down to the common knowledge, doctors 
vaunt) 

J ust this—why only once the fire-flame was: 
No matter if the marvel came to pass 
The way folk judged—if power too long 
suppressed 

Broke loose and maddened, as the vulgar 
guessed, 

Or simply brain-disorder (doctors said), 

A turmoil of the particles disturbed 
Brain’s workaday performance in your head, 
Spurred spint to wild action health had 
curbed: 

And so verse issued ui a cataract 
Whence prose, before and after, unperturbed 
Was wont to wend its way. Concede the 
fiict 

That here a poet wets who always could— 
Never before did—never after would— 
Achieve the feat: how were such feet ex¬ 
plained? 

vn. 

Was it that when, by rarest chance, there 
fell 

Disguise from Nature, so that Truth remained 
Naked, and whoso saw for once could tell 
Us others of her majesty and might 
In large, her lovelinesses infinite 
In little,—strait you used the power where¬ 
with 

Sense, penetrating as through rind to |^tb 
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Eftch ol^ect, thoroi^ly revealed might view 
And comprehend the old things thus made I 
new* I 

So that while eye saw, soul to tongue could 
trust 

Thing which struck word out, and once more 
adjust 

Real vision to right language, till heaven^s 
vault 

Pompous with sunset, storm-stirred sea’s 
assault 

On the swilled rock-ridge, earth’s embosomed 
brood 

Of tree and flower and weed, with all the life 
That flies or swims or crawls, in peace or 
strife, 

Above, below,—each had its note and name 
For Man to know by,—Man who, now—the 
same 

As erst in Eden, needs tliat all he sees 
lie named him ere he note by what degrees 
Of strength and beauty to its end Design 
Ever thus operates—(your thought and mine, 
No matter for the many dissident)— 

So did you sing your Song, so truth found vent 
In words for once with you ? 

vin. 

Then—back was furled 
The robe thus thrown aside, and straight the 
world 

Darkened into the old oft-catalogued 
Repository of things that sky, wave, land, 

Or show or hide, clear late, accretion-clogged 
Now, just as long ago, by tellings and 
Re-tellings to satiety, which strike 
Muflled upon the ear’s drum. Very like 
None was so startled as yourself when friends 
Came, hailed your fast-returning wits: 
“ Health mends 

Importantly, for—to be plain with you — 
This scribble on the wall was done—in lieu 
Of pen and paper—with—ha, ha!—your key 
Denting it on the wainscot! Do you see 
How wise our caution was ? Thus much we 
stopped 

Of babble that had else grown print; and 
lopped 


From your trim bay-tree this unsightly 
bough— 

Smart’s who translated Horace! Write m 
now” . . . 

Why, what Smart did write^—^never after¬ 
ward 

One line to show that he, who paced the 
sward, 

Had reached the zenith from his madhouse 
cell. 

IX. 

Was it because you judged (I know full well 
You never had the ^cy)—judged —as 
some— 

Tliat who makes poetry must reproduce 
Thus ever and thus only, as they come, 

Each strength, each beauty, everywhere 
diffuse 

Throughout creation, so that eye and ear. 
Seeing and hearing, straight shall recognize, 
At touch of just a trait, the strength appear,— 
Suggested by a line’s lapse see arise 
All evident the Ixiauty,—fresh surprise 
Startling at fresh achievement? “So, in¬ 
deed, 

Wallows the whale’s bulk in the waste of 
brine. 

Nor otherwise its feather-tufts make fine 
Wild Virgin’s Bower when stars feint off to 
seed I” 

(My prose—your poetry I dare not give, 
Purpling too much my mere grey argument.) 
—Was it because you judged—when fugitive 
Was glory found, and wholly gone and spent 
Such power of startling up deaf ear, blind 

At truth’s appearance,—that you humbly bent 
The head and, bidding vivid work good-bye. 
Doffed lyric dress and trod the world once 
more 

A drab-clothed decent proseman as before ? 
Strengths, beauties, by one word’s flash thus 
laid bare 

—That was effectual service : made aware 
Of strengths and beauties, Man but hears the 
text, 

Awaits your teaching. Nature ? What 
comes next ? 
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A and beauty ?-^to he 

ikbmn 

Hnteiuone woid^s fla^,tberfcCeforth let alone 
Pf Man wbo needs must deal with aught 
lliat*s known 

Never so lately and so little? Friend, 

Mrst give us knowledge, then appoint its use! 
Strei^tb, beauty are the means: ignore their 
end? 

As well you stopped at proving how profuse 
Stones, sticks, nay stubble lie to left and 
r%ht 

Ready to belp the builder,—careless quite 
If he should take, or leave the same to strew 
Earth idly,—as by word’s flash bring in view 
Strength, beauty^ then bid who beholds the 
sama 

Go on beholding. Why gains unemployed ? 
Nature was made to be by Man enjoyed 
First; fti^llowed duly by enjoyment’s fruit, 
Instruction—haply leaving joy behind: 

And you, the mstructor, would you slack 
pursuit 

Of the msdn prize, as poet help mankind 
Just to enjoy, there leave them? Play the 
fool, 

Abjurii^ a superior privilege? 

Please simply when your function is to rule— 
Jfy thought incite to deed ? F rom edge to 
edge 

Of earrii’s round, strength and beauty every¬ 
where 

Pullulate—and mii»t you particularize 
All, each and every apparition ? Spare 
Yourself and us the trouble I Ears and eyes 
Want so much strength and beauty, and no 
less ^ 

Nor more, to learn life’s lesson by. Oh, 
ye»^ 

inbe other method’s &vaurcd in our day f 
Ihe end ere the beginning; as you may, 
Master the hea^ns bdbre ybn study eai^, 
JMake you %^iar with the iHeteoris birth 
iSte diXd to sarntmlze the rose l 
I tkh leait one of the rows 

lil|4 man lirom the hcfttom where he 

al|» to last liiltkr^op t 


Arrived there, vain will setem the 

vaunts 

Of those who say—“We scale the skks, 
then drop 

To earth—to find, how all things there are 
loth 

To answer heavenly law : we understand 
The meteor’s course, and lo, the rose’s 
growth— 

How other than should be by law’s com* 
mand 1 ” 

Would not you tell such—“ Friends, beware 
lest fume 

Ofluscate sense: learn earth first ere presume 
To teach heaven legislation. Law must be 
Active m earth or nowhere; earth you see,— 
Or there or not at all, Will, Power and Love 
Admit discovery,—as below, above 
Seek next law’s confirmation ’ But reverse 
The order, where’s the wonder things grow 
worse 

Than, by the law your fancy formulates, 
They should Ije? Cease from anger at the 
fotes 

Which thwart themselves so madly. Live 
and learn, 

Not fipt learn and then live, is our concern. 


WITH GEORGE BUBB DODINGTON. 

[See ** Dictionary of National Biography,” 
vol. XV ,; alM> the thin volume of his Memoirs 
or Diary first published in 1784* The author 
was bom 1691, and died 1763. He early 
became a politician, and attached himself to 
Walpole. He was accomplished, profuse, 
and corrupt, and has become by common 
consent of historians a ronvenient by-word 
for eighteenth-century immoralities of public 
men.] 

1, 

Ah, George Bubb Dodington Lord Mel- 
combe,—^no, 

Yours was the wrong way 1—always under** 
stand, 

SiXppost^ that permissibly you itened 
Horn «lat5mianaMp---y<^ tiado*-'iii outwaid 
i^w 
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m Inspired siisifde md 
Wm itmnf aMmiry, king» nad commmweal, 
(Tftoi|tg|} service tire to death the body» tease 
The smtl hrom out an overtasked patriot- 
dnidge) 

And yet should prove seatvs outward show 
a^ees 

In all feifects-*-^right reason being judge— 
With Inward care that, while the statesman 
spends 

Body and soul thus freely for the sake 
Of public good, his private wel&re take 
Ko harm by such devotedness. Intends 
Scripture aught else—let captious folk in¬ 
quire— 

Which teaches **Labourers deserve their hire, 
And who neglects his household bears the 13011 
Away of sinning from an infidel w? 

Wiselier would fools that carp bestow a thought 
How birds build nests; at outside, roughly 
wrought, , 

Twig knots with twig, loam plasters up each ! 
chink. 

Leaving the inmate rudely lodged—you think? 
Peep iKit inside ! That specious rude-and- 
rough 

Covets a domicile where downy fluff | 

Embeds the ease-deserving architect, j 

Who toiled and moiled not merely to effect j 
’Twiat sprig and spray a stop-gap in the teeth 
Of wind and weather, guaid what swung 
beneath 

From upset only, but contrived himself 
A snug interior, warm and soft and sleek. 

Of what material ? Oh, for that, you seek 
How nature prompts each volatile I Thus— 

pdf 

&B«Nitl>eiu the human mudlaik’s lodging, 

powmr 

Demands some hardier wrappage to embrace 
Bobtliler heart-beats: rock, not tree nor 
tower, 

Cmitei^tl^bni^^ shoves close 

Tobrother rook on branch, while crow morose 
Apart keeps balance perched on topmost 

Mo sort of IM hat suits his taste somehow: 
ttay^ Darwin tells of s«di as love the bower— 
If. 


His bower^^Mfds a|^)ortune!y yidd us yet 
The laddng instance when at loss to get 
A feathered parallel to what we find 
The secret motor of some mighty mind 
That worked such wonders—all for vanity! 
Wwked them to haply figure in the eye 
Of intimates as first of—doers* kind ? 

Actors*, that work in earnest sportively^ 

Paid by a sourish smile. How says the Sage? 
Birds bom to strut piepore a platferm-stage 
With sparkling stones and speckled diells, 
all scuts 

Of slimy rubbish, odds and ends and oris, 
Whereon to pose and posture and engage 
The priceless female simper. 

II. 

I have gone 

Thus into detail, George Bubb Dodington, 
Ixist, when I take you presently to task 
For the wrong way of working, you should ask 
“ What fool cxmjecturesthat profession means 
Performance? that who goes Ijehind the scenes 
Finds,—acting over,—still the soot-stuff 
screeixs 

Othello’s visage, still the self same cloak’s 
Bugle- bright-blackness half reveals half chokes 
Hamlet’s emotion, as ten minutes since ? ** 
No, each resumes his garb, stands—Moor c>r 
prince— 

Decently draped : just so with statesmanship 
All outside show, m short, is sham—why 
wince? 

Concede me—while our parley kists! You 
trip 

Afterwards—lay but this to heart I (there lurks 
Somewhere in all of us a lump which irks 
Somewhat the sprightliest-scheming brain 
that’s bent 

On brave adventure, would but heart consent!) 
—Here trip you, that—^your aim allowed as 
right— 

Your means thereto were wrong. Come, we, 
this night, 

Profess one purpose, hdd one prfridplo. 

Are at odds only as to—not the wHl 
I But way of wkining sdace for ourselves 
I —No matter if the <»re for which seal 4 thm 

* V 




jfe or cofirolite, while j>reteoce 
go^ to men at*^whose expense 
Bht ours? who tire the Ixxly, tease the soul, 
Simply that, running, we may reach latme’s 
goal 

And wreathe at last our brows with bay— 
the State’s 

Disinterested slaves, nay—please the Fates— 
Saviours and nothing : such lot has been! 
Statesman^ip triumphs pedestaJled,serene,— 
O happy consumnmtion l—brought about 
By managing with skill the rabble-rout 
Fw which we labour (never mind the name— 
People or populace, for praise or blame) 
Making them understand—their heaven, their 
hell, 

Their every hope and fear is ours as well. 
Man’scause—^w’hat other can we have at heart? 
Whencje follows that the necessary part 
llig^ bVr Man’s head we play,—and freelier 
breathe 

Just that the multitude which gasps Ixjneath 
May readi the level whei^ un.Htided stand 
Ourselves at vantage to put forth a hand. 
Assist the prostrate public. ’Tis by right 
Merely of such pretence, we reach the height 
Where storms abound, to brave—nay, court 
their stress, 

Though all too well aware*-of pomp the less, 
Of peace the more ! But who are we, to spurn 
For peace* sake, duty’s pointing? Up, then 
—earn 

Albeit no prize we may but martyrdom I 
Now, such fit height to launch .salvation from, 
How get and gain ? Since help must needs 
be craved ^ 

By would-be saviours of the else-unsav^ 
How coax them to co-operate, lend a lift. 
Kneel down and let us mount ? 

' .lib 1, 

Ybu say “ Midce shift 
{n’each and teach, 

;pemsade 

'^ppmeliOw. the lhtb!lc--^nol. despising .aid 

'OUT siteogth would mise 


Our cultivated knowledge supplement 
Their rudeitess, rawness: why to us were lent 
Ability except to come in use ? 

Who loves his kind must by all means induce 
That kind to let his love play freely, pess 
In Man’s behalf to foil performance 1 

IV. 

■ Y«— 

Yes, George, we know !—^whereat they hear, 
lielieve, 

And bend the knee, and on the neck receive 
Who fowned and cringed to purpose ? Not 
so, (ieorge I 

Try simple falsehood on shrewd folk who foige 
Lies of superior fashion day ly day 
And hour by hour ? With craftsmen versed 
as they 

What chance of comptitiem when the tools 
Only a novice wields? Are knaves such fools? 
Disinterested patriots, spare your tongue 
The tones thrice-silvcry, cheek save smiles it 
flung 

Pearl-like profiise to swine—herd, whereof 
Nounit needs lie taught, his neighlx>ur*s trough 
Scarce holds for who but grunts and whines 
the husks 

Due to a wrinkled snout that shows sharp 
tusks. 

No animal—much less our lordly Man— 
Obeys its like: with strength all rule began, 
The stoutest awes the pasture. Soon succeeds 
r>iscrimination,—nicer power Man needs 
To rule him than is bred of bone and thew i 
intelligence must move strength’s self. This 
too 

I^ts but its time * the multitude at length 
Looks inside for intelligence and streng^ 
And finds them here and there to pick and 
choose: 

All at your service, mine, see J” Ay, but 
who’s 

My George, at this late day, to make his boast 
In strength, intelligence, 1 rule the roast,: 
Beat, all and some, the ungraced who orowd 
your ranks?” 

^' Oh, but I love, wowM lead yOu, gatn you# 

riianlci 
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% uttexampliacl yearning for Man's sake— 
Passfon that sotely waits your help to take 
Eflfect in action I ” George, which one of us 
But holds with his own heart communion thus: 
“ I am, if not of men the first and l)est, 
Still-^to receive enjo3nnent—ptoperest; 
Which «nce by force I cannot, nor by wit 
Most likely—craft must serve in place of it. 
Flatter, cajole ! If so I bring within 
My net the gains which wit and force should 
win, 

What hinders ? ” 'Tis a trick we know of old: 
Try, George, some other of tricks manifold ! 
The multitude means mass and mixture— 
right 

Are mixtures simple, pray, or composite ? 
Dive into Man, your medley : see the waste! 
Sloth'Stifled genius, energy disgraced 
By ignorance, high aims with sorry skill. 

Will without means and means in want of will 
—Sure we ntighl fish, from out the mothers' 
srrns 

That welter thus, a dozen Dodingtons I 
Why call up Dodington, and none lieside, 

To take his seat ujx>n our liacks and ride 
As statesman conquering and to conquer? 
Well, 

The last expedient, which must needs excel 
Those old ones—this it is, —at any rate 
Towday’s conception thus I formulate: 

As simple force lias l>een replaced, just so 
Must simple wit be: men have got to know 
Such wit as what you Iwast is nowise held 
The wonder once it was, but, paralleled 
Too plentifiilly, counts not,—puts to shame 
Modest possessors like yourself who claim, 
By virtue of it merely, pow'er ami place 
-—Which means the sweets of office. Since 
otir race 

Teems with the like of you, some special gift, 
Your very own, must coax our hands to lift, 
And backs to bear you : is it just and right 
To prtvilt^e your nature ? 

V. 

** State things quite 
Other than so make answer 1 ** I pretend 
Ko such community with men. Perpend 
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My key to domination ! Who would use 
Man for his pleasure needs must introduce 
The elenjent that awes Man. Once for all, 
llis nature owns a Supernatural 
In foct as well as phrase—which found must be 
—Where, in this doubting age? Old mystery 
Has served its turn—seen through and sent 
adrift 

To nothingness; new wizard-craft makes shift 
Nowadays shorn of help by rolje and lx)ok,— 
Otherwise, elsewhere, for success must look 
Than chalked-ring, incantation-gibberish* 
Someljody comes to conjure: that's he ? 
Pish ! 

He's like the roomful of rapt gazers,—there’s 
No sort of difference in the garb he wears 
From ordinary dressing,—gesture, speech, 
Deportment, just like those of all and each 
That eye their master of the minute. Stay ! 
What of the something—call it how you may— 
Uncanny in the—quack ? That’s easy said! 
Notice how the Professor turns no head 
And yet takes cognizance of who accepts, 
Denies, is puzzled as to the adept's 
Supremacy, yields up or lies in wait 
To trap the trickster I Doubtless, out of date 
Are dealings with the devil: yet, the stir 
Of mouth, its smile half smug half sinister, 
Mock-modest boldness maskerl in diffidence,— 
What if the man have—who knows how or 
whence ?— 

Confederate potency unguessed by us— 
Prove no such cheat as he pretends ? " 

VI. 

Ay, thus 

Had but my George played statesmanship's 
new card 

That carries all I “Since we”—avers the 
j Bard— 

I ** All of us have one human heart ”—as good 
I As say—by all of us is understood 
Right and wrong, true and fidse—in rough, 
at least, 

We own a common conscience. God, man, 
l>east— 

How should we qtialify the statesman-shape 
I foncy standing with our world agape ? 





'flight 8gaiM\ tcn^lli 

Sni« omiageoiist de^gnution ! ** Quack 

nden quail 

Yuu «ee, a Httk year ago 
him thunder at the thiiig which, lo, 
To*^y he vaimts for umjcathed, while what 
erst 

Heaven-high he lauded, lies hell-low, ac¬ 
cursed t 

Arid yet where*® change? Who, awe-struck, 
cares to point 

Critical finger at a dubious joint 
In armour, true m triplex^ breast and hack 
Bifidii^ about, defiant of attack, 

An imperturbabiHty that’s—well. 

Or innocence or impudence—how tell 
One firom the other? Could ourselves broach 
lies. 

Yet brave mankind with those unaltered eyes, 
Those lips that keq> the quietude of tnith ? 
Dare we attempt the like? What quick 
uncouth 

Disturbance of thy smug economy, 

O coward vfeage! Straight would all descry 
Back on the man’s brow the boy’s blush 
once more! 

No : he goes deeper—could our sense ex¬ 
plore— 

Pin^ conscience beneath conscience such as 
ours. 

Genius is not so rare,—^prodigious powers— 
Well, others boast such,- 4 mt a power like 
this 

Mendactotis intrepidity —vis ? 

imposture ]^ys another game,^ 
Adndia of no diversion fiom its aim 
Of captivatii^s; hearts, sets seal a^fiare 
In evety shape at every tum#—nowhere 
Allows suhsideiice into asli By stress 
Of what does guile sudheed but earnestness, 
Earnest wqpd, look aiuS gesture ? Tottch^ 

But the ^ty jwere fiaiighi 

Omve is guile t 

!lleee'''hq'‘act waW ' 


Even while most he seems tb adiihite ? 

As who should say Wiat though fe 
fete " 

To deal with fools ? Among the crowd iiitfet 
lurk 

Some lew with feculty to judge my work 
Spite of its way which suits, they imderStand, 
The crass majority:—the Sacred Band, 

No duping them forsooth 1 ” So teHs a tmkh 
Of subinteiligeniial nod and wink— 

Turning foes frtends. Coarse fiattery wioves 
the gorge i 

Mine were the mc^c to awe the many, 
George ! 

They guess you half despise them while most 
bent 

On demonstrating that your sc*lc intent 
Strives for their service. Sneer at them ? 
Yourself 

*Tis you disparage,—tricksy as an elf, 
Scorning what most you strain to bring to 
pass, 

Laughingly careless,—triply cased in brass,— 
While pushing strenuoits to the end in view* 
What follows ? Why, you formulate within 
The vulgar headpiece this conception “ Win 
A master-mind to serve us needs we must, 
One who, from motives we but take on tnist, 
Acts strangelier—haply w'iselier than we 
know— 

Stronglier, for certain. Did he say * I throw 
Aside my good for yours, in all I do 
Care nothing for myself and all Ibr you 
We should both understand and disbelieve: 
Said be * Your good I laugh at in my skevfe, 
My own it is I solely labour at, 

Pretending yours the while*—that, even that 
We, understanding well, give credence to. 
And so will none of it. But here ’tis through 
Our recognition of his service, wage ’ 

Well earned by work, be mouUts to sudb a 
stage 

Above competitors as all save Bubb 
Would agonise to keep. Yet,—herb’s the 
mb— 

So slightly does he hold by our esteem 
WhM solely fixed him fest there, that % 
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every minute to our fece, tsy gibe 

insuppradve; what ascribe 
Tlie iiMhiiesis to? Our pay and praise to 
boot— 

Do these avail him to tread underfoot 
Somelhing inside us all and each, that stands 
Somehow instead of somewhat which com¬ 
mands 

^ Lie not ’ ? Folk fear to jeopardize their soul, 
Siumbie at times, walk straight upon the 
whole,— 

Thai’s nature’s simple instinct: wliat may lie 
The portent here, the influence such as we 
Are strangers to ? ”— 

VII. 

Exact the thing I call 
Man’s despot, just the Supernatural 
Which, George, was wholly out of—far 
beyond 

Your theory ai^d practice. You had count d 
But to reject the precept “ To succeed 
In gratifying selfishness and greed, 

Asseverate such qualities exist 
Nowise within yourself I then make acquist 
By all means, with no sort of fear 1 ” Alack, 
That well-worn lie is olisoletc J Fall back 
On still a working pretext—‘‘Hearth and 
Home, 

The Altar, love of England, hate of Rome 
That’s serviceable lying—that pei chance 
Had screened you decently: but ’ware 
advance 

By one step more in perspicacity 
Of these our dupes J At length they get to see 
As tJirough the earlier, this the latter plea — 
And find the greed and selfishness at source ! 
Fmtum es/ad triarm: lost resource 
Should be to what but—exquisite disguise 
Diigiiise'^hjuriQg* truth that looks hke lies. 
Frankness so sure to meet with unbelief? 

Si^y—^you hold in contempt—not them in 

chief— 

3Butfij«t and foremost yomow^ No use 

In men but to make sport for you, induce 
The puppdts now to dance, now stand stock¬ 
still, 

Mow knock their heads tr^ether, at your will 




For will’s sake only-r-wlnle each plays Idf part 
Submissive: why? through terror at the 
heart: 

“Can it be—this bold man, whose hand we 
saw /' 

Openly pull the wires, oflys some law 
Quite above Man’s—nay, God’s ? ” On fiice 
fell they. 

This was the secret missed, again I say. 

Out of your jwwcr to grasp conception of, 
Much less employ to purpose. Ilencethescofl 
That greets your very name : folk see but one 
Fool more, as well as knave, in Dodington. 


WITH FRANCIS FURINI. 

[F. Funni, lx>rn at Florence i6cx>, died 
1649. A famous jx^inier the nude, who at 
the age of forty l>ecame a parish priest and 
a devout liver. He is said to have regretted 
his undraped pictures.] 

1 . 

Nay, ikatf Furini, never I at least 
Mean to believe ! What man you were I 
know, 

While you walked Tuscan earth, a painter- 
priest, 

Something about two hundred years ago. 
Priest—you did duty punctual as the sun 
I That rose and set aljove Saint Sano’s church, 
j Blessing Mugello : of your flock not one 
t But showed a whiter fleece because of smirch,' 
I Your kind hands wiped it clear from i were 
; they jx)or? 

Bounty brt>ke bread apace,—did marriage lag 
For just the want of moneys that ensure 
Fit hearth-and-home provision ? — stmight 
your bag 

Unplumped itself,—reached hearts by way 
of palms 

Goodwill’s shake had but tickled. All alxntt 
Mugello valley, folt some parish qualms 
At worship ofrered in bare walls without 
comfort of a picture ?—prompt such need 
Our painter would supply, and throngs to see 
Witnessed that goodness—no unholy greed 
Of gain—had coaxed from Don Futiul—he 



iBmiMtmm with jC^etain feoele 


fm 
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Wmm |;«l»ccss imght in vain iiiif9li>r^ to toil 
F«wr pf^t-«8uch a tnastorpkce. 
Bdaf-^priest, you poured profuse God’s wine 
and oil 

Fraiseworthily, I know: shall praising cease 
Wheiif priestly vesture put aside* mere man, 
You Stand for judgment? Rather—what 

acclaim 

Good son, good brother, friend in whom 
we scan 

No foult nor flaw” —salutes Furini’s name, 
The loving as the liberal I Enough: 

Only to ope a lily, though for sake 
Of setting free its scent, disturbs the rough 
J>oose gold about its anther. I shall take 
No Marne in one more Mason, last of all— 
Good painter were you; if in very deed 
I stylcid you great—what modem art dares call 
My word in question ? Let who will take heed 
Of what he seeks and misses in your brain 
To balance that precision of the brush 
Your hand could ply so deftly: all in vain 
Strives poet’s power for outlet when the push 
Is lost upon a bajrred and bolted gate 
Of pointer’s impotency. -/\gnolo— 

Thine were alike the head and hand, by fate 
l>ouMy endowed ! Who boasts head only— 
woe j 

To hand’s presumption should brush emulate I 
Fancy’s free passage by the pen, and show 
Thought wrecked and ruin^ where tlie in¬ 
expert 

Foolhardy ftngers half grasped, half let go 
Film-wngs the poet’s pen arrests unhurt I 
No—painter such as that imraculous 
Michel, who deems you ? But the amplejift 
Of giadng walls else Mank of this our b^e 
OfMfo with imagary* one bright drift | 
Foured forth by pencil,—inan and woman 
mm, 

Olorilied dll half owned for gods,—the dear 
Ffodily perfoetbn of the huftian shape,— 
This was apportioned you if hereby to praise 
Heawm a^ bless wth. Who clumsily 
esiay»> 

% araft» to prove the ape 

f^^ereadon, just betrays 


; By such sure ways 

l>o I return, Furini, to my first 
And central confidence—that he I proved 
Good priest, good man, good painter, and 
rehearsed 

Praise upon praise to show—not simply loved 
For virtue, but for wisdom honoured loo 
Needs must Funni be,—it follows—who 
Shall undertake to breed in me belief 
That, on Ms death-bed, weakness played the 
thief 

With wisdom, folly ousted reason quite? 

List to the chronicler! With main and 
might— 

So fame runs—did the poor soul beg his 
friends 

To buy and burn his hand-work, make 
amends 

For having reproduced therein—(Ah me! 
Sighs fame—that’s friend Filippo)—nudity 1 
V'es, I assure you ; he would paint—not men 
Merely— a pardonable feult—but when 
Ite had to deal with—oh, not mother Eve 
Alone, penmssibly m Paradise 
Naked and unashamed,—but dared achieve 
Dreadful distinction, at soul-safety’s price 
By also jaainting women—(why the need?) 
Just as Cnxl made them: there, you have 
the truth! 

Yes, rosed from top to toe in flush of youth, 
One foot upon the moss-fnnge, would swiine 
Nymph 

Try, with its venturous fellow, if the lymph 
Were chillier than the slab-stepped fountain* 
edge; 

The wliilc a*heap her garments on its ledge 
Of boulder lay within hand’s easy reach, 

—No one least kid-skin cast around herJ 
Speech 

Shrinks from enumerating cose and case 
Of—were it but Diana at the dtase, 

With tunic tucked discreetly huntiiig*higli! 
No, some Queen Venus set our necks awry, 
Turned fimes from the painterV all-too-frai»k 
Triumph of ftadi! For-^whoin had he to 
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^Tys9elf*a{»|)ointedxiiattif«:‘Stiident? j 

Picked he up practice ? By wJiat evidence ' 
Did he tanhandsomely become adept | 

In simulating bodies } How except I 

By actual sight of such ? Himself confessed ! 
The enormity: quoth Philip “ Wlujn I pressed 
The painter to acknowledge his abijse | 

Of artistry else potent-—what excuse j 

Made the infatuated man ? I give 
His very words s * Did you but know, as I, 

—O scruple-splitting sickly-sensitive 
Mild-moral-monger, what the agony 
Of Art IS ere Art satisfy herself 
In imitating Nature—(Man, poor elf. 

Striving to match the finger-mark of Him 
The immeasurably matchless)—gay or grim, I 
Pray, would your smile be ? Leave mere 
fools to tax 

Art^s high-strung brain’s intentness as so 
lax 

That, in its mid-throe, idle fancy sees 
The moment for admittance ! ’ Pleadings 
these— 

Specious, I grant.” So adds, and seems to 
wince 

Somewhat, our censor—but shall truth con¬ 
vince 

Blockheads like Baldinucci ? ^ 

III. 

I resume 

My increiiulity: your other kind 
Of soul, Furifii, never was so blind, 

Even through death-mist, as to grope in 
gloom 

For cheer l^eside a Ixjnfire piled to turn 
Ashes and dust all that your noble life 
Did homage to life’s Lord by,—bid them 
Imm 

-^These Mdinucci blocklieads — pictures 
life 

With record, in each rendered loveliness, 
That one apiiwrecktivc creature’s debt 
Of thanks to the Creator more or less, 

Was paid according m heart’s^will had met 
Hand's-power in Art^s endeavour to express 

^ Author of a history of Art, and a firtend of 
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Heaven’s most consummate of achievements, 
bless 

Earth by a semblance of the seal God set 
On woman his supremest work. I trust 
Rather, Furini, dying breath had vent 
In some fine fervour of thanki^ving just 
For this—that soul and body’s power you 
spent— 

Agonized to adumbrr.te, trace in dust 
That marvel which we dream the firmament 
Copies in star-device when fimcies stray 
Outlining, orb by orb, Andromeda— 

God’s best of beauteous and magnificent 
Revealed to earth—the naked female form. 
Nay, I mistake not; wrath thaFs but luke¬ 
warm 

Would lx>il indeed were such a critic styled 
Himself an artist: artist I Ossa piled 
Topping Olympus—the absurd which crowns 
The extravagant—whereat one laughs, not 
frowns. 

Paints he ? One bids the poor pretender take 
His sorry self, a trouble and disgrace, 

From tmt the sacred presence, void the 
place 

Artists claim only. What —nf)t merely wake 
Our pity that suppressed concupiscence— 

4V satyr masked as matron—makes pretence 
To the coarse blue-fly’s instinct—can per¬ 
ceive 

No better reason why she should exist— 

—Gcxl’s Iily-liml)ed and blush-rose-bosomed 
Eve— 

Than as a hol-lxni for the sensualist 
To fly-blow with his fancies, make pure 
stuff 

Breed him back filth—this were not crime 
enough ? 

But further—fly to style itself—nay, more— 
To steal among the .sacred ones, crouch down 
Though but to where their garments sweep 
the floor— 

—Still catching some kint sparkle from the 
crown 

Crowning transcendent Michael, Leomurd, 
Rafiiel,—to sit beside the fat of such, 
Unspurned because unnoticed, then reward 
Their toleiaticm“-^mercy overmuch— 
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the 

Oetai mtMt the getemy» all-agape 
*^<1 leM hy what procedaft, in the schods 
Oi Jktt, a marest man in nntwaid shape 
May lem to he Correggio i Old and yoatig, 
tliese learners got their lesson: Art was just 
A »h?ty*scrccii--(Art, which Correggio’s 
tongue 

Calls *• Virtue a ^culking vice: mere 

lust 

Inspired the artist when his Night and Mom 
Slept and awoke in marble on that edge 
Of heaven above our awestruck earth: Just- 
horn 

His Eve low bending took the privili^c 
Of If^ hrom what our eyes saw—God’s own 
palm 

That put the dame forth—to the love and 
thanks 

Of all creation save this recreant! 

iv. 

Calm 

Our phrase, Furini I Not the artist-ranks 
Ciaini riddanc^e of an interloper: no— 

This Baldtmicci did but grunt and snid 
Outside Alt’s pole—ay, grubbed, where pine 
trees grow, ^ 

For {%mtts only. 

V. 

You the Sacred! If 

Indeed on you has been bestowed the dower 
Of An in fulness, graced with head and hand, 
Head—to look op not downwards, hand—of 
power 

To make head’s gain the portion of a wo 0 
Where dsc the tininstnicled ones too sure | 
Would take all outside beauty—him that’s 
med 

About a star—for the star’s self, endure 
lie giddbncc to the centnil |Jory,—nay, 

mii^t apprdhend him wm fog, 
0^ all hut vapour well away, 

Awl^y^SimiepiOdiMit hrom earth’s 

#(h hut scMom, hahe your worduest: 
^ MM ' 

■’tW' ^ I 


For watu^ that the head of the adept 
May too mudi prise the haiid, wcnkmtassaiM 
% scruple of ^ better sense that folds 
An orb within each halo, Uds gross iesh 
Free the line spirit-pattern, nor eninedt 
More than is meet a marvel custom blinds 
Only the vulgar eye to. Now, less foar 
That you, the for^ost of Art’s folfowship, 
Will oft— -win ever so offend J , But—hip 
And thigh—smite the Plnlistmel Kaw— 
slunk here— 

Connived at, by too easy tcderance, 

Not to scrape palette simply or sciueeee brush, 
But dub your very self an Artist ? Tush— 
You, of the daubtngs, is it, dare advance 
This doctrine tliat the Artist-mind must needs 
Own to aftinity with yours—confess 
Provocative acquaintance, more or less, 

With each impurely-peevish worm that breeds 
Inside your brain’s receptacle ? 

VI. 

Enough. 

Who owns ** I dare not look on diadems 
Without an itch to pick out, puricnn gems 
Others contentedly leave sparkling”—^gruff 
Answers the guard of the regalia: Why— 
ConscKHLsly kleptomaniac—thrust yourself 
Where your illicit craving after pelf 
Is tempterl most—in the King’s treasury ? 

Go elsewhere ! Sort with thieves, if thus you 
feel— 

When folk clean-handed simply recognise 
Treasure whereof the mere sight satisfies— 
But straight your fingers are on itch to ^eal I 
Hence with you I ” 

Pray, Furini! 

vti. 

** Bounleottt God, 
Deviser and Dispenser Pf all gtftt 
To soul through sense,—in Art the soul uplifts 
Man’s best of thanks 1 What but Thy 
measuiing-Yod 

Meted forth heaven and earth? nforeMiiiale, 
Thy very hands were busied with the tmfo 
Of making, In dits hitman shape, a mask*^ 
A nsald^MtM divine. $IM love alatfo 







Nowibe l Traje-^ttue—a,ll 

gift Itnti iit ttie very fklenitede 
Of fser^BCdcm, goes maimed, tnisconsirtied 
By i^dMtiess or wealcness; still, some few 
HavegmcetaseeThyptir|)o$e, strength to mar 
T% wtMrk by no admiaditfe of their own, 

trutli not £dsehcK]fd, bid us love alone 
The type untampered with, the naked star! ” 

Yiih 

And, prayer done, painter—what if you should 
preach? 

Not as of old when playing pulpiteer 
To simple-wilted country folk, Init here 
In actual I^ndon try your powers of speech | 
On te the cultured, therefore sceptical— 
What would you ? For, sup^xise he has his j 
word 

In iaith’s Ijehalf, no matter how absurd, 

This painter-theologian ? One and all 
We lend an ear—nay, Science lakes thereto— 
Encourages the meanest who has racked 
Nature until he gains from her some feet, 

To state what truth is frean his point of view. 
Mere pin-point ihrHigh it be: since many such 
Comiuce to make a whole, she bids our friemi 
Come ftirward unabashed! and haply lend 
His little life-experience to our much 
Of modern knowledge. Since she so insists, 
Up stands Furini. 

IX, 

** Evolutionists! 

At truth I glimpse from depths, you glance 
hrotn heights, 

0Ur stations for discovery op|X)sites,— 

How should ensue agreement ? I explain: 
*Tis the lip-top of things to which you strain 
Tour vision, until atoms, protoplasm, 

And what and whence and how may lie the 


Descending ? Here^s known 

to-day, 

Duly evolved at last,—so fer, you say, 

The sum and seal of being’s progress. Oood! 
Thus much at least is clearly tmderstood-— 

Of power does Man possess no pardde: 

Of knowledge-just so much as shows that 
still 

It ends in ignorance on every side : 

But righteousness—ah, Man is deified 
Thereby, for compensation! Make survey 
Of Man’s surroundings, try creation—nay, 
Try emulation of the minimised 
Minuteness fency may conceive ! Surprised 
Reason becomes by two defeats for dne— 

Nc»t only power at each phenomenon 
Baffled, but knowledge also in defeult— 
Asking what is minuteness—yonder vault 
Speckled with suns, or this the millionth— 
thing, 

How shall I call?—that on some insect’s 
wing 

He1})8 to make out in dyes the mimic star? 
Weak, ignorant, accordingly we are: 

What then ? The worst for Nature I Where 
began 

Righteousness, moral sense except in Man ? 
True, he makes nothing, understands no 
I whit: 

I Had the initiator-spasm seen fit 
Thus doubly to endow him, none the worse 
And much the better were the universe. 

What docs Man see or feel or af>prehend 
Here, there, and everywhere, Imt feults to 
mend, 

! Omissions to supply,—one wide disease 
Of things that are, which Man at once would 
I ease 

I Had will but power and knowledge ? felling 
both— 


spasm 

Which sets all going, stop you: down perforce 
Needs must your observation take its course, 
SintJC there’s no mont^ upwards: link by link 
¥)cat drop to where the atoms somehow think, 
know themselves to be: the world’s 
, 'begun, ' 

as we meogisice It Have you done 


Things must take will for deed—Man, no¬ 
wise loth, 

Accepts pre-eminency: mere Hind force— 
Mere knowledge undirected in its course 
By any care for what is made or marred 
In cither’s operation—rtor award 
The crown to ? Rather let it deck thy brows, 
Mao, whom alcme a righteousness endow's 
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mm world’s ailiog ! Who 

Thy cW*» thereto ? Had Spasm more attri¬ 
butes 

Thao power and knowledge in its gift, before 
Man came to pass? The higher that we 
soar> 

The less of moral sense like Man’s we find : 
No sign of such before,—what comes behind, 
Who guesses? But until there crown our 
sight 

The quite new—not the old mere inftmte 
Of dmngings,—some fresh kind of sim and 
mocm,— 

Hien, nbt before, shall I expect a boon 
Of intuition just os strange, which turns 
Evil to good, and wrong to right, unlearns 
Ail Man’s experience learned since Man was 
he^ 

Accept in Man, advanced to this degree, 

The Prime Mind, therefture! neither wise ’ 
nor strong— 

Whose feuU ? but were he both, then right, 
not wrong 

As now, throughout the world were para¬ 
mount 

Accordii^ to his will,—which I account i 
Hie qualifying foculty* He stands | 

Confessed supreme — the monarch whose 
commands 

Coidd he enforce, how bettered were the 
world I 

He’s at the height this moment—to be hurled 
Next moment to the bottom by rebound 
Of his own peal of laughter. All around 
Ignorance wraps him,—whence and how |pd 
why 

Hungs are,—yet cloud breaks and lets blink 

die sky 

Just overh^, not elsewhere^! What assures 
His opda that the i^ery Hue which lures 
Comes not of black outside It, doubly dense ? 

overwraps hts moial sense, 

Wfrids Mm ahotttf leiaxsag, as it wraps, 

$0 muidt mi m more t^n lets through 

fmifiaps 

Kibe knowle%e — %tioraiiee 


X. 

** 1 at the l>ottom, Evolutionists, 

Advise beginning, rather, I profoss 
To know just one foot—my self-conscious¬ 
ness,— 

’Twixt ignorance and ignorance enisled,— 
Knowledge; before me was my Cause—that’s 
styled 

God: after, in due course succeeds the rest,— 
All that ray knowledge comprehends — at 
I best— 

At worst, conceives about in raild despair. 
Light needs must touch on either darkness: 
where ? 

Knowledge so for impinges on the Cause 
Before me, that I know—by certain laws 
Wholly unknown, whate’er I apprehend 
Within, without me, had its rise: thus blend 
I, and all Uungs perceived, in one Eftect, 
How for can knowledge any my project 
On what comes after me—the universe ? 
Well, my attempt to make the cloud disperse 
Begins—not from alx>ve but underneath : 

I cimib, you soar,—who soars soon loses 
breath 

And sinks, who climbs keeps one foot firm 
on foct 

Ere hazarding the next step: soul’s first act 
(Call consciousness the soul—some name we 
need) 

Getting itself aware, through stuff decreed 
Thereto (so call the body)—who has slept 
So for, there let him stand, become adept 
In body ere he shift his station thence 
One single hair’s breadth. Do 1 make pre¬ 
tence 

To teach, myself unskilled in learning? Lo, 
My life’s work! Let my pictures prove I know 
Somewhat of what this fleshly frame of ours 
Or is or should be, how the soul empoweit 
The body to reveal its every mood 
Of love and hate, pour forth its pienitude 
Of passion. If my haml attained to give 
Thus permanence to truth else fugitive, 

Dad not 1 also fix each ieeting grace 
Of formandfoature—save lheheauteousfoce-«- 
Arrests decay in transitary migbt 
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Of bone and muscle—cause the world to bless 
For eter each transcendent nakedness 
Of man and woman ? Were suchfeats achieved 
% sloth, or strenuous labour unrelieved, 

—^Yet lavished vainly ? Ask that underground 
(So may I speak) of all on surfece Itjimd 
Of de^-perfection! Depths on depths to 
fwobe 

Of all-inventive artifice, disrobe 
Marvel at hiding under marvel, pluck 
Veil after veil from Nature—were the lurk 
Ours to surprise the secret men so name, 
That still eludes the searcher—^all the same, 
Repays his search with still fresh pr<Kjf— 
‘ Extemc, 

Not inmost, is the Cause, fool I Ixx>k and 
ieam!' 

Thus teach my hundred pictures: firm and 
fiist 

There did I plant my first foot. And the next ? 
Nowhere ! *Twas pul f(»rth and withdrawn, 
perplexed 

At kmch of what seemed stable and provcil 
stuff 

Such as the coloured clouds arc: plain enough 
TliCBe lay the outside universe : try Man— 
My most immediate i and the dip iK'gan 
From safe and solid into that profound 
f)f ignorance I tell you surges roiinil 
My rock -spit of self-knowledge. Well and ill, 
Evil and gcKxi irreconcilable 
Al»ovc, beneath, alxml my every side,— 
Ilow did this wild confusion far and w ide 
Tally with my experience when my stamp- 
So fer from stirring—struck out, each a lamp, 
S{mrk after spark of truth from where I stotKl— 
Pedestailed triumph ? Evil there was gotnl, 
Want was the promise of supply, defect 
Ensured completion,-—where and when and 
how? 

Ijsave that to tlic First Cause! Enough that 
now, 

Here where 1 stand, this momenfs me and 
mine, 

Shows me what is, permits me to divine 

shall be* Wherefore? Nay, how 
otherwise? 

Look at my futures J What so glorifies 


The body that the permeating soul 
Finds there no particle elude control 
Direct, or fail of duty,—^niost obscure 
When most subservient? Did that Cause 
ensure 

The soul such raptures as its fancy stings 
Body to furnish when, uplift by wings 
Of passion, here and now, it leaves the earth, 
Loses itself above, where bliss has birth— 
(Heaven, be the phrase)—did that same Cause 
contrive 

Such solace for the body, soul must dive 
At drop of fancy's pinion, condescend 
To bury both alike on earth, our friend 
And fellow, where minutely exquisite 
Low lie the pleiisures, now and here—no 
herb 

But hides its marvel, peace no doubts perturb 
In each small mystery of insect life— 

—Shall the soul’s Cause thus gift the soul, 
yet strife 

Continue still of fears with hopes,—for why? 
What if the Cause, whereof wc now descry 
So far the wonder-working, lack at last 
Will, ix»wer, benevolence—a protoplast, 

No ronsimimator, sealing up the sum 
Of all things,—[)ast and present and to come 
Perfection? No, I have no doubt at all I 
There’s my amount of knowledge—great or 
small, 

Sufficient for my needs: for see ! advance 
Its light now on that depth of ignorance 
I shrank lieforefrom—yonder where the world 
Lies wreck-strewn, — evil towering, prone 
good—hurled 

From pride of place, on every side. For me 
(Patienc<‘, liescech you!) knowledge can Init be 
Of good by knowledge of good’s opposite— 
Evil,—since, to distinguish wrong from right. 
Both must be known in eachextreme, beside—* 
(Or what means knowledge—to aspire or We 
Content with half-attaining ? Hardly so!) 
Made to know on, know ever, I must know 
All to be known at any halting-stage 
Of my soul’s progress, sudi os earth, wh^ 
wage 

War, just for soul’s instruction, pain with joy, 
I Folly with wisdom, all that works armoy 
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idl akkI «o«)tc^,^ilk lidi^i 


♦* Now ttoi for relief 
f^ods, of fm^ feidexice kiiidly oiirbed so 
long. 

* What ?’ soarl you, *Is the fool’s conceit thus 
strong— 

ilost the whole outside world in sou! and sense 
Slt^y that he grow sage at its expense ?’ 

1B» no means I ’Tis by merest touch of toe 
tiry*^ot trench on—^ignorance, just know— 
And so keep steady footing: how you fore, 
Oi^ht in the whidpool—that^s die Cause’s 
care, 

Sbong, wise, godd,—this I know at any late 
Ip my dwn self,—lait how may operate 
With you—strength, wisdom, goodness—no 
hmit biink 

Of knowledge breaks the darkness round me. 
Think! 


Could I see plain, be somehow certihed 
AH Was illusion,—evil for and wide 
Was good disguised,—why, out with one 
huge wipe 

Ooes knowledge horn roe. Type needs anti- 


types 

As night needs day, as diine needs shade, so 
good 

Needs evil: how were pity understood 
Unless by pain ? Make evident that pain 
PPnnMMy masks {Measure—you abstain 
From outstretch of the hnger-tip that saves 
A drowning fiy« Who poiers help of hand 
To weak Andromeda exposed on strand 
At niarcy of the monster ? Were all trui^^ 
Medp wm not wanting: *But ’tis folse,’j 


my you, 

^ Mere foncy*work of paint and bntdi!’ No 

Were tnine the skill, the mpgic, to impress 
SelfoMeis wUh a conhdence they saw 
iesb and Mood in awe 
Of just m Irue a fMsa*-beast,^4^ould they stare 
flow, or cry out^ mm and swear« 
ilhe goiii W h^t 1^ 

;* , '' u» Hmk hemti wme 


Of sli^gisfo ? Weib some ok} atiMcer 
Could do as much,—at leasts so books aver»«^ 
AMe to make-believe^ while 1| poor w%lib 
Hake-foncy, nothing more. Though wnmg 
were right, 

Could we but know—still wrong must needs 
seem wrong 

To do right’s service, pove men weak or 
strong, 

Choosers of evil or of good. ^ No such 
Illusion possible ! ’ Ah, lriend% you touch 
Just here my solid standing-|4ace amid 
The wash and welter, whence all doubts are 
lad 

Back to th^ ledge they break against in hiani, 
Futility; my .soul, and my soul’s home 
This b^y,—how each oprates on each, 

And how things outside, foct or feignir^, 
teach 

What good is and what evil,—just the 
same, 

Be feigning or he foct the teacher,—Mame 
Diffidence nowise if, from this I judge 
My pint of vantage, not an inch I budge. 
All—for myself—seems ordered wise and well 
Inside It, —what reigns outside, who can tell ? 
Contranwise, who needs be told * The spee 
Which yields thee knowledge,—doits bounds 
emlirace 

Well-willing and wise-working, each at 
height ? 

Enough; beyond thee hes the infinite— 

Bock to thy ctrcunisciipion 1 ’ 

Back indeed \ 

Ending where I b<^n—thus s retrocede, 
Who will,—what comes first, take firii, I 
advise! 

Acquaint you with the liody ere your eyes 
Look upward: this Andromeda of mhie— 
Gase on the beauty. Art hangs out fia i^u 
There’s finer entertaknnent underneath. 

Learn how they minlslrate to life and deaths 
Those mcommcfumtaJbly marvellous 
Contmaikces whkh fiimish foath the house 
Where soul has sway I Though Master keep 
aloof, 

Si&M of Hfo peseiieo multiply md 



FRANCIS FURINl 


nr 


To of the building. Lo0k around, 

!^c»kl|l id»oi!Oiigbly,'<---no fear that you confound 
Mwilar arith mesatiage! He’s away, no 
doubt, 

But what if, all at once, you come upon 
A startling proof—not that the Master gone 
Was present lately—but that something— 
whence 

Light comes—^has pushed Him inti) residence ? 
Was such the symW’s meaning,--old, un¬ 
couth— 

Thai circle of the serpent, tail in mouth ? 
Only liy looking low, ere looking high, 
Comes penetration of the mystery.” 

XI. 

Thanks ! After sermonizing, psalmody! 

Now praise with pencil. Painter J Fools 
attaint 

Your fame, forsooth, because its power in¬ 
clines 

To livelier colours, more attractive lines 
Than suit some orthodox sad sickly saint 
—Grey male emaciation, haply streaked 
Carmine by scourgings—or they want, ftur 
worse— 

Some self-scathed woman, ftamed to bless 
not curse 

Nature that loved the form whereon hate 
wreaked 

The wrongs you see. No, rather point some 
full 

Benignancy, the first and foremost boon 
Of youth, health, strength,—show beauty’s 
May, ere June 

Undo the bud’s blush, leave a rose to cull 
—No pc^y, neither I yet less perfect-pure, 
Divinely-predous with life’s dew besprent. 
Show aatnllinm that’s simply innocent 
Of guewang ainnership exists to cure 
All in good time! In time let age advance 
And teach that knowledge helps—not igno- 
nwice— 

The healing of the nations. Let my spark | 
Quicken your tinder I Bum with—Joan of 
AjcI 

Not «l the end, nor midway when there grew 
The fomyc delusloiis, when rare fimeies Sew 


... -T. — I' . . 

Before the eyes, and in the eats of her 
Strange voices woke imperiously astir t 
No,—paint the peasant prl all peasant-like. 
Spirit and flesh—^the hour about to strike 
When this should be transfigured, that in* 
flamed, 

By heart’s admonishing Thy country 
shamed, 

Thy king shut out of all his realm except 
One sorry corner I ” and to life forth leapt 
The indubiUble lightning ** On there be 
Country and king’s salvation—all through 
me?” 

Memorize that hurst’s moment, Francis 1 
Tush— 

None of the nonsense-writing 1 Fitlier brush 
Shall clear off fancy’s film-work and let show 
Not wlrnt the fcKjlish feign l)ut the wise know—• 
Ask Sainte-Beuve ^ else!—or lietter, Quiche- 
rat,* 

The downright-digger into truth that’s—Bah, 
Betteretl by fiction ? Well, of fact thus much 
Concerns you, that “ of prudishness no touch 
From first to last defaced the maid; anon. 
Camp' use compcll ing ”—what says D’Alen^on 
Hei fast friend?—though I saw while she 
undressed 

How fair she was—especially her breast— 
Never had I a wild thought! ”—as indeed 
I nowise doubt. Much less would she take 
heed— 

When eve came, and the lake, the hills around 
WTere all one solitude and silence,—found' 
Barriered impenetrably safe about,— 

Take heed of interloping eyes shut out. 

But quietly permit the air imbibe 
Her imkefl lieauty till , . . but hear tlie 
scrilie f 

JS^(na as sh€ fam wauld hotkey me emmdide^ 
Gad's maid, this fram ike ^00^s edge 

she spied 

The fair blue bird dmmts call the Fisher*king: 
And ** ’Aar,” sighed she, Liege is sntk a 
Iking 

^ The famous French critic and caumtn 
* A great authority on Joan of Arc. 

^ Mr. Browning’s son lias painted a pekme 
of Joan bathing. 
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^ j^r ipmiy yimt 

^JhiswMi Fmma^ tt>ene mine ike 
pnaee 

TeM my JOnupkin free as tkem, him ^#W/” 
l^p^ly Martm^i^er—^that’s the word, 

Not yours nor mine: folk said the rustic oath 
In cofumon use with her was—“By my 
troth ” ? 

By my Martin ”! l^nt this! Only, 
turn 

Her foce away—that fece al>out to burn 
Into an angel’s when the time is npe ! 

That task's lieyond you. Finished, Francis? 
Wipe 

Pencil, scrape palette, and retire content ♦ 
Ommim mn amnihus ”—no harm is meant» 


WITH GERARD DE LAIRESSE. 

^ [Gerard de Lairesse uras a Flemish painter, 
torn at li^e in 1640; he died in 1711. He 
was a fomous figure in his d;^, extravagant 
and dissipated. He painted rapidly, and 
was foend of the siolin. He was supposed to 
be the author of a treatise On Painting which 
bears his name, lait some doubt this.] 

I. 

Ah, but—because you were struck blind, 
could bless 

Your sense no longer with the actual viesv 
Of man and woman, those fair forms you drew 
In hai^er days so duteoosly and true,— 
Must I account ray (^rard de Lairesse 
All socrow-smitten ? He was hindered too 
^Was this no hardship ?^from produq^, 
l^n 

To us who still have eyes, the ps^^ntry 
WMdr passed and txtssed before his busy brain 
Audi enured on his caiiva% showed our sly 
Travels^ by dying shapes, earth stocked 
with brood 

satyrs lewd,— 

ll0t without nnidh Olympian glory, shapes 
Of god and goddess in ihek gay escapes 
fmn the eeyelu serene $ ot haply paced 
|%e isip» god^xaiiiseU^ nymph- 


I Some early human kingly peiaotiage^ 

Such wonders of the teeming poePs^age 
Were still to be; nay, these indeed began-^ 
Are not the pictures extant ?—till the ban 
Of blindness struck both palette foom hk 
thumb 

And pencil from his finger. 

II. 

Blind—not dumb. 
Else, Gerard, were my inmost towels stirred 
With pity toyond pity: no, the word 
Was left u{x>n your unmolested lips: 

Your mouth imsealeii, despite of eyes’ eclipse, 
Talkwi all brain’s yearning into birth, I lack 
Somehow the heart to wish your practice 
back 

Which Ixiasted hand’s achievement in a score 
Of veritable pictures, less or more, 

Still to be seen : myself ha\c seen them,— 
mosed 

To pay due homage to the man I loved 
Because of that prodigious book he wrote 
On ArtLstry's Ideal, by taking note, 

Making acquaintance with his artist-work. 

So my youth’s piety obtained success 
Of all-too dubioius Sfirt: for, though it irk 
To tell the issue, few or none would guess 
From extant lines and colours, De Lairesse, 
Your faculty, alth<High each deilly-grouped 
And aptly-ordered figure-piece was judged 
Worthy a prince’s purchase in its day. 
Bearded exfierience bears not to be duped 
like boyish fancy : Hwas a boy tliat todged 
No foot’s breadth from your visioned steps 
away 

The while that memorable “ Walk ” he 
trudged 

In your companionship,—the Book must 
say 

Where, when and whither,—*^ Walk,” come 
what come may, 

No measurer of steps on this our globe 
Shall ever match for marvels. Faustua* robe, 
And Feutunatus* cap were gifts of price: 

But—oh, ymir piece «rf sober sound advice 
That avtlats should descry abundant worth 
In tiMil commonplace, nor groan at dearth 




CEUARD m tAIRBSSE 
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If Itetmc bade t!w fminter^ 

In vnlgai' town and country I Why despond 
Because hemmed round by I)ulch canals?! 
Beyond 

The ugly actual, lo, on every side I 

Imagination’s limitless domain I 

Displayed a wealth of wondrous sounds and , 
si^ts 

Ripe to be realised by poet’s brain 
Acting on painter’s brush! **Ye doubt? 
Poor wights, 

What if I set example, go before, 

While you come after, and we both explore 
Holland turned Dreamland, taking care to 
note 

Objects whereto my pupils may devote 
Attention with advantage ? ” 

ill. 

So commenced 

7'hat “Walk” amid true wonders—none to 
you, 

But huge to us ignobly common-sense<l, 
Purblind, while plain could proper optics view 
In that old sepulchre by lightning split, 
Whereof the lid bore carven,—any dolt 
Inuigines why,—^Jove’s very thunderbolt: 
You who could straight perceive, by glance 
at it. 

This tomb must needs l>e Phaeton’s ! In a 
trice, 

Confirming that conjecture, close on hand, 
Behold, halfoutjhalf in the ploughed-up sand, 
A clmriot-wheel explained its IxiU-device ; 
What other than the Chariot of the Sun 
Ever let drop the like? Consult the tome—* 
I t»d inglorious tarriers*at-home— 

For greater still surprise the while (hat 
“Walk” 

Went on and on, to end as it l^egun, 
Choke-ftiU of chances, changes, every one 
Ifo whit less wondrous. What was there to 
baulk 

Ui» who hod eyes, from seeing? You with 
none 

Missed not a marvel: wherefore? Let us talk. 

^ The AH of PainUng^ etc., by Gerard de 

Lairesse. Translated by J. F. Friisch, i77®‘ 


IV, 

Say am I right ? Your sealed sense moved 
your mind, 

Free from obstruction, to compassionate 
Art’s power left powerless, and supply the 
blind 

With fancies worth all facts denied by fate. 
Mind could invent things, and to—take away, 
At pleasure, leave out trifles mean and base 
Which vex the sight that cannot say them nay 
But, where mind play's the master, have no 
place. 

And licnt on banishing was mind, be sure, 
All except beauty from its mustered tribe 
Of objects apparitional which lure 
I'amter to show and poet to descril^e— 

That imagery of the antique song 
Truer than truth’s self. Fancy’s rainbow-birth 
Conceived mid clouds in Greece, could 
glance along 

Your passage o’er Dutch veritable earth, 

As with ourselves, who see, lamiliar throng 
Al)out oui pacings men and women worth 
Nowise a glance—so poets apprehend— 
Since nought avails portraying them inverse: 
While jxiinters turn upon the heel, intend 
To spare their work the critic’s ready curse 
Due to the daily and undignified. 

V. 

I who myself contentedly abide 
Avrake, nor want the wings of dream,—who 
tramp 

Earth’s common surface, rough, smooth, dry 
or damp, 

—I understand alternatives, no less 
—Conceive your soul’s leap, Gerard de 
I^airesse! 

How were it could I mingle folse with true, 
Boast, with the sights I see, your virion too? 
Advantage would it prove or detriment 
If I saw double? Could I gore intent 
On Dryope plucking the blossoms red, 

As you, whereat her lote-tree writhed and bled. 
Yet lose no gain, no hard fiist wide-awake 
Having and holding nature for the sake 
Of nature only—nymph and lote-tree thus 
Gained by the loss of fruit not fiibulous, 



itfhtm I see 

orii^ 

mught by sw^ he ebimbecs 

n moot {kxM x make it plam to me» 
bee-Uke, sate sense with the simplv true, 
K<»r se<rk to h^bten that sufi&dency 
JBy help of feignings proper to the page— 
£iurth*& sur£»ce«b|ank whereon the elder age 
fHit eolouTi poetizing—poured rich life 
On what were else a dead ground—nothing¬ 
ness— 

Until the soKtary world grew rife 
With Joves and Jiinos, nymphs and satyrs. 
Yes, 

The mmxm yms, fency composed the strife 
^wixt sense and soul: saise, my De 

Lairesse> 

Cannot content itself with outward things, 
Mere beauty: soul roust needs know whence 
there springs— 

How» when and why—wlmt sense but loves, 
nor lists 


enough the hinnan idiape dirine? 
the rose? No lose imlesak dls^ 

From Venus* wreath the while ishe hepda h> 
kiss 

Her deathly love ? 

VlU 

Plain retrogression^ this t 
No, no: we poets go not back at all t 
What you did we could do—from great to 
small 

Sinking assuredly: if this world last 
One moment longer when Man finds its 
Past 

Exceed its Present—Mame the Protoplast I 
If we no longer see as you of old, 

'Tis we see deeper. Progress for the l)Old I 
Vou saw the body, *tis the soul we see. 

Try now I Bear witness while you walk 
with me, 

1 see as you; if we loose anns, stop pace, 
’Tis that you stand stiH, I conclude the race 
Without your company. Come, walk once 
more 


To know at all. 

VI. 

Not one Of man’s acquists 
Ot^t he resignedly to lose, meihinks: 

So, point me out which was it of the links 
Sna^ first, firom out the chain which used to 
Htid 

Our earth to heaven, and yet for you, since 
bhnd, 

Subsisled still efficient and intact ? 


Oh« we can fency too 1 but somehow fiict 
Has got to—^y, not so much push aside 
jFancy, as to d^Iare its place supplied ^ 
By mmeen but no less fict the same, 
WIM mind bids sense accept. Is mind to 
bhune, 

<hr seiu^— 4 oes that nsurp» this abdicate ? 
Fte ofall> iisyoii ** wsdkea^^-^were it too late 
walk, ifso we w 3 M Confess 
We have ^ wiber feet etiH^ Ue Imresse! 
IMft the IrOaMsh braib too, that must 
needs, 


se^powmaiidwee^ 
but link wfh each and alt 


The “ Walk ” : if I to-day as you of yore 
See }ust like you the blind—then sight shall cry 
—The whole kmg day quite gone through— 
victoiyl 

vni. 

Thunders on thunders, doubling and re- 
douNing 

Doom o’er the mountain, white a sharp white 
fire 

Now shone, now sheared its rusty herbage, 
troubling 

Hardly the fir-boles, now discharged its ire 
Full where some pine-tree’s seditary iqxre 
Crashed down, defiant to the last: tiU—lo» 
The motive of the malice 1 —all a<»glow^ 
Circled with flame there yawned a sudda) 
rift 

r the rot^-fece, and ! saw a form 
Frontanddefyt^ outrage, whlle^^Hmchedced* 
Chiddrm, him dauntless in the 
Cowered a heaped meattire, wing and wfiig 
oiit^ead 

In d^pracaticn oV ilmciraichliig head 
Still htti^ for die feast foregone awhile* 
Odfoiki ^sem*8uncoiii^^ 




GEHAKD DE LAIRESSE 


Was it when this—Jove’s feathered fury— 

slipixjd 

Gore^glutted from the heart’s core whence 
he ripped— 

This eagle • hound — neither reproach nor 
prayer— 

BafSed, in one more herce attempt to tear 
Fate’s secret from thy safeguard,™*was it then 
That all these thunders rent earth, ruined air 
To reach thee, pay thy patronage of men ? 

He thundered,—to withdraWi as beast to lair, 
Before the triumph on thy pallid brow. 

Gadier the night again about thee now, 

Hate on, love ever! Morn is breaking there™ 
The granite ridge pricits through the raLst, 
turns gold 

As wrong turns right. U laughters manifold 
Of ocean’s ripple at dull earth’s despair 1 

IX. 

But morning’s laugh sets all the crags alight 
Above the l)adled tempest: tree and tree 
Stir themselves from the stupor of the night, 
And every strangled branch resumes its right I 
To breathe, shakes loose dark’s clinging | 
dregs, waves free 

In dripping glory. Prone the runnels plunge, 
While earth, distent with moisture like a ^ 
sponge, 

Smokes up, and leaves each plant its gem to | 
see. 

Each grass-blade’s glory-glitter. Had I known 
The torrent now turned river ?—masterful 
Making its rush o’er tumbled ravage—stone 
And stub which barred the froths and foams: 
no bull 

Ever broke liounds in formidable sport 
More overwhelmingly, till lo, the .sjmsm 
Sets him to dare that last mad leap r report 
Who may—^his fortunes in the deathly chasm 
That swallows him in silence! Rather turn 
Whither, upon the upland, pedesialled 
Into the broad day-splendoiir, whom discern 
These eyes but thee, supreme one, rightly 
called 

Mocm-maid In heaven above and, here below, 
Earth’s huntress queen ? I note the garb 
auednet 
n. 


fzt 

Saving from smirch that purity of snow 
From breast to knee—snow’s self with just 
the tinct 

Of the apple-blossom’s heart-blush. Ah, the 
bow 

Slack-strung her fingers grasp, where, ivory- 
linked 

Horn curving blends with horn, a moonlike 
pair 

Which mimic the brow’s crescent sparkling 
so— 

As if a star’s live restless fragment winked 
Proud yet repugnant, captive in such hair I 
What hope along the hillside, what fer bliss 
I.ets the crisp hair-plaits fall so low they kiss 
Those lucid shoulders? Must a morn so 
blithe, 

Needs have its sorrow when the twang and hiss 
Tell that from out thy sheaf one shaft makes 
writhe 

Us victim, thou unerring Artemis? 

; Why did the chamois stand so fair a mark 
Arrested by the novel shape he dreamed 
Was bred of liquid marble in the dark 
Depths of the mountain’s womb which ever 
teemed 

With novel births of wonder ? Not one spark 
Of pity in that steel-grey glance which 
gleamed 

At the |xx)r hooFs protesting as it stamped 
Icily the granite? I^et me glide unseen 
From ihy proud presence: well mayst thou 
be cpieen 

Of all those strange and sudden deaths which 
damped 

So oft Love’s torch and Hymen’s taper lit 
For happy marriage till the maidens paled 
And iK*rishe<l on the temple-step, assailed 
By—what except to envy must man's wit 
Impute that sure implacable release 
Of life from warmth and joy? But death 
means peace. 

X. 

Noon is the conqueror,—not a spray, nor leaf, 
Nor herb, nor blossom but has rendered up 
Its morning dew : the valley seemed one cup 
Of cloud-smoke, hut the vapour’s reign was 
brief, 
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im» it Btaf haie— 

tlie herMcsSc in<»i»ilalii*«kle, 
Tb ictotlie the 3ay*8 glare t while fiir 
and wide 

Above unclouded bums the sky, one blaze 
With harce immittgalde blue, no bird 
Ventures to spot by passage. E’en of peaks 
Which still presume there, plain each pale 
pcant spealks 

In wan transparency of waste incurred 
By over-danng: hur from me be such ! 

Ihsep in the hollow, rather, where combine 
Tree, shrub and briar to roof with shade and 
cool 

The remnani of some lily-strangled pool, 
Edged round wUh nmssy fringing soft and fine. 
Smorjtlh lie the bottom slalis, and overhead 
Watch elder, bramble, rose, and service-tree 
And one beneficent rich barberry 
Jewdled all over with firuit-pendents red. 
What have I seen t O Satyr, well I know 
How sad thy case, and what a world of woe 
Was yd by the brown visage furry framed 
Only fbf mirth: who otherwise ccwild think— 
Marking thy mouth gape still on laughter's 
brink, 

Thine eyes a-swim with tnernment unnamed 
But ha|^y guessed at by their furtive wink ? 
And all the while a heart was panting sick 
Behind that shaggy bulwark of thy lireast— 
Fasskm it was that made those breath-bursts 
thick 

I took for mirth Subsiding into rest. 

So, yl was Lyda—she of all the train 
Of Ibrest-thryding nymphs,—’twas only she 
Turned from thy rustic homage in disd^, 
Saw but that poor uncouth outside of thee. 
And, horn her circling sisters, mocked a pain 
Echo had futW-'-whom Tan loved in vsun— 
For she was wishful to piiirtake thy glee, 
Ifimic thy miitb^who Idved her not again, 
Savage ibr Ly^^s sake. She ctottches 
there— 

lAy Mtd beauty, symbdrouafy hud 
Suppie 00 heaped’^up bcsft^skiiis^ miaware 
Isac^ harto the brie^ gladef 
haiy^^ dMoie the ciadiistg Imr, 


XI. 

Now, what slioald this be yr? The siin*8 
decline 

Seems as he lingered lest he lose some act 
Bread and decisive, some prod%oU5 |ict 
Like thunder from the safe sky’s sapphirine 
About to alter earth’s ccmdittons, p^ed 
With fete for nature’s self that waits, aware 
What mischief unsuspected in the air 
Menaces momently a cataract. 

Therefore it is that yonder space extends 
Untrenched upon by any vagrant tree, 

Shrub, weed well nigh; they keep their 
bounds, leave free 

The platform for what actors? Foes or 
friends, 

Here come they trooping silent: heaven 
suspends 

Purpose the while they range themselves. I 
see 1 

Bent on a battle, two vast powers agree 
This present and no after-contest ends 
One or the other’s grasp at rule in reach 
Over the race of man—host fronting host, 

As statue statue fronts—wrath-molten each, 
Solidified by hate,—earth halved almost, 

To close once more in chaos. Yet two 
shapes 

Show prominent, each from the universe 
Of minions round about him, that disperse 
Like cloud-obstruction when a bolt escapes. 
Who flames first ? Macedonian is it thou ? 
Ay, and who fronts thee. King Darius, drapes 
His form with purple, fillei-^ds his brow. 

XU. 

What, then the Icmg day dies at last? Abrupt 
The sun tliat seemed, in stooping, sure to 
melt 

Our mountain ridge, is mastered: bladk the 
belt 

Of westward orags, hk goM cmid iioi 
Barriem again the valley, lets the flow 
Of feviiii glory waste itself away 
•oo-Whlther ? For new eltitye% feesh eyes 
hveaks the day! 

N^t was not to be Hlhei^w 



oisiiAj^D m ijaumm 
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WewE Klmi% gone fixjm m I DM clouds, 

So iliiiily but now, discard no rose, 

SomW throughout the fleeciness that grows 
A sullen unifermity. I note 
Rather displeasure,—in the overspread 
Change from the swim of gold to one pale lead 
Oppressive to malevolence,—tlian late 
Tticiseamrrraus yearnings when the aggregate 
Of cloudlets pressed that each and all nught 
sate 

Its passion and partake in rchcs red 
Of day*s becjueathment: now, a frown 
instead 

Estranges, and aflrights who needs must fere 
On and on till his j<jurney ends ; but where ? 
Caucasus? Lost now in the night. Away 
And fer enough lies that Arcadia. 

The human heroes tread the worId\s dark way 
No longer. Yet I dimly see almost — 

Y^es, for my last adventure ! ’Tis a ghost. 

So drojib away the beauty J There he stands 
Voiceless, scarce strives with deprecating 
hands. 

xni. 

Enough t Stop further fooling, I>e Latresse! 
My feuU, not yours! Some fitter way ex¬ 
press 

Hearth satisfaction that the Past indeed 
Is past, gives way liefbre Life s liest and last. 
The aM-includilig Future ! What were life 
Did soul stand still therein, forego her stnfe 
Through the ambiguous Present t<» the goal 
Of some all-reconciling Future ? Soul, 
Nothing has lieen which slmll not liettered be 
Hefwter,—leave the root, by law*s decree 
Whetice springs the ultimate and perfect tree! 
Busy thee with unearthing root? Nay, 
climlh— 

Quit trunk, liratich, leaf and flower—reach, 
rest suldime 

Where fruitage ripens in the blare of day I 
O’erlook, despise, forget, throw flower away, 
Intent on progress? No whit more than stop 
Ascent therewith to dally, screen the top 
Buffidaicy of yield by interposed 
IfwktwcMrk hold foot gets free from. Where 


The poets—** Dream afresh old godlike 
shapes, 

Recapture ancient feble that escapes, 

Push back reality, repeople earth 
With vanished felseness, recognize no worth 
In feet new-born unless ’lis rendered hock 
Pallid by fency, as the westeni rack 
Of ferlmg cloud bequeaths the lake some gleam 
Of Its gone glory! ” 

XIV. 

Let things be—not seem, 
I counstd rather,—do, and nowise dream ! 
Earth’s young significance is all to learn : 

The dead Cireek lore lies buried in the um 
Where who seeks hre finds aslies. Ghost, 
forsooth 1 

What was the best Greece babbled of as 
truth ? 

“A shade, a wretched nothing,—sad, thin, 
drear, 

Cold, dark, it holds on to the lost loves here. 
If hand have haply sprinkled o’er the dead 
I Three charitable dust-heaps, made mouth red 
One moment by the sip of sacrifice : 

Just so much comfort thaws the stubtiom ice 
Slow-thickening upward till it choke at length 
The last faint flutter craving—not for strength, 
Not beauty, not the riches and the rule 
O’er men lliat made life life indeed.” Sad 
school 

Was Hades! Gladly,—might the dead but 
slink 

To life Imck,—to the dregs once more would 
drink 

I Each interloper, drain tlie humWest cup 
I Fate mixes for humanity. 

XV, 

Cheer up,— 

Be death with me, as with Achilles erst, 

Of Man’s calamities the last and worst: 

Take it so ! By proved potency that still 
Makes perfect, be assured, come what come 
will. 

What once lives never dies — what here 
attains 

To a beginning, hak$ no end, still gains 


WITH CBETAIH FEOFLE 


Alii loAes sughi: when, M^ere, and 
hi>w— 

Urn m 3 LaVs Sa|>« What’s death then^ 
Eiren now 

With so much knowledge is it hard to bear 
Brief Inierposmg ignorance ? Is cate 
For a creation lound at fault just there— 
There whcie the heart breaks bond and out¬ 
runs time, 

To reach, not follow what shall be ? 

XVI, 

Here’s rhyme 

Such as one makes now,—say, when Stmng 
repeats 

That miracle the Greek Bard sadly greets 
Spring for the tree and herb—^no Spring 
fo** us! ” 

Let Spring come: why, a man salutes her thus, 

t>ance, yellows and whites and reds,— 

Lead your gay orgy, leaves, stalks, heads 
Astir with the wind m the tulip-beds ' 

There’s sunshine; scarcely a wind at all 
Disturbs starved grass and daisies small 
On a certain mound by a churchyard wall. 

Daisies and grass lie my heart’s liedfcllows 
On the mound wind sfxires and sunshine 
mellows; 

Dance you, reds and whites and yellows ’ 


WITH CHARLES AVISON, 

[Sec ** Dictionary of National Bic^raphy,” 
voL ii* Charles Avison was lK>rn at Newdfctk 
in 1710 (?), and died there m 1770. He was 
orjpamtsl cSf St, Nicholas’ Church. He pub- 
li&ed in 1752 “ An Essay on Musical Expres- 
smm/* which attracted mudb notice, and is still 
ftsp^ed, Avkem preferred the French and 
Stmian schools of musk td the Gcmmn.] 

WHim nil, the little fact 

Whkii led my This bitter mom 

no dl^ptn #ie stietr^ forlorn 
beneath my window^ 


By y6n worn wall wherd^om the creeper, 
tacked 

To tlothe Its brickwork, hangs now, rent and 
racked 

By five months’ cruel winter,—showed no 
tom 

And tattered ravage worse for eyes to see 
Than just one ugly space of clearance, fell 
Bare even of the bones which used to be 
Warm wmp{iage, safe embracement: this 
one cleft— 

—O what a life and lieauty filled it up 
Startlingly, when methought the rude clay 
cup 

Ran over with poured l>nght wine ! *Twas 
a bml 

Breast-deep there, tugging at his pnise, de¬ 
terred 

No whit by the fast-fiilling snow flake * gam 
Such prixe my blackcap must by might and 
main— 

The cloth-shred, still a-flutter from its nail 
Tlmt fixed *1 spray once. Now, what told 
the Ule 

To thet,—no townsman but born orchard 
thief,— 

That here*—surpossmg moss-tuft, beard from 
sheaf 

Of sun-scorched Imrley, horsehairs long and 
stout, 

All proper country-pillage—^heie, no doubt, 
Was just the scrap to steal should line ihy 
nest 

Superbly ? Off he flew, his bill possessed 
The iKxity sure to sot his wife’s each wing 
Cireeiily a-quiver. How they climb and ding, 
Hang parrot-wise to bough, these blackcaps 1 
Strange 

Seemed to a city-dweller that the findh 
Should stray so for to forage: at a pinch, 
Was not the fine wool’s self within his range 
—Filchings on every fmee? But no; the 
need 

Was of this rag of manufocture, spoiled 
By ai^, and yet by nature near umKdIed, 
New-sinted to what sdieming finch wdutd 
breed 

In ccimfinrt, ihk tineomfortabte Mavdi* 
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II* 

Yet-^by the fitst pink bkmom on the iarch! — 
This was scarce stranger than that memory,— 
In wont of what should cheer the stay-at > 
home, 

My soul,—must straight clap pinion, well 
nigh room 

A century back, nor once close plume, descry' 
The appropriate rag to plunder, till she 
pounced— 

Pray, on what relic of a brain long still ? 
What old-world work proved forage for the 
Ul! 

Of memory the far-flyer? ** March’" an¬ 
nouncer!, 

I verily l)eUeve, the dead and gone 
Name of a music-maker: one of such 
In England as did little or did mtich. 

But, doing, had their day once. Avison! 
Sir>gly and solely for an air of thine, 
Bokl-stepping March,” foot slept to ere my i 
hand 

Could stretch an octave, I overlooked the 
hand 

Of majesties familiar, to decline 
On thee—not trn) conspicuous on the list 
Of worthies who by help of pipe or wire 
Expressed in sound rough rage f>r soft desire— 
Thou, whilom of Newcastle organist ’ 

III. 

So much could one— well, thinnish air efliect. 
Am I ungrateful? for, your March, styled 
“Gmml,” 

DM veritably seem to grow, expand, 

And greaten up to title as, unchecked, 

Dream-marchers marched, kept marching, 
slow and sure, 

In lime, to tune, unchangeably the .same, 
From nowhere into nowhere,—out they came, 
Onward they passed, andi in they went. No 
lure 

Of novel modulation pricked the flat 
Forthright persisting meUMy,--no hint 
That discord, souml asleep beneath the 
flint, 

^Stmek-^-might spring sparkdike, claim due 


Quenched in a concord. No! Yet, such 
the might 

Of quietude*s immutability, 

That somehow coldness gathered warmth, 
well nigh 

tjuickened—which could not be!—grew 
burning-bright 

With fife-shriek, cymbal-clash and trumpet- 
blare, 

To drum-accentuation : pacing turned 
Striding, and striding grew gigantic, spurned 
Vl last the narrow space "twixt earth and air, 
So shook me back into my sol>er self. 

IV. 

And where woke I ? The March had set me 
down 

There whence I plucked the measure, as his 
brown 

Frayed flannel bit my blackcap. Great John 
Relfe, 

Master of mine, learned, ledouhtable, 

It little needeci thy consummate skill . 

To fitly figure such a bass! The key 
Was—should not memory^ play' me false— 
well, C. 

Ay, with the (ireater Third, in Tnple Time, 
Three crotchets to a l>ar ; no change, I grant. 
Except from Tonic (U>wn to Dominant. 

And yet—and yet—-if I could put in rhyme 
The manner of that marching!—which had 
stopped 

—I wonder, where?—but that ray weak self 
dropped 

From out the ranks, to rub eyes disentranced 
And feel that, after all the way advanced, 
Back must 1 foot it, I and my' compeers. 
Only to reach, across a hundred years. 

The bandsman Avison whose little Ixiok 
And large tune thus had led me the long 
way 

(As late a rag my blackcap) from toMay 
And to-day’s music-manu&cture,—Brahms, 
Wagner, Dvorak, Lis*t,—-to where—trum¬ 
pets, shawms, 

Show yourselves joyful! —Handel re^^ns— 
supreme ? 

By no means! Buononcini’s work is theme 


M V 
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VI. 


Vwilliiiiftte 

(W<6^iwti^in®ngla^^ JMiiontoo 

Wmmm CS«SiniiiSmi'’-^ choim 
OmimIos ? nor ^re wimts a certain voice 
inthy immr likewise, &ined Fepusch^ 
Dear to our great^^graiid&ttiers! In a bosh 
Of Doctor’s wig, they prized thee timing beats 
While Creenway trilled ^^Aleais.’* Sudi 
were feats 

Of music in thy day—dispute who list— 
i^visoii> of Newcastle organist 1 

V. 

And here’s your music all alive once more— 
As <mce it was altve, at least: just so 
The hgtired worlhies of a waxwork-show 
Attest^-^ch people, years and years ago, 
Looked thus when outside death had life 
below, 

*-«Cottld say Wc are now,” not ** We were 
of yore,” 

~^**Feel how our pulses leap! ” and not “Ex- 
pi<we—• 

Ex]^n why quietude has settled o’er 
Surfiice once all-awork!” Ay, such a “Suite” 
Roused heart to rapture, such a “Fugue” 
would catch 

Soul heavenwards up, when time was: why 


I stateit mttii 

There is no truer trudb obtainable 
By Man tlian comes of mima 
(accept 

A word which vaguely names what no adept 
In word-use fits and fixes so that still 
Thing shall not slip word’s fetter and wmkk 
Innominate as first, yet, free again. 

Is no less recognized the absolute 
Fact underlying that same other fi»ct 
Concerning which no cavil can dispute 
Our nomenclature when we call it “ Mind”—^ 
Something not Matter)—“ Soul,” who seeks 
shall find 

Distinct beneath that something. You exact 
An illustrative image ? This may suit. 

vn. 

We see a work : the worker works behind, 
Invisible lumself. Suppose his act 
Be to o’erarch a gulf; he digs, transports. 
Shapes and, through enginery-‘-all sizes, sorts, 
Lays stone by stone until a floor compact 
Proves our bndged causeway. So works 
Mind-—liy stress 

Of feculty, with loose facts, more or less, 
BuilcL up our solid knowledge: all the 


attadi 


IBame to exhausted fiiultlemness, no match 
For firesh achievement ? Feat once—ever feat» 
How can completion grow still morecomplete? 
Hear Avison! He tenders evidence 
That tniiStc in his day as much absorbed 
Heart and soul then as Wajgner’s music now. 
Peciect from centre to drcumference— # 
Orbed to the full can be but fiilly orbed ; 
And yet-^and yet—^wherice comes it that 
“OThott”— 


S^glied hy the sou! at arc to Hesperus— 
nbt again take wing #id fly away 
(Stnoe fiital Wagner Bxed It fiist for us) 
in jome unmodulated minair ? Nay, 
mm Handel’s MpM 

^ A# lliallaii fiddler, came to London 


MffAPeruaanm 
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same. 

Underneath rolls what Mmd may hide not 
tame, 

An element which works beyond our guess, 
Soul, the unsounded sea—whose lift of surge, 
Spite of all superstructure, lets emeige, 

In flower and foam. Feeling from out the 
deeps 

Mind arrogates no mastery upon— 

Distinct indisputably. lias there gone 
To dig up, drag fiuth, render smooth fi*oin 
rough 

Mind's flooring,—opeiosity enough ? 

Still the successive labour of eadi inch, 

Who lists may learn: from the last turn of 
winch 

That let the pohi^ed slab^stone'find its place. 
To die first ^od d* pick^axe at the base 
Of the unqmmed mountain,—^what wm all 
Mhid^a varied process except natuialy 
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NAjTt descry^ describe, 

Met mt fesbliMi ? So worked Miiid: its 
tribe 

Of senses miiustiASit above, below, 

Far, near, or now or haply long ago 
Brcntgbt to pass knowledge*’^ But Soul's sea, 
—dmwn whence, 

Fed how# Ibrced whither,—^by what evidence 
Of ebbaxid dow, that's felt beneath the tread, 
Soul has its course 'neath Mind's work over* 
head,— 

Who tells of, tracks to source the founts of 
Soul? 

Yet wherefore heaving sway and restless roll 
This side and that, except to emulate 
Stability above? To match and mate 
Feeling with knowledge,—make as manifest 
Soul's work as Mind's work, turbulence as 
rest, 

Hates, loves, joys, wtxs, hopes, fears, that 
rise and sink 

Ceaselessly, passion’s transient Bit and wink, 
A ripple's tinting or a spume-sheet’s s(>read 
Whitening the wave,-*-to strike all this life 
dead, 

Run mercury into a mould like lead, 

Ami henceforth have the plain result to 
show-— 

How we Feel, hard and fast as what we 
Know— 

This were the prize and is the puzzle !— 
which 

Music essays lo solve ; and here's the hitch 
That baulks Iter of full triumph else to boost. I 

VIII. 

All Arts endeavour this, and she the most 
Attains thereto, yet foils of touching : why ? 
Does Mind get Knowledge from Art's 
ministry? 

What's known once is known ever i Arts 
arrangie, 

DIjiSodate, re-distribute, interchange 
Part with part, lengthen, broaden, high or 
fieep 

Consiroet their bravest,— still such pains pro¬ 
duce 

Change, not creation : simply what lay loose 


m 


At first lies drmly alter, what teagn 
Was fointly traced in hesttadng line 
Once on a time, grows firmly resolute 
Henceforth and evermore. Now, coukl we 
shoot 

Liquidity into a mould,—some way 
Arrest Soul’s evanescent moods, and keep 
Unalterably still the fonns that leap 
To life for once by help of Art J—which 
yearns 

To save its capture: Poetry discerns, 
Painting is 'ware of passion's rise and fell. 
Bursting, subsidence, intermixture—ail 
A-seethe within the gulf. Each Art a-strain 
Would stay the ap|mrition,—nor in vain : 
The Pf>et's word-mesh, Painter’s sure and 
swift 

Colour-and-line-throw—proud the prize they 
lift! 

ITius felt Man and thus looked Man,—pas¬ 
sions caught 

I' the midway swim of sea,—not much, if 
aught, 

Of nether-bnxxiing loves, hates, hopes and 
fears, 

Enwoml>ed post Art’s disclosure. Fleet the 
years, 

And still the Poet's page holds Helena 
At gaze from topmost Troy—“But where 
are they, 

My brothers, in the armament I mime 
Hero by hero ? Can it be that shame 
For their lost sister holds them from tlie war?" 
—Knowing not they already slef>t afor 
Each of them in his own dear native land. 
Still on the Painter’s fresco, from the hand 
Of God takes Eve the life-spark whereunto 
She trembles up from nothingness. Outdo 
Both of them, Music! Dredging deeper yet. 
Drag into day,—by sound, thy master-net,— 
The abysmal bottom-growth, ambiguous thing 
Unbroken of a branch, palpitating 
With Umlis' play and life’s semblance! There 
it lies. 

Marvel and mystery, of mysteries 
And marvels, most to love and laud thee for! 
Save it from chance and change we most 
abhor! 


fAiatwiKiss mm amt Am mofht 




fmUng petmmmcet 

Sq Qmi tiiy <s^«ie hold, a eeotuiy hence, 
wy teirt of tmth as, safe to^y, 
11 »e Buntor’s Eve, the Poet’s Helena, 

Still rapturously bend, afar still throw 
The wistful ga*e I Thanks, Homer, At^elo [ 
Could Music rescue thus from Soul’s profound, 
Give feeling immortality by sound, 

Then were she queenliest of Arts! Alas— 
As well expect the rainbow not to pass! 

Praise * Padaminta ’ ^—love attains therein 
To perfect utterance ! Pity—what shall win 
Thy secret like * Itinaldo ’ ? ” ^—^so men said: 
Once all was perfume—^now, the flower is 
dead— 

Hiey spied tints, sparks have left the spar ! 
Love, hate, 

Joy, fear, survive,—alike importunate 
As ever to go walk the world again, 

Kor ghost-like pant for outlet all in vain 
Till Music loose them, fit each fiUnily 
With form enough to know and name it by 
For any recognizer sure of ken 
And s^tarp of car, no grosser demzen 
Of earth than needs be. Nor to such appeal 
la Music long obdurate: off they steal— 
How gently, dawn-doomed phantoms 1 back 
come they 

Full-blooded with new crimson of broad day— 
Passion made palpable once more. Ye look 
Your last on Handel? Gaze your first on 
Gluck ! 

Why wistful search, O waning ones, the chart 
Of stars for you while llaydn, while Mozart 
Occupies heaven ? These also, fenned to fire, 
Flamboyant wholly,—so perfections tire,» 
Whiten to wanness, till ... let others 
The ever-new invasion! 

IX. 

f devote 

father iny modieutn of parts to use 
Wbat power may yet avail to re-infose 
<ln fency* please you 1) sjto that looks like 
death 

With momentaiy livelinmft ted breath 
^ I C^NBia^ by Hahdel. j 


To make the torpor half inhale. O Relfe, 
An all-unworthy pufil, from the shelf 
Of thy lalxiratory, dares unstop 
Bottle, ope box, extract thence pinch and 
! drop 

Of dusts and dews a many thou didst shrine 
Each in its right receptacle, assign 
To each its proper ofoce, letter large 
Label and label, then with solemn charge, 
Reviewing learnedly the list complete 
Of chemical reactives, from thy feet 
Push down the same to me, attent below. 
Power in abundance : armed wherewith 
I go 

To play the enlivener. Bring good antique 
stuff! 

Was it alight once ? Still lives spark enough 
For breath to quicken, run the smouldering 
ash 

Red right-through. What, ‘Stone-dead” 
w^'ere fools so rash 

As style my Avison, because he lacked 
Modem appliance, spread out phrase un¬ 
racked 

By modulations fit to make each hair 
Stiffen upon his wig ? See there—and there * 
I sprinkle my reactives, pitch broadcast 
Discords and resolutions, turn aghast 
Melody’s easy-going, jostle law 
With licence, modulate (no Bach in awe). 
Change enharmonically (Hudl to tliank), 
And lo, u}>*»tart the flamelets,—what was 
blank 

Turns scarlet, purple, crimson I Straightway 
scanned 

By eyes that like new lustre—Ixive once 
more 

Yearns through the Largo, Hatred as before 
Rages in the Rubato i e’en thy March, 

My Avison, which, sooth to say—(ne’er arch 
Eyebrows in anger!) —timed, in Georgian 
years 

The step precise of British Grenadiers 
To such a nicety,—if score I crowd, 

If rhythm I break, if beats I vary,—tap 
At bar^s ofl>8tartii)g turns true thunder-clap, 
Ever the pace augmented till—what’s here? 
Titanic striding toward Olympus 1 
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X* 

Fear 

No sach irreverent innovation I Still 
Glide on, go rolling, water-like, at will— 
Nay, were thy melody in monotone, 

The due three-parts dispensed with I 

XI, 

This alone 

Comes of my tiresome talking: Music^ throne 
Scats somebody whom somebody unseats, 

And whom in turn—l^y who knows what new 
feats 

Of strength,—shall somelxKly as sure push 
down, 

Consign him dispossessed of sceptre, crown, 
And orb imperial—whereto?—Never dream 
That w'hat once lived shall ever die ! They 
seem 

Dead—do they? lapsed things lost in limlx>? 

Bring I 

Our life to kindle theirs, and straight each 
king 

Starts, you shall sec, stands up, from head to 

f(X)t 

No inch that is not Purcell t Wherefore ? 
(Suit 

Measure to subject, first—no marching on 
Yet in thy lx>ld C Major, Avison, 

As suited step a minute since : no : wait 
Into the minor key lirst iiKKlulale— 

Gently with A, now—in the lesser Third’) 

xn. 

Of all the lamentable debts incurred 
By Man through buying knowledge, this were 
worst: 

That he sltould find his last gain prove his first 
Was fiitile—merely nescience al)soIute, 

Not knowledge in the bud which holds a fruit 
Haply undreamed of in the soul’s Spring-tide, 
Pursed in the petals Summer opens wide, 
And Autimiii, withering, rounds to perfect 
ripe,— 

Not this,-—but ignorance, a blur to wipe 
From human records, late it graced so much. 
“Truth —this attainment? Ah, but such 
and such 




Beiiefi» of yore seemed inexpugnable 
When we attained them 1 E’en as they, so 
will 

This their successor have the due mom, noon, 
Evening and night—just as an old-world 
tune 

Wears out and drops away, until who hears 
Smilingly questions -‘This it was brought 
tears 

Once to all eyes,—this roused heart’s rapture 
once ?’ 

So will it lie with truth that, for the nonce, 
Styles itself truth perennial: ’ware its wile! 
Knowledge turns nescience,—^foremost on the 
file, 

Simply proves first of our delusions.” 
xni. 

Now— 

Blare it forth, bold C Major! Lift thy brow, 
Man, the immortal, that wast never fooled 
With gifts no gifts at all, nor ridiculed— 

Man knowing—he who nothing knew 1 As 
Hope, 

Fear, Joy, and Grief,—though ampler stretch 
and sco^x: 

They seek and find in novel rhythm, fresh 
phrase, — 

Were efjiially existent in far days 
Of Music’s dim lieginning—even so, 

Truth was at full within thee long ago, 

Ali\ e as now it takes what latest shape 
May startle thee by strangeness. Truths 
escape 

Time’s insufficient garniture : they fade, 
They fall—those sheathings now grown sere, 
whose aid 

Was infinite to truth they wrapped, saved fine 
And free through March frost: May dews 
cry’stalline 

Nourish truth merely,—does June boast the 
fruit 

As—not new vesture merely but, to boot, 
Novel creation ? Soon shall £ide and fall 
Myth after myth—^the husk-like lies I call 
New truth’s corolla-safeguard: Autumn 
comes. 

So much the better! 



ivrfti 


acitv 

Ttiefe^sm^taoilg tlie iirutii&, 
tike tiumpets, Airison t Miurch- 
Yncvtiw? tfeat’s 

whidi enditres irsetting. Sharps and 
lhd% 

t^vi&h $i need^ shall dance athwart thy 
sctire 

When nphicleide and bombardon’s uproar 
Mate the approaching trample, even now 
1% H the distance—or ray ears deceive— 
Ofibderated England, fitly wea\e 
Harch^mosic for the Future! 

XV. 

Or suppose 

Back^ and not forward, transformation goes? 
Once more some sable stoleil pnxeswon— 
say. 

From Xiftle ease to Tyburn—wends its a ay. 
Out the dungeon to the gallows-tree 
Where headii^, hacking, Imngmg is to be 
Ofhalf-a-dooea tecusants-~^this day 
Three hundred years ago! How duly drones 
Elizabethan {dam song—dim antique 
Grown clanon-clcar the while I humbly wreak 
A tdassic vengeance on thy March ♦ It 
moans— 

Larges and Longs and Breves displacing 
quite 

Cnoldiet^and-quaver pertness—brushing liars 
Aside and filling vacant sky with stars 
Hidden till now that day ndums to night. 

XVI. 

Blor ii%hl nor day one purpose move us b^h. 
Be thy mood mine 1 As thou wast mmued, 
Man’s 

The cause our music chamihons: I were loth 
To thfnk we cheered our troop to Preston Pans 
Igndbly: back to times of England’s liest t 
fWliamettt stands finr privSlt^*—life and hmb 
llolHs, Haself^, %ode, Hampden, 

l%eH^|ra»oarofaRest. 
up the Tmin Bai|Mls, Southwark) 

Hark the hymn, 


•^Bouig^, rude, robustimgx-^^hnmely Inttsurt 
a-thrnh. 

Harsh voice a^hallo, as beseems the mob f 
How good IS mdse * what’s silence but despair 
Of making sound match gladness never 
there? 

Give me some great glad “ subject,” glorious 
Bach, 

Where cannon-roar not organ^peal we lack! 
Join in, give voice robustious rude and 
rough,— 

Avison helps—so heart lend noise enou^ 1 

Fife, trump, drum, sound * and singers then. 
Marching, say “ Pym, the man of men ♦ ” 
Up, heads, your proudest—out, throats, your 
loudest— 

** fkraiersel’s Pym !” 

Stmflbrd firom the block, Eliot from the dai, 
hoes, friends, shout “ Pym, our citizen !” 
Wail, the fixjs he quelled,—hail, the friends 
he litid, 

** Tavistock’s Pym ♦ ** 

Hearts prompt heads, hands that ply the pen 
Teach lialies unlxim the where and when 
““Tyrants,he luraveil them,—patnols, he saved 
them— 

** Westminster’s Pym ! ” 


Lustily 
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FUST AND HIS FRIENDS. 

AN EPILOGUE. 

[Fust t>r Faust was a German printer, and a 
partner f>f (iutent)erj» from afxml 1450 to 1455. 
On the dissolution of the partnership. Fust 
carried on the business with his son-in-law, 
IVter Schoffer. Whether Fust was really the 
inventor of the movable types, is uncertain.] 

Instde th 4 H&u&t oj Fmt^ Mayetue^ > 457 * 

FIRST FRIEND. 

Up, up, up—next step of the staircase 

us, Us at the chamber of dread ! 

SECOND FRIEND. 

T-X>cked and barred ? 

THIRD FRIEND. 

Door open—the rare case 1 

FOURTH FRIEND. 

Ay, there he leans—lost wretch ! 

Firm FRIEND. 

His head 

Sunk on his desk ’twixt his arms outspread 1 
SIXTH FRIEND. 

Hallo, — wake, mait, ere God thunderstrike 
Mayence 

-—Mulct for thy sake who art Satan’s, 
John Fust! 

Satan installcrl here, Cod*s rule in abeyance, 
Mayence some morning may crumble to 
dust. 

Answer our questions thou shah ami thou 
must t 
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"seventh Fiti«m 
^ly I Wharefore a-gloom? 

^ thy gossipry, ootisin an 4 sib! 

JRhise tho lirlombrow. Fust! Make room— 
h 6 t daylight through arms which, enfold- 
' ing'thee, crib - 

prom those clenched lids the comfort of 
minshine! 

FIRST FRIRND. | 

So glib j 

Hiy tcmgue slides to comfort ” already ? 
Not mine! 

,, JBehoFes us deal roundly: the wretch is 
distraught , < 

^Too well I guess wherefore! Behoves a 
Bivine | 

—Such as I, by grace, boast me—to| 

threaten one caught 

In the enemy’s toils,—setting ‘‘comfort” at | 
nought 

SECOND FRIEND. 

Nay, Brother, so hasty ? I heard—nor long 
since— 

Of a certain Black Art^man who,—help -1 
lessly l)ound 

By rasli pact with Satan,—^through paying— 
W'hy mince 

The matter?—fit price to the Church,— 
sale and sound 

Full a year after death in his grave-clothes 
was found. 

Whereas 'tfe notorious the Fiend claims hisdue 
During lifetime, —comes clawing, wth 
talcms aflame, ^ 

The soul from the ftesh-tags left smoking 
and blue; 

So it happed with John Faust; lest John 
' Fust' the. som^,— • 

tip, I adjure thee by Ood’s holy name! 

For n^ghhoum and friends—no foul hell* 

** WordsWthe wiseas' 
' < 

from torpor, 'Sct ftKstt 
deas^s droiwseh. ■ 


FIRST FRIEND. 

And soul, wdkened, unions 

Much sin by confession: no mere palinod^t 

—“ I was youthful and wanton, am old yet 
no sage i 

When angry I airsed, struck and dew : 
did I want ? 

Right and left did f rob: though no war I 
dared wage 

With the Church (G<xi forbid!)—^harm her 
least ministrant— 

Stiil I outraged all else. Now that strength 
is grown scant, 

1 am probity’s self”—no such bleatings as 
these! 

But avowal of guilf so enormous, it Imulks 

Tongue’s telling. Yet i>enilence prompt may 
appease 

God’s wrath at thy bond w'ith the l>evil 
who stalks 

—Strides hither to strangle thee! 

FUST. 

Childhood so talks. 

Not rare wit nor rifie age—ye l)oast them, 
my ncighlx>urs!— 

Should lay such a charge on your towns¬ 
man, this Fust 

Who, known for a life spent in pleasures and 
lalKuirs 

If freakish yet venial, cpukl scarce be 
induced 

To traffic with fiends. 

FIRST FRIEND. 

So, my words have unloosed 

A plie from those pule lips cornigate but now? 

F0»T. 

Lost count me,yetnot as yelmn to stiimise. 

Fm$T FRIEND. 

Tosurmiae? toestabfehl Unbury that brow I 
Look up, that thy judge may read cleRtf in 





AN EHimVK 


m 


smofiu mmm. 

By ymr leave, Bfother Bamabitel Mine to 
advise! 

—Who arraign thee, John Fust! What was 
bruited erewhile 

Now bellows through Mayence. Ail cry 
—thou hast trucked 

Salvation away for lust's solace! Thy smile 
Takes iU hue from hell's smoulder J 

FUST. 

Ttx> certain! I sucked 
—Got drunk at the nipple of sense, 

SE€ONl> FRIEND. 

Thou hast ducked— 

Art drowned there, say niiher! Faugli - 
fleshly disrxirt! 

1 low else but by help of Sir Belial didst win 
That Venus-like lady, no drudge of thy sort 
Could lure to Vjeconie his accomplice in sin? 
Folk nicknamed her Helen of Troy! 

FIRST 1* HI END. 

Best begin 

At the very beginning. Thy father,—all knew, 
A mere goldstmth . , . 

FUST. 

Who knew him, 
perchance may know this— 

He dying left much gold and jewels no few: 
Wboih these help to court with but .seldom 
shall miss 

Thu love of a leman: true witchcraft, I wis * 
FIRST FRIEND. 

Dost floht me? said, in debauchery's 
guild 

Admitted prime guttler and guasaler—O 
swine I— 

To honour thy headship, tbcase tosspots so 
swilled 

That out of their table there sprouted a vine 
Whence each claimed a cluster, awaiting thy 


To out knife, off mouthful; when — who 
could suppose 

Such malice in magic ?—each sot woke and 
found 

Cold steel but an inch from the neighbour’s 
red nose 

He took for a grape-bunch! 

FUST. 

Does that so astound 

Sagacity such as ye Ixiast,—who surround 

\"our mate with eyes staring,bairs standing erect 

At his magical feats? Al|.»go<xl burghers 
unversed 

In the luimours of toping ? Full oft, I suspect, 

i Ye, counting your fingers, csill thurabkin 

j tlieir first, 

And reckon a groat every guilder disbursed. 

What marvel if wags, while the skinker fast 
brimmed 

Their glass with rare tipple’s enticement, 
should gloat 

—Befooled and Ixjflustered—through optics 
drink-dimmed— 

On this draught and that, till each found 
in his throat 

Our Rhenish smack rightly as Raphal ? For, 
note— 

They fiuicied—their fuddling deceived them 
so grossly— 

Tliat liquor sprang out of the table itself 

Through gimlet-holes drilled there, — nor 
noticed now closely 

The skinker kept plying my guests, from 
the shelf 

O’er their heads, with the potable madness. 
No elf 

Had need to persuade them a vine rose 
umbrageous, 

Fruit-bearing, thirst-quenching! Enough! 
I confess 

To many such fool-pranks, but none so out¬ 
rageous 

That Satan was called in tohelp me: access 

I own to, I grieve at—no more and no less. 


ftm mi> ^ jmmm 
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Qwiiii for iie<sk, sword for thigh; not a 
lewd of the hmd 


Bit! Aektlowkdged Ihee peer! What am- 
ktioii poSMsed 

A goldsmith !)y iintde> with craft^s grime 
on his hand;, 

To seek such associates ? 

FVST* 

Spare taunts I Understand— 

1 sithmil me I Of vanities under the sun, 
jpfide seired me at last as concupiscence first, 
Oapuloaiiy ever 5 true Fiends, everyone, 
Haled this way and that my poor soul ‘ 
thus amerced - 
Forgive and fbrget me ! 

FIRST FRIEND. 

Had flesh smned the worst, 

Yet help were m counsel: the Church could 
absolve: 

But say not men truly thou borredst escape 
By signing and sealing . . « 

SECOND FRIEND 

On me must devolve 
The task of extracting . , 

FIRST i-RlEm I 

Shall Bamalates ape 

Us Banuincan experts ? ^ 

♦ ’ 

SEVENTH FRIEND 

Nay, Masters,—agape 

lllieit Kell yawm for a aoul, *tis myself 
dnlm the task 

Of exlracttng, by just one pkun question, 
]6u#»^hrutlt{ 

Gen I ask 

Wl|y^ Iduisfceied Up still thy room, the 

Irade bcook# no 


No less he, mKm enttUfyilug, 

Sueeumbs to good felowiiup: hmM 
a^broECh 

Runs freely nor needs any subsequent Uip|mug i 
Quoth Peter “ That room, none but I dare 
ai^oach, 

Iloldssecrets will help me to nde in my coach/^ 

He prattles, we profit; in brief, he asssUfes 
Thou hast taught him to spe^ so that all 
men may hear 

—Each alike, wide world over, Jews, I^agans, 
Turks, Moors, 

The same as we Christians—speech heard 
far and near 

At one and the same magic moment ♦ 

FUST. 

That^s clear * 

Said he—how ? 

SE\ENTH FRIEND. 

Is It like he was licensed to leam ? 
Who doubts but llioii dost this liy aid of 
the hiend? 

Is It so ? So It IS, for thou smilest * Go, Iwirn 
To ashes, since such proves thy portion, 
unscreened 

By bell, book and candle * Vet lately I weened 

Balm yet was mGilead,—some healing instore 
for the friend of my bosom. Men said 
thou wast sunk 

In a sudden despondency: not, as bclbre, 
Fust gallant and gay with his pottle and 
punk, 

But sober, sad, stek as one yesterday drunk \ 
FUST. 

Spare Fust, then, thus contnte! — whn^ 
youthful and healthy, 

Equipped for life's struggle with odtet® of 
mi^, 

Sound flesh and sane soul in eoherence, bom 
wealthy, 

Nay, wise^-diow he wasted endowmeid de^ 
dgtied 

For theg^lour t>f God and the goodof 
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Y« wt>H my upbmid Wm, who bows to 
tho fod. 

But iW^ should bid angor to pity give place- 
lie has turned from the wrong, in the right 
path to plod, 

Makes amends to mankind mul craves pardon 
of God. 

Vca, friends, even now from my hps the 
MmreJta — 

Soul saved \ ^ was nigh Ixirsting -unduly 
elate! 

Have I l>rought Man advantage, or haRhed 
•^‘So to speak—a 

Strange serpent, no cygnet? ’Tis ihib I 
debate 

Within me. Forbear, and 1 cm ve bust to his 
fate I 

MRSl IKIRNI). 

So abject, late lofty ? Methinks I spy respite. 
Make clean breast, discover what mysteries 
hide 

In thy room there ! 

I 

SECOND I-RIKNl). 

Ay, out w ith them! 1 Satan despite! 

Remember what caused his undoing was pride ^ 

FIRST FRIEND, 

rhimb devil! Remains one resourte to Ik; 
tried! 

SECOND FRIEND. 

Exorcize! 

SEVENTH FRIEND. 

Nay, first—is there any remembers 
In substance that ptaent “ AV /w/r/ij”— 
a psalm 

Whereof some live spark haply lurks mid the 

embers 

Which choke in my brain. Talk of * ‘ Gilea<l 
and balm ’’ ? 

I mind me, sui^ half thix>ugh, this gave such 
a <|ua]fti 

To Asitmdeiis Mde of a Hussite, that, queasy, 
He broke ICMdh in brimstone with curses. 
Pmititmg 


. I -.At,. 

fm 

In—at least die commcnceinent: the rest 
should go easy, 

Friends helping. * . , 

SIXTH FRIEND. 

All wrong! 

FIFTH FRIEND. 

I’ve conned till I captured the whole. 
SEVENTH FRIEND. 

Get along! 

“ AV puKvn ct cini^ superbe iegems, 

Nam fulmttia ”... 

SIXTH tklEND. 

Ficklk'stiik ! Peace, dolts and dorrs ! 
Thus runs it “ AV Nummts fultmna ftras ”— 
Then Homints perfidt justa sunt san 
huhnen et grando et horrtda mms*' 

SEVENTH IRlEND. 

You blunder. Irait . . . 

SIXTH FRIEND 

Mmd your business ! 
FIFTH FRIEND. 

I do not so \m \\), w ho gained the monk’s 
leave 

To study an hour his choice ixuehmeni, A 
di/rincss 

May \ve*ll have surprised int No Christian 
dares thieve, 

Or I scarce had returned him his treasure. 
I'he'sc cleave: 

“Acj pnhft^ et ttnis^ trementes, gementes, 

some such word —**ad /c, 

Ihmtne. 

Da /nmetty jtwamm, ut samta se^sttnies 
Car t . . rmh , • Plague take it! 

SEVENTH FRIEND. 

—Simi 

Right text, ringing rhyme, and ripe Latin 
for me! 
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SlXl’H 

SEVENTH FRIEND. 

A Cal!30ii% self wrote it me iiur; 1 was 

Correctly now 1 PiMs et dnis** ♦ *, 

tempted 

To part with the sheepskin. 

FUST. 


The verse ye so value, it happens I hold 

SEVENTH FRIEND. ! 

In my memory safe from inittum to fims. 

Didst grasp and let go 

Word for word, I produce you the whole, 

Such a godsend, thou Judas? My purse had | 

plain enrolled, 

been emptied I 

Black letters, white paper—no scribe’s red 

Ere part with the prize ^ 

and gold 1 

i 

OMNES. 

FUST. 1 

Aromt thee 1 

Do I dream? Say ye so? j 

FUs r. 

Qouds break, then ! Move, world! I have 

I go and return. 

gained my 

I am saved: Archimedes, salute me I 

[//<f enters ttu inner room. 

FIRST FRIEND 

OMNKS. 

Ay, ’tis this ” 

Assistance ’ 

No doubt: but as boldly —wholl 

Help, Angels ! He summons . . . Aroint 
thee!—by name. 

1 say? 

I ratlier conjecture “ m 0/copertHs 

His kmiliar! 


FUST. 

SEVENTH FRIEND. 

Approach! 

Come, neighbours ! 

OMNES. 

SIXIH FRIEND 

Devil, keep thy due distance ! 

I’m with you ' Show couiag* and stay 

Hell’s outbreak ? Sirs, cowardice here wins 

Fusr. 

the day ! 

Be tranqtiillized, townsmen! The know¬ 

I Firm FRIEND 

ledge ye claim 

What luck liod that student of Bamberg who 

Behold, I prepare to impart, l^raise or 

ventured 

blame,— 

To peep in the cell where a wizard of 

Your blessingor banning, whatever betide me, 
At last I accept. The skw travail tif ye^. 
The long-teeming brain’s birth—applaud me, 
dimde me,— 

At laat ckims revealment Wait ! 

note 

i Was busy in getting some black deed debcn* 
lured 

By Satan ? In dog’s guise there sprang at 
his throat 

A flame-breathing fury. Fust favours, I note, 

SEVENTH friend. 

An ugly huge lurcher 1 

Wait till appears 

Himaged Archimedes cooped-up there ? 

SEVENTH FRIEND. 

SECOND FRIEND^ 

If I placed reliance 

Who fears? 

As thou, on the beads thou ait telling so 

Td risk just a peep through the keybok* 

have at lime 1 
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Aj^liance 

Of m ts^t be Sft^. five ounutes are 

pefl. 

OMNBS. 

SaintSi save us! The door is thrown open 
at iast I 

F0ST {r0-m^rs, thor chstng behind him) 

As I promised, behold I {urtotm ! Appre¬ 
hend you 

The object I offer is poilon or pest ? 

Receive without harm from the hand I ex 
tend you 

A gift that shall set every scruple at rest! 

Shrink back from mere jumper-strips ? Try 
them and test! 

Still hesitate? Myk, was it thou who la- 
mentedst 

Thy five wits clean frdled thee to render i 
aright 

A poem read once and no more ?—who re- 
pentedst 

Vile pelf had induced thee to banish from 
sight 

The characters none but our clerics indite ? 

Take and keep! 

FIRST FRIEND. 

Blessed Mary and all Saints about her ! 

SECOND FRIEND. 

What imps deal so deftly,—five minutes 
suffice 

To play thus the penman ? 

THIRD FRIEND. 

By Thomas the Doubter, 

Five minutes, no more I 

FO0RTH FRIEND. 

Out on arts that entice 

Sudh scribes to do homage! 

tirm FRIEND. 

$lay I Once—and now twice— 


Yea, a third time, my sharp eye completes 
the inspection 

Of line after line, the whole series, and finds 
Each letter join each—not a ^ult for do** 
tection I 

Such upstrokes, such downstrokes, such 
strokes of all kinds 
In the criss-cross, all perfect! 

SIXTH FRIEND. 

There’s nobody minds 

His quill-craft with more of a conscience, 
o’erscratches 

A sheepskin more nimbly and surely with 
ink, 

Than Paul the Sub-Fnor ; here’s paper that 
matches 

His parchment with letter on letter, no link 
Overleapt—underlost! 

SEVENTH FRIEND. 

No erasure, I think— 

No blot, I am certain! 

I FUST. 

Accept the new treasure I 

I 

SIXTH FRIEND. 

1 remembered full half! 

SEVENTH FRIEND. 

But who other than I 
(Bear witness, bystanders 1) when he broke 
the measure 

Repaired ^ult with 

FUST. 

Put bickerings by I 
Here’s for thee—^thee—^and thee, too: at 
need a supply [disiribuiing^ 

For Mayence, though seventy times seven 
should muster I 

How now? Allsofoehleoffiiiththatnofifcce 
Which fronts me but whitens—yellows, 
werejuster? 

Speak out lest I summon my Spirits! 

3A 
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SIXTH 


11 ^ 
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0MN8S. 

Oi«ce---^ce! 

CMi 0m pf tby-^helpmaw I W«*ll answer 
a|3«^l 

My paper—and mine—and mine also*—they 
vary 

In nowise—^agree in each tittle and jot! 

Fttst, how—why was this? 

FUST. 

Shall such miss a 

Within, there! Throw doors wide ! Be¬ 
hold who complot 

To aholi^ the scribe’s work—^blur, blunder 
and blot! 

t 'rhe €hor5 ttpen^ and ike Pres r 
^ ts disctmeud tn operation 

B^e full-bodied birth of this brain that ton 
cdved thee 

In splendour and musiC)—sustained the 
slow diag 

Of the days stretched to years dun with 
doubt,—yet l>eheved thee, 

Had toh m thy first leap of life ^ Pulse 
might flag— 

—Mine fluttered how taintly!—Arch moment 
might lag 

Its longest—I Inded, made light of endurance. 

Held hard by the hope of an advent which 
—dreamed, 

Is done now: night yidids to the dawn’s 
reassurance: 

I have thee—I hold thee—my iancy that 
seemed, 

My iwjf that proves palpable! Ay, SIAt I 
sdiemed 

CkimpMon that’s feet; see this Engine—be 
witness 

Yourselves of its working S Nay, handle 
my Types! 

BadN tjears m Letler: in order and 

^tness 

I iMge tfim* Tom, Peter, the winch! 

lee, ft) 

Bet loose—draw! Inr^ular 

llMIpsa 


lies plain, at tm praam, yonr pom- 
touched, tinted, 

Turned out to pei^ction! The sheet, late 
a blank, 

Filled—ready for reading,—^not written but 
Feinted! 

Omniscient omnipotent God, Thee I thank, 

Thee ever, Thee only J—Thy creature that 
shrank 

From no task Thou, Creator, imposedst ’ 
Creation 

Revealed me no object, from insect to Man, 

But bore Thy hand’s impress: earth glowed 
with salvation: 

“Hast sinned? Be thou saved, Fust! 
Continue my plan, 

Who spake and earth was with my word 
things liegan. 

**As sound so went forth, to the sight be 
extended 

Word’s mission henceforward ’ The task 
I assign, 

P2mbrace—thy allegiance to evil is ended ! 

Have cheer, soul impregnate with purpose 1 
Combine 

Soul and body, give birth to my concept— 
called thme ^ 

“Far and wide, North and South, East and 
West, lia\e dominion 

O’er thought, winged wonder, O Word I 
Traverse world 

In sun-flash and sphere-song I Each beat of 
thy pinion 

Bursts night, beckons day ; once Truth’s 
banner unfurled. 

Where’s Falsehood? Sun-smitten, to nothing¬ 
ness hurled 1 ” 

More humbly—so, feknds, did my feult And 
redemption. 

I sinned,soul-entoiled by the tether of sense: 

My ca^msir reigned master: I plead no 
exemption 

From Satan^s award to his servant: defence 

From the fiery and final assault would be-- 

wlmnce? 
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% iiMta truth resti- 

tuticm! 

Truth is Ood: trample lies and lies* &ther, 
God*s foe! 

Fix foct fost: truths charge by an hour*s i 
revolution; 

What deed’s very cfoer, unaided, can show 

How ’twas done a year-month—week—day 
—minute ago ? 

At best, he relates it—another reports it— 

A third—-nay, a thousandth records it; and 
still 

Narration, tradition, no step but distorts it, 

As down from truth’s height it goes sliding 
until 

At the low level lie-mark it stops—whence 
no skill 

Of the scribe, intervening too tardily, rescues 

—Once foUen—lost feet from lie’s fete 
there. What scribe 

—Eyes homy with poring, hands crippled 
with desk-use, 

Brains fretted liy fencies—the volatile tribe 

That tease weary watchers—can Imst that 
no bribe 

Shuts eye and frees hand and remits brain 
from toiling ? 

Truth gained—can we stay, at whatever 
the stage, 

Truth a-slide,—save her snow from its ulti¬ 
mate soiling 

In mire,—by some process, stamp promptly 
on page 

Fact spoiled by pen’s plodding, make truth 
heritage 

Not merely of clerics, but poured out, full 

measure, 

On clowns—every mortal endowed with a 

mind? 

Head, gentle and simple I Let lalmur win 
leisure 

At last to bid troth do all duty assigned. 

Not pause at the noble but pass to the 

Undl 


How bring to efiect Such swift sure simul¬ 
taneous 

Unlimited multiplication ? How spread 

By an arm-sweep a hand-throw—^no helping 
extraneous— 

Truth broadcast o’er Europe? ‘‘The gold¬ 
smith,” I said, 

“ Ciraves limning on gold : why not letters 
on lead ? ” 

So, Tuscan artificer, grudge not thy pardon 

To me who played false, made a furtive 
descent, 

Found the sly secret workshop,—thy genius 
kept guard on 

Too slackly for once,—and surprised thee 
low-bent 

O’er thy labour- some chalice thy tool would 
indent 

With a certain free scroll-work framed round 
by a border 

Of foliage and fruitage; no scratchingso fine, 

No shading so shy but, in ordered disorder, 

Each flourish came clear,—unliewildered 
by shine, 

On the gold, irretrievably right, lay each line. 

How judge if thy hand worked thy will ? By 
reviewing, 

Revising again and again, piece by piece, 

Tool’s performance,—this way, as I watched. 
’Twas through glueing 

A paper-like film-stuff—tliin, smooth, void 
of crease, 

On each cut of the graver: press hard! at 
release, 

i 

No mark on the plate, but the paper showed 
double: 

His work might proceed ; as he judged— 
space or speck 

I Up he filled, forth he flung—was relieved 
thus from trouble 

Lest wrong—once—were right never more: 
what could check 

I Advancement, completion ? Thus lay at my 

I beck— 


’ini 


# ilkewiiMil 

mlp^ *^wliftl; hlndM 
fM g^vitig tms Fdntk^? Stavtip one 
^ox3«-^not one 

But aaoh, {^oemx^like, spring item 
death’s dnders,— 

Sittce death is word’s doom, clerics hide 
lirom the sun 

As some churl elosets up this rare chalice.” 
Go, run 

Thy race now, Fust’s child! High, O 
Frmting, and holy 

Thy mission I These types, see, I chop 
and X change 

Tin the words,emyletter, apagehil, not slowly 
Yd surely lies fixed: last of all, 1 arrange 

A paper beneath, stamp it, loosen it! 

FIRST FRIEND. 

Strange! 

SECOND FRIEND. 

How simple exceedingly 1 

• FUST. 

Bustle, my Schoeffer! 
Set type,—quick, Geneaheim! Turn screw 
now! 

THIRD FRIEND. 

Just that! 

FOURTH FRIEND. 

And no such vast miracle! 

FUST. 

** Plough with my heifer. 
Ye ind out my riddle,” quoth Samson, 
and pat ^ 

He i^maks to the purposuw Grapes squeezed 
in the vat 

Yield to sight and to taste what is shnple—a 
hfuld 

Mere tmhins may ript but give time, let 

fe r me nh***** 

whm, manhoods mastarl Well« 

Wait the event, 
totadtl But 


O ThoUi the one fotoe in ii« whede vmrietlen 

Of visible nature,—at work-^^o I d<mbt^— 

From Thy first to our last, in popelua! 
creation— 

A film hides us fiom Thee—Hwixt inside 
and out, 

A film, on this earth where Thou bril^sesfc 
about 

New marvels, new forms of tlie glorious, the 
gracious, 

We bow to, we bless for: no star hursts 
heaven’s dome 

But Thy finger impels it, no weed peeps 
audacious 

Earth’s clay-floor from out, but Thy finger 
makes room 

For one world’s-want the more in Thy 
Cosmos: presume 

Shall Man, Microoosmos, to claim the con¬ 
ception 

Of grandeur, of beauty, in thought, word 
or deed? 

I toiled, but Thy light on my duMousest step 
shone: 

If I reach the glad goal, is it I who suc¬ 
ceed 

Who stumbled at starting tripped up by a 
reed. 

Or Thou? Knowledge only and absolute, 
glory 

As utter be Thine who concedest a spark 

Of Thy spheric perfection to earth’s transitory 

Existences I Nothing that lives, but Thy 
mark 

Gives law to—life’s light: what is doomed to 
the dark? 

Where’s ignorance? Answer, creatkm! 
What height, 

What depth has escaped Thy eemmiand* 
meUt—toKnow? 

WhatMrth in the ore-bed but answers ar%ht 

Thy srihg at its heart whMi fenpdN—tods 

Nto fsitlmvise moFe to 






'^ih^ppe&xl'** ’'Is the'.{>laiit in 

■ ■ ” 

H^w t0 budi when to branch forth? The 

—1>0 they donbt if their safety Ixs found in 
assault 

Of escape? Worm or %, of what atoms 

, thele^ 

But follows %ht*s guidance,—will Ikmish, 
hot feast ? 

In such wious degree, fly and worm, ore 
and plant, 

All know, none is witless: around each, 
a wall 

Encloses the portion, or ample or scant. 

Of iCnowle<%e: beyond which one liair’s 
breadth, for all 

Lies blank—not so much as a blackness-—a I 
pall j 

I 

Some sense unimagined must penetrate: plain 

Is only old licence to stand, walk or sit. 

Move so fiir and so wide in the narrow domain 

Allotted each nature for life’s use; past it 

How immensity spreads does he guess ? Not 
a whit. 

Does he care? Just as little. Without? 
No, within 

Concerns him ? he Knows. Man Ignores 
—thanks to Thee 

Who madest him know, but—in knowing— 
begin 

To know still new vastness of knowledge 
must be 

Outside him—^to enter, to traverse, in fee 

Have and hold! “ Oh, Man’s ignorance I ” 
hear the fool whine t 

How were it, for better or worse, didst 
thou grunt 

Ccmtentcd with sapience—the lot of the 
swine 

Who knows he was bom for just truffles to 
stnf res vH 


No, Man’s the pr^ogative^knowledge once 
gained— 

To ignore,—find new knowledge to press 
for, to swerve 

In pursuit of, no, not for a moment: attained— 

Why, onward through ignorance I Dare 
and deserve 1 

As still to its asymptote speedeth the curve, 

So approximates Man—Thee, who, reachable 
not, 

Hast formed him to yearningly follow Thy 
whole 

Sole and single omniscience! 

Such, friends, is my lot i 

I am Imck with the world: one more step 
to the goal 

Thanks for reaching I render—Fust’s help to 
Man’s soul! 

Mere mechanical help ? So the hand gives a 
loss 

To the falcon,—aloft once, spread pinions 
and fly, 

Beat air for and wide, up and down and 
across! 

My Press strains a-tremble: whose master¬ 
ful eye 

Will l)e first, in new regions, new truth to 
descry ? 

Give chase, soul! Be sure each new capture 
consigned 

To my Types will go forth to the world, 
like God’s bread 

—Miraculous food not for body but mind, 

Truth’s manna ! How say you ? Put case 
that, instead 

Of old leasing and lies, we superiorly fed 

These Heretics, Hussites . . . 

FIRST FRIEND. 

hirst answer my query I 

If saved, art thou happy ? 

FUST. 

1 was and I am* 


Fust AJID im FRIENDS 




l^iaSiT FEIIRISfB. 

Tfey ^srlstt^ confirms it: how comes, then, 
llwt-—W0aiy 

And woe-begone late—was it show, was it 

sham?— 

We found thee shnk thiswise ? 

SECONB FRIEND. 

—In need of the dram 

From the flask which a provident neighbour 
might carry! 

FUST. 

Ah, friends, the fireSh triumph soon flickers, 
fitsi fades! 

i hailed Word’s disperdon: could heardeaps 
but tarry! 

Through me does Print furnish Truth 
wings? The same aids 

Cause Falsehood to range just as widely. 
What raids 

On a region undreamed of does Pnnting 
enable 

Truth’s foe to effect! Printed leasing and 
lies 

May speed to the world’s Jferthest comer— 
gross &ble 

No less than pure fact—to impede, neutra* 
lire, 

Abolish God’s gift and Man’s gain I 
FIRST FRIEND. 

Dost surmise 

What struck me at first blush? Our Beg- 
hards, Waldenses, ^ 

Jeronimites, Hussites—does one show ms 
head. 


Spout he<e^ now ? Not a priest in his sense# 

Ddgns answer mete speech, but piles 
&ggodi instead, 

Refines as by fire, and, him silenced, all’s said. 

Whereas if in future I pen an opuscule 

Defying retort, as of old when rash tongues 

Were easy to tame,—straight some knave of 
the Huss-School 

Prints answer forsooth! Stop invisible 
lungs? 

The barrel of blasphemy la*oached once, who 
Imi^? 

SECOND FRIEND. 

Does ray sermon, next Easter, meet fitting 
acceptance ? 

Each captious disputative boy has his 
quirk 

An cuujm credmdum sitV^ Well the 
Church kept 

In order till Fust set his engine at work! 

What trash will come flying from Jew, Moor 
and Turk 

When, goosequiU, thy reign o’er the world is 
a!x)hshed! 

Goose — ominous name! With a gcxise 
woe began; 

Quoth Huss—which means “goose” m his 
idiom unpolished— 

“ Ye bum now a Goose: there succeeds 
me a Swan 

Ye shall find quench your fire ! ” 

FUST. 

1 foresee such a nmn.^ 


1 Martin Luther. 



ASOLANDO: 

FANCIES AND FACTS* 

18 S 9 . 

(Published on December 12 , the day on which Mr. Browning died at Venice. A copy 
of the volume had, however, been received by him before his death.) 

[For an explanation of title, see the dedication to Mrs. Arthur Bronson.] 


TO MRS. ARTHUR BRONSON. j 

To whom but you, dear Friend, should I| 
dedicate verses—some few written, all of 
them supervised, in the comfort of your pre« 
sence, and with yet another experience of the 
gracious hospitality now l^estowetl on me 
since so many a year,—adding a charm even 
to my residences at Venice, and leaving me 1 
little regret for the surprise and delight at 
my visits to AmjIo in bygone days ? 

I unite, you will see, the disconnected 
(xiems by a title-name jK>pularly <iscribed to 
the inventiveness of the ancient secretary of 
Queen Cornaro whose palace-tower still over¬ 
looks us; Asolare—“ to disport in the open 
air, amuse oneself at random.” The objec 
tion that such a word nowhere occurs in the 
works of the Cardinal is hardly important ~ 
Bembo was too thorough a punst to conserve 
in print a term which in talk he might possibly 
toy with: but the word is moie likely derived 
from a Spanish source. I use it for love of 
the place, and in requital of your pleasant 
assurance that an early poem of mme first 
attracted you thither—where and elsewhere, 
at La Mura as Ck Alvisi, may all happiness 
attend you I 

Gratefully and affectionately yours, 

R. B. 

Asolo : 15,1889. 

PROLOGUE. 

** The Poet’s age is sad ; for why ? 

In youth* the natural world could show 
Ho common object but his eye 

At once involved with alien gloW’— 

His own soul’s iris-bow* 


“ And now a flower is just a flower : 

Man, bird, beast are but beast, bird, man— 
Simply themselves, uncinct by dower 
Of dyes which, when life’s day began, 
Round each in glory ran.” 

Friend, did you need an optic glass. 

Which were your choice ? A lens to drape 
In ruby, emerald, chrysopras, 

Each object—or reveal its shape 
Clear outlined, past escape, 

The naked very thing ?—so clear 

That, ’when you had the chance to gaze, 
You found its inmost self appear 
Through outer seeming—truth ablaze, 

Not falsehood’s fancy-haze ? 

How many a year, my Asolo, 

Since—one step just from sea to land— 

I found you, loved yet feared you so— 

For natural objects seemed to stand 
Palpably fire-clothed I No— 

No mastery of mine o’er these 1 
Terror with beauty, like the Bush 
Burning but unconsumed. Bend knees, 
Drop eyes to earthward I Language ? 

Tush I 

Silence ’tis awe decrees. 

And now ? The lambent flame is—where ? 

Lost from the naked world; earth, sky, 
Hill, vale, tree, flower,—Italia’s rare 
O’er-running beauty crowds the eyon*** 

But flame ? The Bush is bore. 
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Amuatm 


13^ iW» IbwacWiiey 9l«iwl distinctj 
ta hn4w HL&d n&me. Wto thai ? 

vMtk unlinked 
Ibney tet: see, all^ in ken; 

Mm 0WX tny eydid winked ? 

Hn, Ibf Ihe purged ear ap|a%hends 

import, not the eye late dased: 
The Voice said **Call my works thy friends I 
At nature dost thou shrink amazed ? 

Qod ts it Who transcends.** 

Amo: Se//. A tSSg. 


HOSNV. 

tKosny h the name of the chAUm where 
the oideWted Puke of Sully (1560-1641) 
was hem. It lies half-way between Mantes 
Wr»d fkmmferes. Henri Quatre slept at the 
iMim* after Ivry,] 

WoE^ he went gaBoping mto the war. 

Clam, Clara 1 

Let US two dream: shall he ’scape with a scar? 

Scarcely disfigoreinent, rather a grace 
Making for manhood which nowise we tnar:« 
See, while 1 kiss it, the ftush on hts ftice— 
Rosny, Rosny I 

tight does he lat^h: ‘‘With your love in 
my soul *’— 

(Clara, Clam!) 

“ How could I other than—sound, safe and 
whole— 

Oeave who opposed me asunder, yet stand 
Seamless beside you, as, touching love’s goal, 
Who won the mce kneels, craves rea^d 
at your hand— 

Rosny, Rosny 

Ay« hut If certain who envied should see! 
dara. Clam, 

lOedadn ivt^simper; “The hero ibr me 
Wife were JO cha^ mm 

Itawlfc fi»|ia%«remd 


SOi-<go on dreamitig,—-iie Iks tnid « bes|i 

< 0 «a,CI«k.) 

Of the dak by his ha^: what is death but 

a sleqp? 

Bead, with my portrait dis|dayed on h}s 
breast: 

Love wrought his undoing: “ Ho prudence 
could keep 

The love-maddened wretch from his fitter ** 
That IS best, 

Rosny, Rosny \ 


DUBIETY. 

I WILL be happy if but for once: 

Only help me, Autumn weather. 

Me and my cares to screen, ensconce 
In luxury’s sola-lap of leather I 

Sleep? Nay, comfort—with just a doud 
Suftiisuig day too clear and bright s 
Eve’s essence, the single drop allowed 
To sully, like milk, Noon’s water*white. 

Let gaudness shade, not shroud,—adjust, 
Dim and not deaden,—somehow sheathe 
Aught sharp m the rough world’s busy thrust, 
If It reach me through dreaming’s vapour* 
wreath. 

Be life so, all things ever the same 1 
For, what has disarmed the world? Out¬ 
side, 

Quiet and peace: inside, nor blame 
Nor want, nor wish whate’er betide. 

What b It like that has happened before ? 

A dream ? No dream, more mA by much. 
A vision ? But fencifol days of yore 
Brought many: mere musing seems hot 

Perhaps but a memory, after all I 
—Of what came once when a wenum hm 
To fod ftur my hrow where bet Idss ih%ht 
foil. 

Tmth ever, truth only dm mmdleiilt 
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KOW. 

OW of your whole life give but a moment! 
AU of your life that has gone before, 

All to come after it,—so you ignore, 

So you make perfect the present,—condense, 
tn a rapture of mge, for perfection’s endow 
mcnt, 

Thought and feeling and soul and sense— 
Maged in a moment which gives me at last 
You around me for once, you beneath me, 
above me— 

hie—sure that des^ate of time ftiture, time 

p^t,— 

This tick of our iife-lime’s one moment you 
love me! 

How long such suspension may Unger ? Ah, 
Sweet— 

The moment eternal—just that and no more— 
When ecstasy’s utmost we clutch at the core 
While cheeks bum, arms open, eyes shut and 
lips meet! 


HUMILITY. 

What girl but, having gathered flowers, 
Stript the beds and spoilt the bowers, 
From the lapful light she carnes 
Drops a cureless bud ?—nor tames 
To regain the waif and stray; 

** Store enough for home ”—she’ll say. 

So $ay I too : give your lover 
Heaps of loving—under, over, 

Whehn him—make the one the wealthy I 
Am I all so poor who—stealthy 
Work it was I—^picked up what fell: 

Not the worst bud—who can tel! ? 


POETICS. 

say tbe lodish!Say the foolish so, 
Umi 

she is, my rose’’-*or else **My 
wy swanis^”*^ 


Or perhaps Yon maM^moon, blessii^ earth 
below, Love, 

That art thou! to them, belike: no such 

vain words from me. 

“ Hush, rose, blush! no balm like breath,’* 
I chide it: 

** Bend thy neck its best, swan,—hers the 
whiter curve! ” 

Be the moon the moon: my Love I place 
beside it; 

What IS she ? Her human self,—^no lower 
word will serve. 


SUMMUM BONUM. 

Ai 1 the breath and the bloom of the year in 
the l>ag of one bee : 

All the wonder and wealth of the mine in 
the heart of one gem : 

In the core of one pearl all the shade and the 
shme of the sea: 

Breath and bloom, shade and shine,—^won¬ 
der, wealth, and—how fax above them— 
Truth, that’s brighter than gem, 
Trust, that’s purer than pearl,— 

Brightest truth, purest trust in the umverse— 
all were for me 

In the kiss of one girl. 


A PEARL, A GIRL. 

A SIMPLE ring with a single stone 
To the vulgar eye no stone of price: 
Whisper the right word, that alone— 

Forth starts a sprite, like fire from ice, 
And lo, you are lord (says an Eastern scroll) 
Of heaven and earth, lord whole and sole 
Through the power in a peart 

A woman (’tis I this time that say) 

With little the world counts Worthy |»raiae 
Utter the true word—out and away 
Escapes her soul: I am wrapt in blase, 
Creation’s lord, of heaven and eorlh 
Lord whole and sole—by a minute’s l^h—» 
Through the love in a girl I 


ASOtJMDO 


SPKULATIVE. 

may iwsed new life in Heaven*— 
Mm, Nature, Art—made new, assume! 
Mm with new mind old sense to leaven, 
l^ature—^new %ht to dear old gloom. 
Art that breaks bounds, gets soaring-room. 

I shall fwcay: Fugitive as predous— 
Minutes which passed,—^return, remain! 
IiCt earth’s old life once more enmesh us, 
iTou with old pleasure, me—old pain, 
So we hut meet nor part again! ** 


WIilTE WITCHCRAFT. 

(White witchanaih was helpful and not 

hamlut magic.] 

Ir you and I could change to beasts, what 
beast should either be ? 

Shan you and I play Jove for once ? Turn 
fox then, I decree! 

Shy wild sweet stealer of the grapes! Now 
do your worst on me! 

And thus you think to spite your friend— 
turned loathsome ? \^at, a toad? 

So, all men shrink and shun me! Dear men, 
pursue your road! 

Z^ve but my crevice in the stone, a reptile’s 
fit abode! 

Now say your worst, Canidia!^ **He’s 
loathsome, I allow: 

Th^e may or may not lurk a pearl beneath 
his puckered brow: ^ 

JBut sec his eyes that follow mine—^love lasts 
there anyhow^” 


BAD DREAMS. I. 

night I saw you In my sleep: 

And how your charm of fiice was changed I 
t love, some jkMk you keep?” 

^aaWmnd ‘*^Fah|i gone, love 

I See Horiioi^ 


Whereat I woke—twofold bliss: 

Waking was one, but next there came 
This other : Though I felt, for this, 

My heart break, I loved on the same.” 


BAD DREAMS. II 

You in the flesh and here— 

Your very self I Now, wait I 
One word I May I hope or fear? 

Must I speak in love or hale ? 

Stay while I ruminate I 

The foct and each circumstance 
I>are you disown ? Not you ! 

That vast dome, that huge dance. 
And the gloom which overgrew 
A—possibly festive crew! 

For why should men dance at all— 
Why women—a crowd of both— 
Unless they are gay? Strange ball— 
Hands and feet plighting troth, 

Yet partners enforced and loth I 

Of who danced there, no shape 
Did I recogmste: thwart, perverse, 
Each grasped each, past escape 
In a whirl or weary or worse: 
Man’s sneer met woman’s curse, 

While he and she toiled as if 
Their guardian set galley-slaves 
To supple chained limbs grown stiff: 

Unraanacled trulls and knaves— 
The lash for who misbehaves ! 

And a gloom was, all the while, 
Deeper and deeper yet 
O’ergrowing the rank and file 
Of that army of haters—set 
To mimic love’s fever-firet* 

By the wall-side close I crept, 
Avoiding the livid miuEe, 

And, safoly so for, outstepped 
On a chapel, says 

My me*»oiy or betrays— 
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CloseMike* kept aloof 
From unseemly witnessing 
Wkat sport made floor and roof 
Of the Devils palace ring 
While his Damned amused their king. 

Ay» for a low lamp burned, 

And a silence lay alx>ut 
What I, in the midst, discerned 
Though dimly till, past doubt, 
*Twas a sort of throne stood out— 

High seat with steps, at least: 

And the topmost step was filled 
By—whom ? What vestured priest ? 

A stranger to me,—his guild. 

His cult, unreconciled 

To my knowledge how guild and cult 
Are clothed in this world of ours : 

I pondered, but no result 
Came to—unless that Giaours 
So worship the Lower Powers. 

When suddenly who entered ? 

Who knelt—did you guess I saw ? 
Who—raising that face where centred 
Allegiance to love and law 
So lately—-off-casting awe, 

Down-treading reserve, away 
Thrusting respect . . . but mine 
Stands firm—^firm still shall stay \ 

Ask Satan ! for I decline 
To tell—what I saw, in fine 1 

Yet here in the flesh you come— 
Your same self, form and face,— 

In the eyes, mirth still at home ! 

On the lips, that commonplace 
Perfection of honest grace ! 

Yet your errand is—needs must be 
To palliate—well, explain, 
Expurgate in some degree 
Your soul of its ugly stain. 

01i| yott*-^the good in grain— 


How was it your white took tinge? 

A mere dream —^never object 1 
Sleep leaves a door on hinge 
Wlience soul, ere our flesh suspect, 

Is off and away: detect 

Her vagaries when loose, who can I 
Be she pranksome, be she prude, 
Disguise with the day began : 

With the night—ah, what ensued 
From draughts of a drink hell-brewed ? 

Then She i “ What a queer wild dream I 
And perhaps the best fun is— 

Myself had its fellow—I seem 
Scarce awake firom yet. *Twas this— 
Shall I tell you ? First, a kiss ! 

“For the fault was just your own,— 

’Tis myself expect apology: 

You warned me to let alone 

(Since our studies were mere philology) 
That ticklish (you said) Anthology. 

“ So, I dreamed that I passed exapt 
Till a question posed me sore : 

* Who translated this epigram 
By—an author we best ignore ?’ 

And I answered ‘ Hannah More ’! ” 


BAD DREAMS. III. 

This was my dream : I saw a Forest 
Old as the earth, no track nor trace 
Of unmade man. Thou, Soul, explorest— 
Though in a trembling rapture—space 
Immeasurable 1 Shrubs, turned trees, 

Trees that touch heaven, support its frieue 
Studded with sun and moon and star: 
While—oh, the enormous growths that bar 
Mine eye firom penetrating past 
Their tangled twine where lurks—nay, 
lives 

Royally lone, some brute-l 5 q>e cast 
I* the rough, time cancels, man forgives. 


Mmtmm 


<3evice 

wy ijerlsct B»tise lar 
JJflitmn^ I nor leave a dcatrice 
On bright marHes, dome and s{^, 
:^frtidnies paladal,-—streets whkh mire 
Daiea not defile» paved all too fine 
For human Ibotstep’s smirch, not thme— 
Frond solitary traverser, 

My Soul, of silent lengths of way— 

With what ecstatic dread, aver, 
iiCst life start sanctioned by thy stay! 

Ah, but the last sight was the hideous! 

A City, yes,—a Forest, true,— 

But each devouring each* Perfidious 
SUake-plants had strangled what I knew 
Wa^ a pavilion once: each oak 
Held <m his horns some spoil he broke 
By surreptitiously bmieath 
Upthmsting i pavements, as with teeth, 
Criped huge weed widening crack and 
i^it 

In squares and circles stone-work erst. 

Ob, Nature—good I Oh, Art—no whit 
Less worthy! Both in one—accurst I 


BAD DREAMS. IV. 

It happened thus : my slab, tbot^ new, 
Was getting weather-stained,—beside. 
Herbage, balm, peppermint o*ergrew 
Letter and letter: till you tried 
Somewhat, the Name wai scarce descried 


X^crepondes dhioutd mar no plan 
Symmetric of the quaHtka 
Claiming reflect Bom—say—man 
That*s strong and stern. Once more he 
pries 

Into me with those critic eyes! ** 

No question! so—“Conclude, condemn 
Each lailare my poor self avows! 

Leave to Its Bte all you contatnn ! 

There's SolmnonV selected spouse t 
Earth needs must hold such maids—chOOSe 
dieml” 

Why, he was weeping! Surely gone 
Sternness and strength: with eyes to ground 
And voice a broken monotone— 

“ Only be as you were! Abotmd 
In foibles, fimlts,—laugh, robed and crowned 

“ As Folly's veriest queen,—care I 
One feather-fluff? Look pity, Love, 

On prostrate me—your foot shall try 
Tliis forehead's use—mount thence above, 
And reach what Heaven you dignify! ” 

Now, what could bring such change about ? 

The thought perplexed: till, following 
His gate upon the ground,—why, out 
Came all the secret I So, a thii^ 

Thus simple has deposed my king I 

For, spite of weeds that strove to spoil 
Plain reading on the lettered slab. 

My name was clear enough —HiO soil 
Efi^u^ed the date when one chance stall 
Of scorn ... if only ghosts might hkb 1 


That strong stem man my lover came; 

—Was 1^ my lover? him, pray. 

My cold critic bCnt on Marne 
CNfdIpocw I ixi^doiw say 
To makeme wotth his love one day— 


One lor day when, by <B%etit 

#etdmcs 8 e 8 u 4 k}i went 

I ripIBbilge and ewnfe assaults 

... 



INAPPREHENSIVBNESS. 

Wb two stood stm|% friend-^ltke side by side, 
Viewing a twi%ht country for and wide, 

Till riie at length broke silence* “How it 
towers 

Yonder, the rulii^ oVr this vale ours \ 

% Of the nalace of Qween Cornam. who* 
exdad fihem Cypm, llwid 
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Tfese &tat iiwrc b^M it so rclitves | 
Its tmtHoe—sight pethaps deceives, | 

(Hr I c^hld almost irncy tito I see 
A hitnch ivave Mike some wind-^sown 
tree 

Cbance-rooted where a missing turret was. 
What wottM I give for the perspective glass 
At hornei to make out if ’tis really so f 
lias !Raskin noticed here at Asolo 
That certaiii weed-growths on the ravaged 
wall 

Seem” . • . sometliing that I could not say 

at ail, 

My thought being rather—as absorljed she sent 
L^k onward after look from eyes distent 
With longing to reach ileaven^s gate left 
a jar —- 

** Oh, fancies that might be, oh, kcts that are! 
What of a wilding ? By you stands, and may 
So stand unnoticed till the Judgment I>ay, 
One who, if once aware that your regard 
Claimed what his heart holds,—woke, as 
from its sward 

Thcflower, the dormant passion, so to speak - 
Then what a rush of life would startling wreak 
Revenge on your inapprehensive stare 
While, from the ruin and the West’s faint flare. 
You let your eyes meet mine, touch what you 
term 

Quietude—that’s an universe in germ— 

The dormant passion needing but a look 
To burst into immense life 1 ” 

“ No, the book 
Which noticed how the wall-growths wave ” 
said she 

not by Ruskm.” 

I said ** Vernon Lee ? ” * 


WHICH? 

So, the tliree Court-kdies began 
Their trial of who judged best 
In esteeming the love of a man: 

Who fanefontd with most reason was 
therein confessed 

I The mnharess of Mt^hioriaH and other 
h0<^(»8i Violet Paget). 


tWw 


Boy-Ctt|Md^s exemplary catdber and eager 5 

An Abb^ crossed legs to dedde on the 
wager. 

First the Duchesse: ** Mine for me— 
Who were it but God’s for Him, 

And the King’s for—^who but he ? 
Both faithful and loyal, one grace more 
shall brim 

His cup with perfection: a lady’s true 
lover, 

He holds—save his God and his king—none 
above her.” 

“I require” — outspoke the Mar¬ 
quise— 

“ Pure thoughts, ay, but also fine 
deeds: 

Pky the paladin must he, to please 
My whim, and — to prove my knight’s 
service exceeds 

Your saint’s and your loyalist’s praying and 
kneeling— 

Show wounds, each wide mouth to my mercy 
appealing.” 

Then the Comtesse: “ My choice be 
a wretch. 

Mere losel m body and soul. 

Thrice accurst! What care I, so he 
stretch 

Arms to me his sole saviour, love’s ultimate 
goal, 

Out of earth and men’s noise— names of 
infidel,’ * traitor,’ 

Cast up at him > Crown me, crown’s adju¬ 
dicator ^ ” 

And the Abbe uncrossed his legs, 
Took snuff, a reflective pinch, 

Broke silence i The question begs 
Much pondering ere I pronounce. Shall 
I flinch ? 

The love whidr to one and one only has 
reference 

Seems totibly like what perhaps gains God’s 
preference.” 



ASC»LAMOO 


BP 


THE CARDINAL AND THE IX>G. 

CilLltse^NZio, the Pope’s Legate at the High 
Council, Trent, 

—Year Fifteen hundred twenty-two, March 
Xwenty*five —iatmt 

On writing letters to the Pope till late into 
the night. 

Rose, weaiy, to refresh himself, and saw a 
monstrous sight: 

(I give mine Author’s very words; he penned, 
I reindite.) 


A black Dog of vast bigness, eyes flaming, 
ears that hftng 

Down to the very ground almost, into the 
chamber sprung 

And made directly for him, and laid himself 
right under 

The table where Crescendo wrote—who 
called in fear and wonder 

His servants in the ante-room, commanded 
everyone 

To look for and find out the beast: but, 
looking, they found none. 

The Cardinal fell melancholy, then sick, 
soon after died: 

And at Verona, as he lay on his death-bed, 
he cried 

Aloud to drive away the Dog that leapt on 
his bed-side. 

Heaven keep us Protestants fi^om harm r the 
rest ... no ill betide! m 


THE POPE AND THE NET. 

WjfAt> he on whom our voices unanimously 

ntn, 

Made Pope at our last Cdnclave ? Full low 
hib tile b^gan: 

Hb Afther the di% bread as lust a 


So much dm more his boy minds bocdc, gives 
proof of mother-wit, 

Becomes first Deacon, and then Priest, then 
Bishop: see him sit 

No less than Cardinal ere long, while no one 
cries “Unfit!” 

But someone smirks, some other smiles, jogs 
elbow and nods bead: 

Each winks at each; “’I-feith, a rise! 
Saint Peter’s net, instead 

Of sword and keys, is come in vogue! ” You 
thmk he blushes red ? 

Not be, of humble holy heart! ** Unworthy 
me ! ” he sighs: 

** From fisher’s drudge lo Church’s prince— 
It IS indeed a nsc : 

So, here’s my way to keep the fact for ever 
in my eyes ! ” 

And straightway in his palace-hall, where 
commonly is set 

Some coat-of-arms, some portraiture ances¬ 
tral, lo, we met 

His mean estate’s reminder in his fisher- 
father’s net I 

Which step conciliates all and some, stops 

! cavil in a trice ; 

I “The humble holy heart that holds of new¬ 
born pride no spice! 

He’s just the saint to choose for Pope! ” 
^ch adds “ Tis my advice.” 

So, Pope he was; and when we flocked—4ts 
sacred slipper on— 

To kiss his foot, we lifted eyes, alack the 
thing was gone— 

That guarantee of lowlihead,—eclipsed that 
star which shone! 

Each eyed his fellow, one and all kept 
silence. I cried Pish! 

I’ll make me spokesman for the rest, express 
the common wish. 

Why, Father, is the net removed?” ‘‘Son, 
It both eaufiht ^ 



FANCIES mn FACTS 


THE BEAN-FEAST, 

Hk was the man—Pope Sixtus, that Fifth, 
that swineherd’s son: 

He knew the right thing, did it, and thanked 
God when ’twas done: 

But of all he had to thank for, my fancy 
somehow leans 

To thinking, what most moved him was a 
certain meal on beans. 

For one day, as his wont was, in just enough 
disguise 

As he went exploring wickedness,—to see 
with his own eyes 

If law had due observance in the city’s en- 
trail dark 

As well as where, i’ the open, crime stood 
an obvious mark,— 

He chanced, in a blind alley, on a tumble- 
down once house 

Now hovel, vilest structure in Rome the 
ruinous: 

And, as his tact impelled him, Sixtus adven¬ 
tured lx)ld, 

To learn how lowliest subjects bore hunger, 
toil, and cold. 

I 

There sat they at high-supper—man and 
wife, lad and lass, 

Poor as you please but cleanly all and care¬ 
free : pain that was 

—Forgotten, pain as sure to be let bide 
aloof its time,— 

Mightily munched the brave ones—what 
mattered gloom or grime ? 

Said Sixtus ** Feast, my children 1 who 
works hard needs eat well. 

Fm just a supervisor, would hear what you 
can telL 

Do any wrongs want righting? The Father 
tde$ his best, 

But, since he’s only mortal, sends such as I 
to test 


m 

The truth of all that’s told him—how folk 
like you may fore: 

Come!—only don’t stop eating—^when mouth 
has words to spare— 

You”—smiled he—“play the spokesman, 
bell-wether of the flock! 

Are times good, masters gentle? Your 
grievances unlock! 

flow of your work and wages?—pleasures, 
if such may be— 

Pains, as such are for certain. ” Thus smiling 
questioned he. 

But somehow, spite of smiling, awe stole 
upon the group— 

An inexpressible sia mise: why should a priest 
thus stoop— 

Pry into what concerned folk ? Each visage 
fell. Aware, 

Cries Sixtus interposing: “Nay, children, 
have no care ! 

“Fear nothing ! Who employs me requires 
the plain truth. Pelf 

Beguiles who should inform me ; so, I inform 
myself. 

See!” iVnd he threw his hood back, let 
the close vesture ope, 

Showed face, and where on tippet the cross 
lay : *twas the Pope. 

Imagine the joyful wonder! “How shall 
the like of us— 

Poor souls—requite such blessing of our rude 
bean-feast ? ” “ Thus— 

Thus amply!” laughed Pope Sixtus. “I 
early rise, sleep late : 

Who works may eat; they tempt me, your 
beans there: spare a plate 1” 

Down sat he on the door-step: ’twas they 
this time said grace: 

^He ate up the last mouthful, wiped lips, and 
then, with foce 


Ibvtii « 

ffem eiftli K^JNgrai 

In mk^ tfiroiii^ me the 
pmp^ hnow Thy w»y»^ 

Ifeel that Thy eaie extmdeth to Nature’s 
hMidy i^autSi, 

white man’s mind is strengthened. Thy 
goodness nowise scants 

Mini’s body of its comfort,—^that I whom 
hihgs and queens 

Otmeh to, ^kk crumbs foom off my table, 
rehsh beans! 

The ditmdeis I but seem to launch, there 
plain Hiy hand all see; 

That I have appetite, digest, and thrive— 
that boon’s for me.” 


MUCKLE MOUTH MEG. 

FxoWNBD the Laifd cm the Lord: ‘*So,red- 
handed I catch thee? 

Beath*dociaied by our Law of the Border! 

WcVe a gallows outinde and a chiel to dis¬ 
patch thee: 

Who trespasses—hangs: all’s m order.” 

He met frown with smile, did the young 
English gallant: 

TTien the Laird’s dame: Nay, Husband, 

He’s cm^y; be merdfol! Grace fm the 

-1-If he mames our Muckic-mouth Meg!” 

^^No mite-wide-mouthed monster of yours do 
I marty: • 

Grant rather the gillows! ^ laughed he. 

Fold fere kith and Idn of ynu—why do you 
tarry?” 

your fierce temper I*’ quoth she. 

himqttichin the Hole, shut him test 
tariaweAt 

^ and himgeriroik wondets s 

wd! 


A wedk did he biite in the tidd and 

dadc 

—Not hunger t for duly at mofnii^ 

In fritted a to, anda wnce tike a lark 

Chirped Muckte'^mouth Meg still ye’te 
scorning? 

** Go hang, but here’s pamtch to hearten ye 
first!” 

“Did Meg’s muckle-mouth boast within 
some 

Sudi music as yours, mine dbotdd match It 
or burst s 

No frog jaws t So tell folk, my Winsome! ” 

Soon week came to end, and, from Hole’s 
door set wide, 

Out he marched, and there watted the 
lassie: 

** Von gallows, or Muckle-mouth Meg for a 
bnde I 

Consider I Sky’s blue and turfs grassy: 

** Life’s sweet: shall I say ye wed Muckle* 
mouth Meg?” 

‘*Not I” quoth the stout heart: “too 
eene 

The mouth that can swallow a bubblyjock’s t 

egg: 

Shall I let It munch mine? Never, 
Deane I” 

“Not Muckle-mouth Meg? Wow, the ob¬ 
stinate man} 

Perhaps he would rather wed me I ” 

“ Ay, would he—with just for a dowry your 
can! ” 

“ I’m Muckle-mouth Meg ” dtirruped 

“ Then sck-^--so— so—” as he kissed her 
apace— 

“ I widen thee out till them tunmst 

From Mmgaret Mhtnto^mou’, by 00(1% 
gmee, 

To Mndcte^niouth Meg in good eameat 1” 

I Atufto. 



FAKaES A 1 fl> FACTS 


ARCADES AMBO. 

A* You blame me that I uan away? 

Why, Sir, the enemy advanced : 

Balls flew about, and—who can say 
But one, if I stood Arm, had glanced 
In my direction ? Cowardice ? 

I only know we dor\*t live twice, 
Therefore—shun death, is my advice. 

j&. Shun death at all risks? Well, at 
some! 

True, I myself, Sir, though I scold 
The cowardly, by no means come 
Under reproof as overbold 
—I, who would have no end of brutes 
Cut up alive to guess what suits 
My case and saves my toe from shoots. 


THE LADY AND THE PAINTER. 

S/ig* Yet womanhood you reverence, 

So you profess! 

//c. ‘With heart and soul. 

S^^. Of which fact this is evidence ! 

To help Art-study,—for some dole 
Of certain wretched shillings,—you 
Induce a woman—virgin too— 

To strip and stand stark-naked ? 

True. 


Nor feel you so degrade her ? 

What 

-•-(Excuse the interruption)—clings 
Half-savage-hke around your hat ? 

Ah, do they please you ? Wild-bird- 
wings 

Nact season,-^Paris-prints assert,— 

We must go feathered to the skirt t 
My modiste keeps on the alert 

Owls, hawks, jays—swallows most ap¬ 
prove . . . 

A’3*. Dare I speak plainly ? 
m Oh, I trust! 

YOU II- 


He* Then, I^dy Blanche, it less would move 
In heart and soul of me disgust 
Did you strip off those spoils you wear, 
And stand—for thanks, not shillings— 
bare, 

To help Art like my Model there. 

She well knew what absolved her—praise 
In me for God’s surpassing good, 
Who granted to my reverent gaze 
A type of purest womanhood. 

You —clothed with murder of His best 
Of harmless beings—stand the test 1 
What is it you know ? 

She. That you jest I 


PONTE DELL’ ANGELO, VENICE. 

[This story is amongst the many stories 
told in the honour of the Virgin Mary by St, 
AlphonsusLiguori m “TheGloriesof Mary.”] 

Stop rowing ! This one of our bye-canals 
O’er a certain bridge you have to cross 
That’s named Of the Angel” i listen why ! 
The name “ Of the Devil ” too much appals 
Venetian acquaintance, so—his the loss, 
While the gain goes , . . look on high ! 

An angel visibly guauls yon house : 

AlxAe each scutcheon—a pair—stands he, 
Pinfolds ib^m with droop of either wing: 

The family’s fortune were perilous 

Did he thence depart—you will soon agree, 

If I hitch into verse the thing. 

For, once on a time, this house belonged 
T<i a lawyer of note, with law and to spare. 
But also with overmuch lust of gain : 

In the matter of law you were nowise wronged, 
But alas for the lucre ! He picked you bare 
To the bone. Did folk complain ? 

I exact ” growled be “ work’s rightful due ; 
’Tis folk seek me, not I seek them. 

Advice at its price \ They succeed or fail. 
Get law in each case—and a lesson too t 
Keep clear of the Courts—^is advice aef nm: 

I They’ll remember, I’ll be boil I ” 

3 » 



iqniJiii. *^1Pm-^m i^ii» ijiiiB 

foir 9K|iia»3(ii#(iM labottr lly helpmttie*a an ape i 8oiiitel%«»iiy 

Xtminliim io4ra<l^at 

bebelooklte with He t<^ iumI he iiioils, X live In ci^ 

msaiak and made merry with song m* Oh> you shall see 1 There’s a goodly 
psaho, scents 

^iiice the yoke oi the Church is an wy one— From his cookings cnt I’m a Turk! 

Fhs neck nor causes smart 

** Scarce need to descend and supervise: 
&ief: never was such an extortionate Fll do it, however: wait here awhile S *’ 

Itaacal<-^- 4 he word has escaped my teeth So, down to the kitchen gajly scuttles 

And yet—(alFs down in a book no ass Our host, nor notes the alarmed surmise 

Indited, believe me l)--this reprobate Of the holy man. “ O depth of guile J 

Was punctual at prayer-time: gold lurked He blindly guzzles and guttles, 
beneath 

Alloy of the rankest brass. ‘‘While—who is it dresses the food and 

pours 

For, play the extortioner as he might, The liquor ? Some fiend — 1 make no 

Fleece folk each day and all day long, doubt— 

There was this redeeming circumstance: Iw likeness of—which of the loathly brutes? 

He never ky down to sleep at night ape 1 Where hides he ? No bull that 

But he put up a prayer first, Ixrief yet strong, gores, 

** Our Lady avert mischance ! ” that hugs—’tis the mock and flout 

Of an ape, fiend’s face that suits. 


Now It happened at close of a fiructuous 
week, 

** 1 must ask ” quoth he “ some Samt to dine: 
I want that widow well out of m) cars 
With her ailing and wailing; Who bade her 
seek 

Redress at my hands ? ‘ She was*wronged I ’ 
Fdk whine 

If to Law wrong right appears. 


“ So^—out with thee, trreature, wherever Ihou 
hides!! 

I charge thee, by virtue of . . . right do I 
judge! 

There skulks he perdue, crouching under the 
bed. 

Well done 1 What, forsooth, in beast’s 
shape thou confidest ? 

I know and would name thee but that I 


** Matteo da Bascio—^he’s my man I 
No less than Chief of the Capttems: 

Hk presence urilt surely sullumigate 
My boike—fook think lies under a ban 
Mmmnhody loses soipebody wins. 
Hark, there he knocks at Ihe grate I 


*^Om0 iUy tl«m%lcssed of Mother Church 1 
I imd pir^e^-to bid, that k, 
diligent seoritor 

Vain tiie search 
obe In nompaie with this 
of lot**** 


begrudge 

Breath spent on such carrion. Instead— 

** I adjure thee by—“ Stay! ” laughed 
the portent that rose 

From flpor up to cetitiigi ‘*No need to 
adjure! 

See Satan in person^ kie ape by command 

Of Him thou adjurest in vain. A saint’s 
nose 

Scents brimstone tku^ incense be burned 
foe a lure* 

Yet^lumel fo^fmiafoi txndckh^ 




fAmmS AN© FACTO 


m 


my dmigc m <mvey to fit imuMsh- 
moot’^ffiact 

Thk my liegeman, for croelty wrought 

Oa lib the widow and orphan, poor 

aotils 

lie hat plagued by exactions which proved 
law’s disgrace, 

Made equity void and to nothingness brought 

Ood’a |aty. Fiends, on with fresh coals 1 ” 

“StayI*’ nowise confounded, withstands 
Hell its match: 

“How comes it, were truth in this story of 
thinei 

Clod’s punishment suffered a minute’s delay? 

Weeks, months have elapsed since thou I 
squattedst at watch 

For a spring on thy victim: what caused 
thee decline 

Advantage till challenged to-day ? ” 

“ That challenge I meet with contempt,’* 
quoth the fiend, 

“Thus much I acknowledge: the man’s 
armed in mail: 

I wait till a joint’s loose, then quick ply my 
claws. 

Thy friend’s one good custom—^he knows not 
—hna screened 

His flafo hitherto from what else would assail: 

At “ Save me, Madonna I ” I pause. , 

“That prayer did the losel but once pretermit. 

My pounce were upon him* I keep me attent; 

He’» in safety but till he’s caught napping. 
Enough I” 

“Ay, enough 1” smiles the saint-~“for the 
biter is tfit, 

iThe spy caught in somnolence. Vanish 1 

I’m sent 

To smooth up what fiends do in rough.” 

I mmiah? Tlirough wall or through roof?” 

thedpost 

Cibtened gaily* “ My orders were—" Leave 

tioinnhermed 

TOe abode of this lawyer 1 Do damage to 

jpimye 


’Twas for somethixig thou quittedst the lami 

of the lost— 

To add to their number this unit 1 ’ Though- 
charmed 

From descent there, on earth that’s above 

“ I may haply amerce him.” “ So do, and 
begone, 

I command ihce! For, look! Though there’s 
doorway Ijehind 

And window Isefore thee, go straight through 
the wall, 

Leave a breach in the brickwork, a gap m 
the stone 

For who passes to stare at! ” “ Spare speech! 
I’m resigned: 

Here goes ! ” roared the goblin, as all— 

Wide bat-wings, spread arms and legs, tail 
out a-stream, 

Crash obstacles went, right and left, as he 
soared 

Or else sank, was clean gone through the 
hole anyhow. 

The Saint returned thanks: then a satbfied 
gleam 

On the bald polished pate showed that triumph 
was scoied. 

** To dinner with appetite now! ” 

Down he trips. “In goo<l time!” smirks 
the host. “ Didst thou scent 

Rich savour of roast meat? Where hides 
he, my ape ? 

Look alive, be alert! He’s away to wash 
plates. 

Sit down, Saint 1 What’s here ? Dost 
examine a rent 

In the napkin thou twistest and twirlest? 
Agape . . . 

Ha, blood is it drips nor abates 

“ From thy wringing a cloth, late was laven- 
dered fair ? 

What means such a marvel?” “Just this 
does it mean: 

I convince and convict thee of sin 1 ” answers 
straight 




yi 

tkt Sdlfity OH* Wfti^;iHg evef^-4> 

uxtl-^ 

^JS%)od^blood Irom a tmpeiy snow not more 
dean* 

** A mkacie diows tiM thy state I 

** See—^blood thy extortions have wrur^ from 
the fiesh 

Of thy clients who, sheep-like, arrived to be 
shorn 

Arid left thee—or fleeced to the quick or so 
flayed 

That, behold, their blood gurgles and 
grumbles aftesh 

To accuse thee 1 Ay, down on thy knees, 
get up sworn 

To restore! Restitution once made, 

** Sin no more! Dost thou promise ? Ab¬ 
solved, then, arise \ 

Upstairs follow me! Art amased at yon 
breach? 

Who battered and sliattered and scattered, 
escape 

From thy purlieus obtaining ? That Father 
of lies 

Thou wast wont to extol for his feats, all and 
each 

The Devil’s disguised as thine ape * 

Be sure that our lawyer was tom by re¬ 
morse. 

Shed tears in a flood, vowed and swore so 
to alter 

His ways that how else could our Siwt but 
declare 

He was cleansed of past sin? ^*For sin 
fliture—"flue worse 

Thou undoubtedly will,” warned the Saint, 
** shouldst th^ Mta: 

One wHt! ” ** Oh, for that have no care J 

am flim in nty innrposed amendment 
But, ptHhee, 

Mult arer Ind afli%ht me yon 

UPmi i%6^ eait iftay it of me 


For entrance as easy* If, down in his 
smithy 

He forges me fetters—when heated, mayhap, 

He^U up with an armful t Br<ice loose-^ 

“How bar him out henceforth?” “Judi¬ 
ciously urged I ” 

Was the good man’s reply^ “ How to baulk 
him IS plain* 

There’s nothing the Devil objects to so 
much, 

So speedily flies ftom, as one of those purged 

Of his presence, the angels who erst formed 
his train— 

His, their emperor. Choose one of such 1 

“ Get fashioned his likeness and set him on 
high 

At back of the breach thus adroitly filled up: 

Display him as guard of two scutcheons, thy 
arms: 

I warrant no devil attempts to get by 

And disturb thee so guarded. Eat, drink, 
dine and sup 

In thy rectitude, safe from alarms! ” 

So said and so done. See, the angel has 
place 

Where the Devd had passage ! All’s down 
in a book. 

Gainsay me? Consult it t Still fiiithless? 
Trust Me 7 

Trust Father Boverio who gave me the 
case 

In his Annals—gets of it, by hook or by 
crook, 

Two confirmative witnesses: three 

Are surely enough to establish an act: 

And thereby we learn—would we ascertain 
truth— 

To trust wise tradition which took, at the 
time, 

Note that served till slow history ventured 
on fiict. 

Though folk have their fling at ttadition 
Ibcsocytht 

Eow^ boys, lore and aft, rhyme and chime i 




FANCIES AND FACTS 


BEATRICE SICNORINt 

[Beatrice ms a Roman lady married to 
the painter Romanella, who after his marriage 
fell m love with a famous lady painter, Arte¬ 
misia Gentileschi, a pupil of Guido’s. Baldi-1 
nucd tells the story Browning repeats, j j 

TrIS strange thing happened to a painter 
once: 

Viterbo boasts the man among her sons 
Of note, I seem to think : Ids ready tool 
Picked up its precepts in Cortona’s school— 
That’s Pietro Berretini, whom they call 
Cortona, these Italians i greatish-small, 

Our painter was his pupil, by repute 
His match if not his master absolute, 

Though whether he spoiled fresco more or 
less, 

And what’s its fortune, scarce repays your 
guess. 

Still, for one ciraimstance, I save his name 
—Francesco Romanelli: do the same ^ 

He went to Rome and painted: there he knew 
A wonder of a woman jminting too— 

For she, at least, was no Cortona’s drudge : 
Witness that ardent fancy-shape—I judge 
A semblance of her soul—she called ** Desire” 
With starry front for guide, where sits the fire 
She left to brighten Buonarroti’s house. 

If yt)u see Florence, pay that piece your vows, 
Though blockhead I^ldinucd’s mind, imbued 
With monkish morals, bade folk “Drape 
the nude 

And stop the scandal I ” quoth the record prim 
1 borrow this of; hang his book and him ! 

At Rome, then, where these fated ones met 
first, 

The blossom of his life had hardly burst 
While hers was blooming at full beauty’s 
stand: 

Ho less Francesco—when half-ripe he scanned 
Consummate Artemisia—grew one want 
To have her his and make her ministrant 
With every gift of body and of soul 
To him. In vain. Her sphery self was 
whole--* 

Might only touch his orb at Art’s sole point 
Suppose he could persuade her to enjoint 


m 

Her life—past, present, future—all in his 
At Art’s sole point by some cxplosuve kiss 
Of love through lips, would love’s Success 
defeat 

Artistry’s haunting curse—^the Incomplete ? 
Artists no doubt they both were, — what 
beside 

Was she? who, long had felt heart, soul 
spread wide 

Ilex life out, knowing much and loving well, 
On either side Art’s narrow space where fell 
Reflection from his own speck: but the 
germ 

Of individual genius—what we term 
The very self, the God-gift whence had grown 
Heart’s life and soul’s life,—how make that 
his own ? 

Vainly his Art, reflected, smiled in small 
On Art’s one facet of her ampler ball; 

The rest, touch-free, took in, gave back 
heaven, earth, 

All where he w^as not. Hope, well-nigh ere 
birth 

Caine to Desiie, died off all-unfulfilled. 
“What though in A^t I stand the abler- 
skilled,” 

! (So he conceited * mediocrity 
Turns on itself the seif-transforming eye) 

“If only Art w'^ere suing, mine would plead 
To purpose ; man—by nature I exceed 
Woman the bounded ; but how much beside 
She boasts, would sue in turn and be denied 1 
Ix)vc her? My own wife loves me in a sort 
That suits us both: she takes the world’s 
I report 

I Of what my work is worth, and, for the rest, 
Concedes that, while his consort keeps her 
nest, 

The eagle soars a licensed vagrant, lives 
A wide free hfc which she at least fmrgives— 
Good Beatrice Signorini! Well 
And wisely did I choose her. But the spell 
To subjugate tliis Artemisia—where? 

She passionless ?—she resolute to care 
Nowise beyond the plain sufficiency 
Of fact that she is she and I am I 
—Acknowledged arbitrator for us both 
In her life as in mine which she were loth 


imiLMm 



Ay, it mwatlaeioi 
Whereon, imteexi 

0f tin® cheeked lover’s^nttemnce—^^wHy, he 
snld 

•^Le^nti^ nbove her easel: ** Flesh is red ” 
(Or some suoh just remark)—“ by no means 
white 

As Guido’s pmotice teaches: you are right” 
Thoci came the better impulse: “ What jf 
pride 

Were wisely trampled on, whate’er betide ? 

If I grow hers, not mine—join lives, confuse 
Bod^m and spirits, gain not her but lose 
Myself to Artemisia ? That were love! 

Of two souls—one mast bend, one rule above i 
If I crouch under proudly, lord turned slave, 
Were it not worthier Ixith than if she gave 
Herself—treason to lierself—to me ? ” 

And, all the while, he felt it could not l« 
Sudi love were true love: love that way who 
can! 

Someone that’s bom half 'woman not whole | 
man: 

For man, prescribed man better or man 
worse, 

Why, whether microcosm or universe, 

What law prevails alike through, great and 
small. 

The 4vorld and man—^world’s mmmture we 

cah? 

Male is the master. **that way’*—smiled 
and signed 

Oitf true male estimator—" puts her prifc 
My wife in making me the outlet whence 
Sim tarns all Heaven allows: 'tismy pretence 
To paint: hir lord should do what else but 

pata? 

Bolltaikluiiilies, clobfer me turned saint? 

Nst of all soits sanctity her spouse 
Wfe fer Heaven, alfews and disallows 
il^eitae, paut fight, the wrong 

% aJ| that’s t# wife’s way. But 

^ Jlfcli attm^ f 


In ju^ this instance,* tel h«r, ^no mfe 
draws 

More rigidly edwervani of the laws 
Of rig^t design: yet here,—permit me hfel,— 
If the acromion had a deeper dint, 

That shoulder were perfection*’ What slw- 
pnse 

—Nay «icom, shoots black fere from those 
startled eyes ^ 

She to lie lessoned in design forsooth! 

I’m doomed and done for, snce X spoke the 
truth. 

Make my own wo 4 k the subject of dispute— 
Fails it of )ust perfection absolute 
Somewhere ? Those motors, flexors,—don’t 
I know 

Ser Santi, styled * Tirititototo 
The pencil-png,’ might blame them? Yet 
my wife— 

Were he and his nicknomer brought to life, 
Tito and Titian, to pronounce again— 

Ask her who knows more—I or the great 
Twain 

Our colounst and draughtsman! 

"I help her, 

Not she helps me ; and neither shall demur 
Because my portion is—” he chose to 
think— 

“ Quite other than a woman’s: I may drink 
At many waters, must repose by none— 
Rather anse and fere Ibr^, having done 
!>uty to one new excellence the more, 

Abler therein, though impotent before 
So much was gamed of knowledge. Best 
depart 

From this last lady I have learned by heaift I ” 

Thus he concluded of himself—resign^ 

To play the man and master: " Man boasts 
mmd: 

Woman, man’s sport calls mistresa, to the 
! same 

Does body’s suit and serdee* Would she 
drnm 

I —My fdacid Beatrta-wife—pretence 
Even to bfeme hat lord % gohig heUi^ 

He wiiefeily ri^^afds one whmu—did fete 
acoepetfuetn, ubdictat 
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of no meek sm I 

ineeteiiil Its he! man’s match in short ? 
Ohi thm^sno seoet ! iwe best conceall 
Bie^ fthaii know t and ihonid a stray tear steal 
From oat the bine eye* stain the rose cheek 
--.bah! 

A ttmilei a word’s gay reassumnce—ah, 

With kissing interspersed, — shaU make 
amends* 

Tam pain to pleasure.’* 

What, in truth so ends 
Al>rupt!y, do you say, our intercourse?” 

Next day, asked Artemisia: “ Til divorce 
Husband and wife no longer. Go your ways, 
Leave Rome ! Viterbo owns no equal, says 
The bye-word, for feir women: you, no 
doubt, 

May boast a pari^on all specks without, 
Using the painter’s privilege to choose 
Among what’s rarest. Will your wife refuse 
Acceptance from—no rival—of a gift ? 

You paint the human figure I make shift 
Humbly to reproduce • but, m my hours 
Of idlesse, what I fern would paint is— 
flowers. 

I^ook now I ” 

She twitched aside a veiling cloth. 
‘*Here is my keepsake—Imme and picture 
both: 

For see, the frame is all of flowers festooned 
Alxait an empty space,—left thus, to wound 
No natural susceptibility; 

How can I guess ? ’Tis you must fill, not I, 
The central space with—her whom you like 
best! 

That is your business, mine has been the rest. 
But jud^ 1 ” 

How judge them ? Ekich of us, 
in flowers, 

Chooses his love, allies it with past hours, 
Old meetings, vanished forms and feces: 
no—* 

Here let each fevourite unmolested blow 
For one heart’s homage, no longue’s banal 
praise^ 

Whether the rose appealingly bade **Gare 
mi 00 me, sultana who dethrone 
Ifche toMpl” or hm& ** Me alone 


Rather do homage to, who lily am, 

No unabaifeed rose! ** ** Do I vainly cram 
My cup with sweets, your jonquil } ” Why 
forget 

Vernal endearments with the violet ? ” 

So they contested yet concerted, ali 
As one, to circle round about, enthral 
Yet, self-forgetting, push to prominence 
The midmost wonder, gained no matter 
whence. 

There’s a tale extant, in a book I conned 
Ixing years ago, which treats of things beyoiid 
The common, antique times and countries 
queer 

And customs strange to match. ‘‘ ’Tis said, 
last year,” 

(Recounts my author,) ** that the King had 
mind 

To view his kingdom—guessed at from behind 
A palace window hitherto. Announced 
No sooner was such purpose than ’twas 
pounced 

Upon by all the ladies of the land— 

Loyal but light of life: they formed a band 
Of loveliest ones but lithest also, since 
Proudly they all combined to bear their prince. 
Backs joined to breasts,—arms, legs,—nay, 
ankles, wrists, 

Hands, feet, I know not by what turns and 
twists, 

So interwoven lay that you Ix'lieved 
’Twas one sole Ixjast of burden i^hich received 
The monarch on its back, of breadth not scant 
Since fifty girls made one white elephant” 
So Mrith the fifty flowers which shapes and hues 
Blent, as I tell, and made one fast yet loose 
Mixture of beauties, composite, distinct 
No less in each combining flower that linked 
With flower to form a fit environment 
For—whom might be the painter’s heart’s 
intent 

Thus, in the midst enhaloed, to enshrine ? 

This glory-guarded middle space—is mine? 
For me'to fill?” 

" For you, my Friend! We part, 
Never perchance to meet again* Your Art— 
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to «pe«k-^slia!I wed 

1^ wim« of life we iei 

it te seemed oiir souls 

mwt feuud 

Msuch one the oth^ e& its mate—anbound 
Had yours been }ia|ily feom the better choice 
^Beautifel Bio^ t ’tis the common voice. 
The carownir^ verdict. Make whom you 
like best 

Queen of the central space, and manifest 
Vour predilecdon for what flower beyond 
All dowers hnds favour with you* I am 
fond 

Of-Hmy—yon rose’s ridi predomimnee, 
While you—what wonder ?—more affect the 
gisuice ' 

The gentler violet from its leafy screen 
Ventuies: so—^choose your flower and paint 
your queen! ” 

Oh but the man was ready, head as hand, 
Instructed and adroit. “Just os you stand, 
Stay and be made—would Nature Imt relent— 
By Art immortal! ” 

Every implement 

In tempting reach—^a palette primed, each 
squeeze 

Of oibpaiiit in its proper jiatch—with these, 
Brushes, a veritable sheaf to grasp I 
He worked as he had never dared. 

“ Unclasp 

My Art from yours wlm can I ”—^he cried at 
leng^th, 

As down he threw the pencil—“ Grace from 
Strength 

Hfesodate, from your flowery fringe deiac% 
My dice of whom it frames,—the feat will 
mat<d} 

What that of Time should Time from me 
eidmct 

Tour frietnory, Artcmim J** And in fect,’^ 
What with the pricking impulse, sudden glow 
epi^-^«-head, hand cooperated so 
Tlud; feoe was worthy of its frame, 'tis said— 
Mmose I 

^ Thfiy parted. Soon instead 

Altemisk—well, 

' And it befell 

/fW 'WFW' yfVWjT ww 


That afrer the frrst incontestaMy 
Blessedest of Ml blisi«s (-^wherefore try 
Ymt patience with emlaadngs and the rest 
Due from Calypso’s alhunwilling guest 
To his Penelope ?)—there somehow cam© 
The coolness which as duly follows flame. 
So, one day, “ What if we inspect the gifts 
My Art has gained us?” 

Now the wife uplifrs 
A casket-lid, now tries a medal’s chain 
Round her own lithe neck, fits a ring In 
vain 

—^Too loose on the fine finger,—vows and 
swears 

The jewel with two pendent pearls like pears 
Betters a lady’s bosom—witness else! 

And so forth, while Ulysses smiles. 

Such 5{>el!s 

Sulxlue such natures—^sex must worship toys 
—Trinkets and trash: yet, ah, quite other 
joys 

Must stir from sleep the passionate abyss 
Of—such an one as her I know—not this 
My gentle ctinsort with the milk for blood! 
Why, did it chance that in a careless mood 
(In tliose old days, gone—never to return— 
When we talked—she to teach and I to learn) 
I dropped a word, a hint which might imply 
Consorts exist -how quick fla.shcd fire from 
eye, 

Brow blackened, Up was {inched by furious 
Up I 

I needed no reminder of my slip: 

One warning taught me wisdom. Whereas 
here . . . 

Aha, a sportive fiincy! £h, what fear 
Of harm to follow ? Just a whim indulged I 

“My Beatrice, there’s an undivulged 
Surprise in store for you: the moment’s fit 
For letting loose a secret: out with it! 
Tributes to worth, you rightly estimate 
These gifts of Prince and Bishop, Church 
and State: 

Yct^ may 1 tell you ? Tastes so disagree I 
There’s one gift^ predousest of all to me, 

1 doubt if you would value as well worth 
The obvious iparklif^ gauds tliat mm uneaitih 
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fmt to^r^cult mainly of you womankind; 

Sttoti mako you marvel, I tmcedt j while blind 
The »ex proves to the greater marvel here 
I veil to baulk Its envy* Be sincere ! 

Say, should you search creation lar and wide, 
Was ever hot like this? ” 

He drew aside 

The veil, displayed the floater-framed por¬ 
trait kept 

For private delectation* 

No adept 

In florist’s lore more accurately named 
And praised or, as appropriately, blamed 
Specimen after specimen of skill. 

Than BicA Rightly placed the daffodil— 
Scarcely so right the blue germander. Grey 
Good mouse-ear! Hardly your auricula 
Is powdered white enough. It seems to me 
Scarlet not crimson, that anemone ; 

Bui tliorc’s amends in the pink saxifrage. 

O dtirhng dear ones, let me disengage 
You inmicents from what youi harmlessness 
Clasjis lovingly I Out thou from their caiess, 
Serpent 1 ” 

Whereat forth-flashing from her coils 
On coils of hair, the r/i7/n in its toils 
Of yellow wealth, the ds^jger-plaything kept 
To pin its plaits together, life-like leapt 
And—woe to all inside the coronal! 

Stab followed stab,—cut, slash, she ruined all 
The masterpiece. Alack for eyes and mouth 
And dimples and endearment—North and 
South, 

F^st, West, the tatters in a ftiry flew: 

There yawned the circlet. What remained 
to do? 

She flung the weapon, and, with folded arms 
And mien deflant of such low alarms 
A« death and doom beyond death, Bic^ stood 
Passively statuesque, in quietude 
Awaiting Judgment. 

And out Judgment burst 
With frank unloading of love’s laughter, first 
Freed from its unsuspected source. Some 
throe 

Meat ue«ais unlock love’s prison-bars, let flow 
The |oyaiw?e. 


“ Then you ever were, still are, 
And henceforth shall be—-no Occulted star 
But my resplendent Bic6, sun-revealed, 
Full-rondure! Woman-glory unconcealed, 
So front me, find and claim and take your 
own— 

My soul and body yours and yours alone, 

As you are mine, mine wholly 1 Heart’s 
love, take— 

Use your possession—^stab or stay at will 
Here—^Imting, saving—woman with the skill 
To make man beast or god 1 ” 

And so it proved : 
For, as beseemed new godship, thus he loved, 
Past power to change, until his dying-day,— 
Good fellow! And I fain would hope— 
some say 

Indeed for certain—that our painter’s toils 
At fresco-splashing, finer stroke in oils, 

Were not so mediocre after all; 

Perhaps the work appears unduly small 
1 rom havnng loomed too large in old esteem, 
Patronized by late Papacy. I seem 
Myself to have cast eyes on certain work 
In suiidiy galleries, no judge needs shirk 
hrom moderately praising. lie designed 
Correctly, nor in colour lagged Ixihmd 
Ills age; but l)oth in Florence and in 
Rome 

The elder race so make themselves at home 
That scarce we give a glance to ceilingfuls 
Of such like as Francesco. Still, one culls 
From out the heaped laudations of the time 
The pretty incident I put in rhyme. 


FLUTE-MUSIC, WITH AN 
ACCOMPANIMENT. 

Afr. Ak, the bird-like fluting 

Through the ash-tops yonder— 
Bullfinch-bubblings, soft sounds suiting 
What sweet thoughts, I wonder ? 
Fine-pearled notes that surely 
Gather, dewdrop-foshion, 

Deep-down in some heart which purely 
Secrets globuled passion^ 








t 0 v% m ilcmbt;, mff love exoetidve 
yam »sli-lo^ curtain. 

Would jrouf a$li*top5 open 
We m^bt spy the player-— 

Seek and find some sense which no pen 
Yet from singer^ sayer, 

BNmr has adracted: 

Never, to my knowledge. 

Yet has pedantry enacted 
That, in CuptdH €cdi^. 

Just thk variation 
CM* the did old yearning 
Should by plain speech have salvation, 
Yield new men new learning. 

** love! ^ but what love, nicely 
New from old disparted, 

Would the player teach precisely ? 

First of all, he started 
In my brain Assurance— 

Trust—entire Contentment— 

Bassion proved by much endurance; 

Then came—^not itsentment, ^ 

No* Imt simply Sorrow: 

* What was seen had vanished; 
Yesterday so blue! To-morrow 
Blank, all sunshine banudied. 

Hark I *Tis Hc^ itsuiges, 

Stmggiifig througli obstruction— 
Forces a poor smile which verges 
On Joy’s mtroduedon. 

Now, perhaps, mere Musing t 
Holds earth a wonder? 

Fatiy^^mottal* sool^sense-frtsing 
Fast thoi^t’s povrer to sunder I ” 
What? calm Actpileiscence? 

Bahded turf room to 

^ticked omsjfr in her preseiu*-— 
Giowii^ by her K^pb too 1 ** 

l|lf fimt r fi nt^bour 

i Bv •#ii4i lyisiri d 
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l>efip o’er tteik he dfti%ii* 

Adds, divides, pbtmcts and 
Multiplies, until he judges 
Noonday-hou/s exact sand 
Shows the hourglass emptied; 

Then comes lawful leisure, 

Minutes rare from toll exempted, 

Fit to spend m pleasure. 

Out then witi —what treatise ? 

Ompkie 

Wm m plajf tkt FbiU. Qtddp^tis f 
Follow Youth’s conductor 
On and on, through Easp^ 

Up to Hardert HardeH 
Fiute-piece, till thou, fiautist whees), 
Possibly discardest 
Tootlings hoarse and husky, 

Mayst expend with courage 
Breath — on tunes once bright now 
dusky— 

Meant to cool thy porridge. 

That’s an air of Tulou’s 
He maltreats persistent. 

Till as lief I’d Hear some Zulu’s 
Bcne-piped bag, breath-distent, 
Madden native dances. 

I’m the man’s femilior: 
Unexpectedness enhances 
What your ear’s aUxiliar 
—Fancy—finds suggestive. 

Listen! That’s legaii^ 

Rightly played, his ^gera restive 
Touch as if staccato. 

He, Ah, you trick-betrayer! 

Telling tales, unwise one ? 

So the secret of the player 
Was—he could surprise one 
Well-nigh into trusdi^ 

Here was a mmkrian 
Skilled consummately, yet lusting 
Through no vile aniMikm 
Ater making captive 
Ail die worldi^rewarded 
Amply by one «*raiigei*^i ie|itui% 
C^mmoiii praise #acauMh 


So« ivitefit 

n musk rlfbtly 

Heeds imd claims,*«»delying distance, 
Oerkiif^ lightly 
Obstacles which hinder,-— 

He, Ibr my ap|!wovai, 

All the same and all the kinder 
lidade mine what might move all 
Earth to kneel adoriijg: 

Took—while he piped Gounod’s 
Bit of passionate imploring— 

Me for Juliet; who knows? 

No! as you explain things, 

All’s mere repetition, 

Practise-pother: of all vain things 
Why waste pooh or pish on 
Toilsome effort—never 
Ending, still lieginning— 

After what should {itiy endeavour 
—Kight-perfomiance ? winning 
Weanneas from you who, 

Ready to admire stime 
Owl’s fresh hooting—Tu-whit, tu-A^ho— 
Find stale thrush-songs tiresome. 

Songs, Spring thought perfection, 
Summer criticxres: 

What in May escaped detection, 
August, post surprises. 

Notes, and names each blunder. 

You, the just-initmte, 

Praise to heart’s content (what 
wonder ?) 

Tootings I hear vitiate 
Romeo’s serenading— 

I who, times full twenty, 

Turned to ice—no ash-tops aiding— 

At his caMammii. 

So, Hwas distance altered 
Sharps to fiats ? The missing 
Bar when jQmcopation Altered 
(Ybii dim^t—paused for kissing 1) 
Ajii-tops too kbnlous 
InMooptcd? Eftthm 


Say-^they well-itlgh mad© euphonious 
Discord, helped to gather 
Phrase, by phrase, turn patches 
Into simulated 

Unity which botching matches,— 
Scraps redintegrated. 

He. Sweet, are you suggestive 
Of an old suspicion 
Which has always found me restive 
To its admonition 
When it ventured whisper 

“ Fool, the strifes and struggles 
Of your trembler—blusher—^lisper 
Were so many juggles, 

Tricks tried—oh, so often !— 

Which once more do duty, 

Find again a heart to soften, 

Soul to snare with beauty.” 

Birth blush of the briar rose. 
Mist-bloom of the hedge-sloe, 
Someone gams the pnze : admire rose 
Would he, when noon’s wedge— 
slow— 

Sure, has pushed, expanded 
Rathe pink to raw redness? 

Would he covet sloe when sanded 
By road-dust to deadness ? 

So—restore their value 1 
Ply a water-spnnkle! 

Then guess sloe is fingered, shall you ? 
Find in rose a wnnkle? 

Here what played Aquarius ? 

Distance—osh-tops aiding. 
Reconciled scraps else contrarious, 
Brightened stuff &st ftiding. 
Distance—call your shyness: 

Was the feir one peevish ? 

Coyness softened out of slyness. 

Was she cunmng, thievi^, 
Albbut-proved impostor? 

Bear but one day’s exile, 

Ugly teaits were wholly lost or 
Screened by fimcles 
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But since 1 sleep* don’t walce me! 
Wliat if all’s ai^seaiance ? 

Is iw>t ottt^de seeming 
Keal as substance inside? 

Both are fects, so leave me dreaming; 

If who loses wins Fd 
Ever lose,—conjecture, 

From one phrase trilled deftly, 

All the j^e^ So, end your lecture, 

Eet who M be left he! 


«IMFERANTE AUGUSTO NATUS 
BST-’’ 

What it was struck the terror into me ? 
Hiis, Publius: closer ! while we wait our 
turn 

I’ll tell you. Water’s warm (they ring inside) 
At the ^hth hour, till when no use to bathe. 

Here in the vestibule where now we sit, 

One scarce stood yesterday, the throng was 
such 

Of loyal gapers, folk all eye and ear 
While Ludus Varius Ruftis^ in their midst 
Read out that loi:^-planned late-completed 
piece. 

His Pant^ric on the Emperor. 

Nobody like him’* little Fkccus® laughed 
** At leading forth an Epos with due ponm I 
Only, when godlike Csesar swells the theR, 
How should mere mortals hc^ to praise 
aright? 

Tdl me, thou of Etruscan kings 1” 

Whereat Mseoenas smiling d|^ed assent 

I paid my quadiiina,* left Ifte Thennm’s roar 
^*What place 

AMng the goddatps Jove^ for CmsaPs sake, 
Wmiid fdd ^ actual occupant iracale 

>»( 

» Phmj||d tfeni of virgi. ♦ Horace. 

a )pjyjjyt| i ^ Wshlf It- 


In fevour of the new divinity?^ 

And got the expected answer ** Yield thine 
own I”— 

Jove thus dethroned, I somehow wanted air, 
And found myself a*padng street and street, 
Letting the sunset, rosy over Rome, 

Clear my head dirzy with the hubbub—«y 
As if thought’s dance therein had kicked up 
dust 

By trampling on all else; the world ky 
prone, 

As—poet-propped, in brave bejcameters— 
Their subject triumphed up ftom man to 
God. 

Caius Octavius Caesar the August— 

Where was escape from his prepotency ? 

I judge I may have passed—how many piles 
Of structure dropt like doles from his free 
hand 

To Rome on every side? Why, nght and 
left, 

For temples you’ve the Thundering Jupiter, 
Avenging Mars, Apillo Palatine : 

How count Piarza, Forum -there’s a third 
All but completed. You’ve the Theatre 
Namctl of Marcellus—all his w'ork, such 
work !— 

One thought still ending, dominating all— 
With warrant Vanus sang “ Be Cmsar 
God!” 

By what a hold arrests he Fortune’s wheel, 
Obtaining and retaining heaven and earth 
Through Fortune, if you like, but kvour—-no! 
For the great deeds Hashed by me, fti$t and 
I thick 

I As stars which storm the sky on autumn 
nights— 

Those conquests 1 but peace crowned them, 
—so, of peace 1 

Count up his titles onIy*--these, in few— 
Ten years Triumvir, Consul thirteen rimes, 

I Emperor, nay—the glory toping all— 
i Hailed Father of his Country, last and best 
Of ritles, by himself accepted so t 
And wtiy not? See but feats adneved in 
Rf>me— 

Not to say, Italy—be planted there 
Some ty eoMes—but Rome Itself 
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All tifw-built, *‘ittacbk now, biick once,*' 

heboofttsi 

This portico, that Circus. Would you sail? 
He has drained Tiber ibr you: would you 
walk? 

He straightened out the long Flauiinian 
Way. 

Poor? Profit by his score of donatives ! 
Rich'-^tlurt is, mirthful? Half-a-hundred 
games 

Challenge your choice ! There’s Rome—for 
you and me 

Only ? The centre of the world l>esides! 
For, look the wide world over, where ends 
Rome ? 

To sunrise? There’s Euphrates—all be¬ 
tween ! 

To sunset ? Ocean and immensity: 

North,—stare till Danuln; stops you ; South, 
see Nile, 

The Desert and the earth-upholding Mount. 
Well may the poet-people each with each 
Vie in his praise, our company of swans, 
Virgil and Horace, singers—in their way— 
Nearly as good as Varius, though less famed: 
Well may they cry, *‘No mortal, plainly 
God!” 

Thus to myself myself said, while I walked : 
Or would have said, could thought attain to 
speech, 

Clean baffled by enormity of bliss 
The while I strove to scale its heights and 
sound 

Its depths—this masterdom o’er all the world 
Of one who was but born,—-like you, like me, 
like all the world he owns,—of flesh and 
blood. 

But he—^how grasp, how gauge his own 
conceit 

Of Wiss to me near inconceivable ? 

«*nce such flight too much makes reel 
the brain— 

LePs sink—and so take refuge, as it were. 
From life’s excessive altitude—to life’s 
Breathable wayside shelter at its base! 

If looms thus large this Csesar to myself 
—Of senatorial rank and lomebody— 


How must he strike the vulgar nameless 
crowd, 

Innumerous swarm that’s nobody at all ? 

Why,—for an instance,—much as yon gold 
shape 

Crowned, sceptred, on the temple opposite— 
Fulgurant Jupiter—must daxc the sense 
Of—say, yon outcast begging from its step I 
What, anti-Casar, monarch in the mud, 

As he is pinnacled alK>ve thy pate ? 

Ay, beg away ! Ihy lot contrasts full well 
With his whose bounty yields thee this sup¬ 
port— 

Our Holy and Inviolable One, 

Ciesai, whose lx)unty built the fane above! 
Dost read my thought? Thy garb, alack, 
displays 

Sore usage truly in each rent and stain— 
Faugh ! Wash though in Suburra ! ^ ’Ware 
the dogs 

Who may not so disdain a meal on thee I 
What, stretchest forth a palm to catch my 
alms? 

Aha, why yes: I must appear—who knows?— 
I, in my toga, to thy rags and thee— 

Qusestor—nay, -^dile, Censor—Pol! perhaps 
The very City-Praetor’s noble self! 

As to me Caesar, so to thee am I ? 

Good: nor in vain shall prove thy quest, 
poor rogue ! 

Hither—hold palm out—take this quarter-as! 

And who did take it ? As be raised his head, 
(My gesture was a trifle—well, abnipt), 

Back fell the broad flap of the peasant’s-hat, 
The homespun cloak that muffled half his 
cheek 

Dropped somewhat, and I had a glimpse— 
just one! 

One was enough. Whose—whose might be 
the face ? 

That unkempt careless hair — blrown, 
yellowish— 

Those sparkling eyes beneath tlieir eyelwrows’ 
ridge 

(Each meets each, and the hawk-nose rujes 
between) 

1 Street of iU-repute tn Rome. 


Iia needed: 

to 

ll|}(to tepoti was whispered 

m^ 

*^1th&f' do say, cwwe a year in sordid garb 
ilb jplays the li^endioint, sits all day long* 
Astdng and taking aims of who may pass, 
^ilnd m averting, if sttbmis^on heipi 
Irate's envy, the dread chance and change of 
togs 

When fortune-*«* for a word, a Jook, a 
nought— 

Tarns ^nteihl and—the petted lioness— 
Sttito with her sudden paw, and prone hills 
each 

Who patted late her neck superiorly. 

Or Irided witli those claw-tips velvet- 
Sheathed/' 


A predecessor reigned ere Sahhh 
And who can say if japiter he last? 

Was it noth^ the grey wrote 
** Oesar Angastus regnant, shal he born 
In blind Judsea one to master him, 

Him and the universe? An old^wife’t tale? 

Bath-dmdgel Here, slave I No cheatiag! 
Our turn next. 

No loitering, or be sure you taste the ksh I 
Two sirigUs,^ two oil-drippars, each a sponge t 


DEVELOPMENT. 

My Father was a scholar and knew Greek. 
When I was five years old, I asked him 
once 


** He's God !" shouts Ludus Varies Rufus: 
**Man 

And worais’-meat any moment! ” mutters 
low 

Smne Tower, admonishing the mortaJ-bom. 


Ay, do you mind ? There's meaning in the 
^t 

That whoso conqum, tnumphs, enters Rome, 
Clindang die Cafutolian, soaring thus 
To gltwry's summit,—Publius, do you mark— 
Ever the same attendant who, behind, 

Above the Owiquerof's head supports the 

mown 

AR^too-demrnistrmive foe human wear, 

^-^r-One hand's emf^oyment—all the while 

neMrves 41 

Its Itow, backward dung, to pmnt how, 
cto 


Appended horn the car, beheath the foot 

Of the ^bonae 

Itoim^lialf^desc^ instruments of 

tbe »ow--Cio«5, 


jjytt hitjillH 


Are oM Gods aotHfe? 

' it 

4 dWy# ' 


** What do you read about?” 

“ The siege of Troy.” 
** What is a siege and what is Troy ? ” 

Whereat 

He piled up chairs and tables for a town, 

Set me a-top for Fnam, called our cat 
—Helen, enticed away from home (he said) 
By wicked Paris, who couched somewhere 
close 

Under the footstool, being cowardly, 

But wliom—since she was worth the pains, 
poor puss— 

Towzer and Tray,—our d<^, the Atreidai,— 
sought 

By taking Troy to get possession of 
—Always when great Achilles ceased to sulki 
(My pony in the stable)—forth would pnaice 
And put to flight Hector—our page-boy's sdi 
This taught me who was who a^ what was 
what: 

So for 1 rightly understood the case 
At five years old: a huge delight it proved 
And atill proves—tbanks to that instructor 
sage 

My Father, who Iehcw better than tpn> 
strai^ 

XiCantiiigfa foil dare on weak^edignomikOa^ 
; IA totosb* 




rmcm mt> Fjicts 




yuat# leave weak eyes to g^row sand- 

kSfid, 

Cenfast with d«urknes$ ap4 vacuity. 

It hai^w), two or three years afterward, 
,t1iat--I and i^ymates playing at Tro/s 
Sk^e**- 

My Fatto came upon our make-believe. 

** Ifow would you like to read yourself the 
tale 

Properly told, of which I gave you first 
Merely such notion as a boy could bear ? 
Pope, now, would give you the precise 
account 

Of what, some day, by dint of scholarship, 
You*U hear—wlio knows?—from Homcr\ 
very mouth. 

Learn Greek by all means, read the ‘ Blind 
Old Man, I 

Sweetest of Singers *— iuphlcs which means 
‘ blind,» 

Btdistas which means ‘sweetest.’ Time 
enough! 

Try, anyhow, to master him some day; 

Until when, take what serves for substitute, 
Read Pope, by all means! ” 

So I ran through Pope, 
Enjoyed the tale—what history so true ? 

Al^ attacked my Primer, duly drudged, 
Crew fitter thus for what was promised next— 
The very thing itself, the actual words, 

When I could tuni—-say, Buttmann to 
account 

Time passed, I ripened somewhat: one fine 

♦♦Quite ready for the Iliad, nothing less? 
thtcre’s Heine, where the b^ books block 
the shelf: 

^P e word, thumb well the Lexicon ! 

I fbumbed well and skipped nowise till I 
teamed 

Wlm was who, what was what, from Homer’s 

lot^, 

Aiidth^an end of learning. Had you asked 
the al)-aimi»^lished sdmlar, twelve years 


Who wash wrote the lliad^^—'Whataki^l 
Why, Homer, all the world knows: of his 
life 

Doubtless some fiicts exist: it’s ever3rwha«: 
We have not settled, though, his place of birth: 
He begged, for certain, and was blind beside: 
Seven aties claimed him—Scio, with best 
right. 

Thinks Byron. What he wrote? Those 
Hymns we have. 

Then there’s the ‘Battle of the Frc^ and 
Mice,’ 

Tliat’s all—unless they dig ‘ Margites’ up 
(I’d like that) notliing more remains to know.” 

Thus did youth spend a comfortable time; 
Until—“ Wliat’s this the Germans say is fact 
That Wolf found out first ? It’s unpleasant 
work 

Their chop and change, unsettling one’s belief: 
All the same, while we live, we learn, that’s 
sure.” 

So, I bent biow o’er Praleg&mena, 

And, after Wolf, a dozen of his like 
Proved there was never any Tioy at all, 
Neither Besiegers nor Besieged, — nay, 
worse,— 

No actual Homer, no authentic text, 

No warrant for the fiction I, as fact, 

1 lad treasured in my heart and soul so long— 
Ay, mark you! and as fact held still, still hold, 
Spite of new knowledge, in my heart of hearts 
And soul of souls, fiict’s essence freed and fixed 
From accidental fancy’s guardian sheath. 
Assuredly thenceforward—thank my stars!— 
However it got there, depnve who could— 
Wring from the shrine my precious tenantry, 
Helen, Ulysses, Hector and his Spouse, 
Achilles and his Friend ?—though Wolf—ah, 
Wolfl 

Why must he needs come doubting, spoil a 
dream? 

But then “No dream’s worth waking**— 
Browning says: 

And here’s the reason why 1 tell thus tnudb 
1, now mature man, ym antidpate, 

May blame my Falhi Justifiably 





% 90^ ^ow lund mxt di^rees 
l*ietil|iW me to the giaiii firom ehaff, 
del tatli and hkd^ood known and named 
asatich. 

Why did he evm* let me dieam at all, 

Jfot hid me taste the story in its strength ? 
Suppose my childhood was scarce qualified 
To zh^tfy understand mythology, 
lienee at least was in his power to keep: 

I m%lit have-HSomehow—'-correspondii^y— 
Wdl, who knows by what method, gained 
my gains, 

Been tat^ht, by fotthr%hts not meandertngs, 
My aim should be to loathe, like I*eleus* son, 
A Be as Heirs date, love my wedded wife, 
like Hector, and so on with all the rest. 
Coidd not 1 have excogitated this 
Without believing such men really were ? 
That is-^he might have put into my hand 
The ‘^Bthics”? In translation, if you please, 
Exact, no pretty lying that improves. 

To suit the modem taste: no more, no less— 
The ** Ethics ”: ’tis a treatise I find hard 
To read aright now that my hair is grey. 
And I can manage the or^naL 
At five years old—^how ill had feired its leaves! 
Now, growing double o’er the Sta^^rite, 

At least 1 soil no page with bread and milk, 
Noe crumple, dogsear and defime—boys’ way. 


REPHAN.^ 

fThe prose story referred to in the note is 
How It Strikes a Stranger” in the Cor#i- 
hutkms of Q* Q* Probably no child has ever 
wholly Ibigotfcen this story if he or she had 
the good to read it id infency. These 
Taymrs 0ved at Ongar, not Norwich.] 

How I Eved, ete my humim life began 
In this world of yours,like you, made 

Whed my home wl|i the Stm of my God 

of a 

noHe woman and Itnagina^ 


Come then around me, dose rdmat^ 
World-wekry earth*bm ones I Darkest 
doubt 

Or deepest despondency keeps you out ? 

Nowise ! Before a word I speak, 

Let my circle embrace your worn, your 
weak, 

Brow-fiirrowed old age, youth’s hollow 
cheek-*- 

Diseased in the body, sick in soul, 

Pinched poverty, satiate wealth,—^your whole 
Array of despairs I Have I read the roll ? 

All here ? Attend, perpend ! O Star 
Of my God Rephan, what wonders arc 
In thy brilliance fugitive, feint and fer! 

Far from me, native to thy realm, 

Who share<i its perfections which o’erwhelm 
Mind to conceive. Let dnft the helm, 

Let drive the sail, dare unconfined 
Embark for the vastitude, O Mind, 

Of an alisolute bliss! Leave earth behind I 

Here, by extremes, at a mean you guess; 
There, all’s at most—not more, not less: 
Nowhere defidency nor excess. 

No want—whatever should be, is now; 

No growth—that’s change, and change comes 
—^how 

To royalty bom with crown on brow ? 

Nothing begins—so needs to end: 

Where fell it short at first ? Extend 
Oily the same, no change can mend! 

I use your language: mine—no word 
Of its wealth would help who spoke, who 
heard. 

To a gleam of intelligence* None preferred, 

None fidi distaste when better and wor»e 
Were tmcontrastable t bless or curse 
What-^n that uniform universe? 
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€li|» yw worW^s |>brte, your aentse of 
Utlufi 

Foitl^-fi^re the Star of my God? No 

«l^gs, 

No winters throughout its sparse. Time 
^firings I 

No hope, no : as to-day, shall be 
To-morrow ; advance or retreat need we 
At our stand-still through eternity ? 

All happy: needs must we so have been. 
Since who could be otherwise ? All serene * 
What dark was to banish, what light to 
screen? 

Earth’s rose is a bud that’s checked or 
grows 

As beams may encourage or blasts oppose : 
Our lives leapt forth each a full-orbed rose— 

Each rose sole rose in a sphere that spread 
Above and below and around—rose-red : 

No fellowship, each for itself instead. 

One lietter than I—would prove I lacked 
Somewhat: one worse were a jarring feet 
Disturbing my feultlessly exact. 

How did it come to pass there lurked 
Somehow a seed of change that worked 
Obscure in my heart till perfection irked ?— 

Till out of its peace at length grew strife— 
fears, loves, hates,—obscurely rife,— 
My life grown a-tremble to turn your life ? 

Was it Thou, above all lights that are, 

Erime did Thy hand unbar 

The pfison-gwtt of Rephan my Star ? 

In me did such potency wake a pulse 
CottW trouble tranquillity that lulls 
Not feahes Inertion till throes cmivulse 

Smd% quietude kto discontent ? 
A»wbeiStttKfe«mmi^etedimebttn^ rent 
By mdm till fork feom its orb are s^t 

m* 11. 


New petals that mar—unmake die disc— 
Spoil rondure: what in it ran brave risk, 
Changed apathy’s calm to strife, bright, 
brisk, 

Pushed simple to compound, spraug and 
spread 

Till, fresh-formed, fecetted, floretted, 

The flower that slept woke a star instead ? 

No mimic of Star Rephan I How long 
I stagnated there where weak and strong, 

The wise and the foolish, right and wrong, 

Are merged alike in a neutral Best, 

Can I tell ? No more than at whose 
i behest 

The passion arose in my passive breast, 

I And I yearned for no sameness but difference 
I In thing and thing, that should shock my 
I sense 

j With a want of worth in them all, and thence 

I 

! Startle me up, by an Infinite 
Discovered above and below me—height 
And depth alike to attract my flight. 

Repel my descent: by hate taught love. 

Oh, gain were indeed to see above 
Supremacy ever—to move, remove, 

Not reach—aspure yet never attain 

To the object aimed at I Scarce in vain,— 

As each stage I left nor touched again. 

To suffer, did pangs bring the loved one 
bliss, 

Wring knowledge from ignorance,—just for 
this— 

To add one drop to a love-abyss t 

Enough; fer you doubt, you hope, O 
men, 

You fear, you agonfee, die; what tiien? 

Is an end to your life’s work out of ken ? 

3C 


iVSOLANiK) 


Mim foil m wmmmei otuth ai md, 
Wjoa^ wia |iwwc Who toade sMl 

no^od 

In dbo to which yeamiogi tend? 

Why should I speak ? You divine the test. 
When the trouble grew in my prcg^nant 
breast 

AfOioesaid wouldst thou strive, not rest? 

Bum and not smouideri win by worth, 

Kot rest content with a wealth that^s dearth? 
Thou art past Eephan, thy ]dace be Earth 


REVERIE. 

1 KNOW there shall dawn a day 
it here on homdy earth ? 

Is it yonder, worlds away, 

Where the strange and new have birth, 
That Power comes full in play ? 

Is it here, with grass about, 

Under befiiending trees, 

When shy buds venture out, 

And the air by mild d^ees 
Puts winter’s death past doubt ? 

Is it up amid whirl and roar 
Of the elemental flame 
Which star*flecks heaven’s dark floor. 
That, new yet still the same. 

Full in f^y comes Power once more ? # 

SomewlMKe, below, above, 

SiaB a day duwn'-^k I know-^ 
When Power, which vdnly strove 
My weaknem to 

Shall tdumfh. I breast, I move, 

I Mr]^ anij at bst I 

lie aqd ili4 tntth wisich puaetf 

'ft 


I ^ my race and me 
Shall apprehend tile’s law: 

In the legend of man shall see 
Writ large what small I saw 
In my life’s tale: both agree. 

As the record from youth to age 
Of my own, the inngle soul— 

So the world’s wide hook: one page 
Deciphered explains the whole 
Of our common heritage. 

How but from near to far 
Should knowledge proceed, increase ? 
Try the clod ere test the star I 
Bnng our inside strife to peace 
Ere we wage, on the outside, war! 

So, my annals thus begin: 

With body, to life awoke 
Soul, the immortal twin 
Of body which bore soul’s yoke 
Since mortal and not akin. 

By means of the flesh, grown lit, 

Mind, m surview of things, 

Now soared, anon alit 
To treasure its gatherings 
From the ranged expanse—to-wit, 

Nature,—earth’s, heaven’s wide show 
Which taught all hope, all fear: 
Acquainted with )oy and woe, 

I could say “ Thus much Is clear,^ r 
Doubt annulled thus much: I know. 

All is effect of cause: 

As it would, has willed and done 
Pow^: and my mind's ap|dause 
Goes, passing laws each one, 

To Omnipotence, lord c^'laws.” 

Head praises, but heart reflains 
From loving’s lu^kimwledgment 
Whole losses outweigh batffsliis i 
Earth’s is with evil 
Good imyifi^es hut «vl] rdigni* 






FANCIES AND FACTS 


Tct sin<«! Earth^s good proved good— 
IncontrovertiWy 
Worth loving—I understood 
How evil-^id mind descry 
Power^s ohgect to end pursued- 

Were haply as doud across 
Good’s orh, no orb itself: 

Mere mind—were it found at loss 
Did it play the tricksy elf 
And from life’s gold purge the dross ? 

Power is known infinite : 

Good struggles to lie—at best 
Seems—^scanned by the human sight, 
Tried by the senses’ test— 

Good palpably . but with right 

Therefore to mind’s award 
Of loving, as power claims praise ? 
Power—which finds nought too hard, 
B'ulfilling itself all ways 
Unchecked, unchanged : while barred, 

Baffled, what good began 
Ends evil on every side. 

To Power submissive man 

Breathes E’en as Thou art, abide 1 ” 
While to good ** Late-found, long-sought, 

Would Power to a plenitude 
But liberate, but enlarge 
Good’s strait confine,—renewed 
Were ever the heart’s discharge 
Of loving 1 ” Else doubts intrude. 

For you dominate, stars all! 

For a sense informs you—brute, 

Bird» worm, fly, great and small, 

Each with your attnbute 
Or low or majestical I 

Thou earth that embosomest 
Offlspring of land and sea— 

How thy hills first sank to rest, 

How thy vales bred herb and tree 
Whldii diiin thy mother-breast--* 


m 

Do I ask? “Beignorant 
Ever ! ” the answer clangs; 

Whereas if I plead world’s want, 

Soul’s sorrows and body’s pongs, 

Play the human applicant,— 

Is a remedy lar to seek? 

X question and find response: 

I —all men, strong or weak, 

Conceive and declare at once 
For each want its cure. “ Power, speak! 

“ Stop change, avert decay, 

Fix life last, banish death, 

Eclipse from the star bid stay, 

Abndge of no moment’s breath 
One creature! Hence, Night, hail, Day! ” 

What need to confess again 
No problem this to solve 
By impotence? Power, once plain 
Proved Power,—let on Power devolve 
Good’s right to co-equal reign ! 

Past mind’s conception—Power i 
Do I seek how star, earth, beast, 

Bird, worm, fly, gamed their dower 
For life’s use, most and least? 

Back from the search I cower. 

Do I seek what heals all harm, 

Nay, hinders the harm at first. 

Saves earth? Speak, Power, the charm! 

Keep the life there unamerced 
By chance, change, death’s alarm! 

As promptly as mmd conceives, 

Let Power in its turn declare 
Some law which wrong retrieves. 

Abolishes everywhere 
What thwarts, what irks, what grieves I 

Never to be ! and yet 
How easy it seems—to sense 
Like man’s—^if somehow met 
Power with its match—^immense 
Love, limitless, unheset 



Ilf 




noiwlfiii! Hmmn, 
)mf be t Gotit^ ixnui eppa^e 


$«dbiR^miy sli^^ t-ove but ^wn 

Strips of tbe i»eiJs that bide— 

l^wef » self »ow numilto! 

So leajds mjf record: thine, 

O ipporld, bow rtms it ? Guessed 
Were the perpcwt of that prime line, 
of an the rest I 

^ In a b^iniiing God 
Made heaven and earth.” Forth flashed 
Knowledge: {torn star to dod 
Man Ibiew things: doubt abashed 
Closed h$ long period. 

Knowledge obtained Power praise. 

Had Good been manifest, 

Broke out in cloudless blaze, 

Cndiequered as unrepressed. 

In all things Good at best— 

Th^ praise—-all praise, no blame— 

Had hailed the perfection. No I 
As Power’s display, the same 
Bfe Good’s—praise forth shall flow 
Hnisonous in acclaim! 

Even as the world its life. 

So have I lived my own— 

Power seen with Love at strife, 

That sure, this dimly ahown, 

—Good rare and evil rife. 

Whereof' the eiWt be-^^^Wth 
That, fome fer day, afere Ibund 
Mmimm hi iblnga now innhe,^ 

eadi n^ain unbound, 
||ei|«raakl out of scathe.^ 


Mind pro^ie throng knowledge imd 
To She lovdeas Power it tries 
To withstand, how vain I In flowed 

Ever reristless feet« 

No more than the passive clay 
Disputes the potter’s act, 

Could the whedmed mind disobey 
Knowledge the cataract 

But, perfect in every port. 

Has the potter’s moulded Shape, 

Leap of man’s quickened heart. 

Throe of his thought’s escape, 

|Bdngs of his soul which dart 

Through the barrier of flesh, till keen 
She climbs from the calm and clear, 
Through turbidity all between, 

From the known to the unknown here, 
iHeaven’s ** Shall be,” from Earth’s Has 
V been”? 

Then life is—to wake not sleep, 

Rise and not rest, but press 
From earth’s level where blindly creep 
Things perfected, more or less, 

To the heaven’s height, fer and steep, 

Where, amid what strifes and storms 
May wait the adventurous quest. 

Power is Love—transports, transforms 
Who aspired from worst to best, - 
Sought the soul’s world, spumed th^ worixisi 

I have fekh such end shall be; 

From the first, Power was—I knew, 
life has made dear to me 
That, strive but Ibr doser view. 

Love were as plain to $ee» 


Y ban 






When see? When there dawns u duyt 
If not on the homely earth. 

Then yonder, wurida away» 

Wfc^ feui stiiix]^ 

Alt# yierwfer 
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EFILOGUm 

tlie in tbe silence of the sleep- 

ilmCy 

WItan yon set yowr fancies free, 

Wilt pass to where—by death, fools; 

think, imprisoned— ' 

3U>w he ties who once so loved you, whom 
yon loved so, 

—Pity me? 

Oh to love so, be so loved, yet so mistaken! 

What bad I on earth to do 
With the slothful, with the mawkish, the 
unmanly? 

tike themmless, helpless, hopeless, did I drivel 
—Being—who ? 


One who never turned his back but inarched 
breast forward, 

Never doubted clouds would break, 

Never dreamed, though right were worsted, 
wrong would triumph, 

Held we fall to rise, are baffled to fi^t 
Ixjtter, 

Sleep to wake. 

No, at noonday in the bustle of man’s work- 
time 

Greet the unseen with a cheer \ 

Bid him forward, breast and back as either 
should l>e, 

‘‘Strive and thrive!” cry “Speed,—fight 
on, fare ever 

There as here I ” 




A CHRONOLOGICAL LIST 

OF 

ROBERT BROWNING’S POEMS AND PLAYS. 


1S33. PAULINE: A Fragment of a Con¬ 
fession. 

1835. PARACELSUS. 

1S37. STRAFFORD: An Histoncal 
Tragedy. 

1840. SORDELLO. 

1841. Bells and Pomegranates, No. I , 

PIPPA PASSES. 

1842. Bells and Pomegranates, No. II., 


DRAMATIC LYRICS-Cofttmued. 
Madhouse Cells— 

I. (Johannes Agricola.®] 

II. [Porphyria.T 

Through the Metidja to Abd-el- 
Kadr, 1842. 

The Pied Piper of Hamelin. 

1843. Bells and Pomegranates, No. IV., 
THE RETURN OF THE 


KING VICTOR AND KING 
CHARLES. 

1842. Bells and Pomegranates, No. HI , 
DRAMATIC LYRICS 
Cavalier Tunes— 

I. Marching Along. 

II, Give a Rouse. 

III. My Wife Gertrude .1 
Italy and France— 

L Italy.* 

IL France.* 

Camp and Cloister— 

L Camp (French).* 

IL Cloister (Spanish).® 

In a Gondola. 

Artemis Prologuizes. 

Waring. 

Queen Worship— 

I. Rudel and the Lady of 
Tripoli. 

IL Cristina. 

^ Afterwards called ** Boot and Saddle." 

® Afterwards called “ My Last Duchess," 

* Afterwards called Count Gismond." 

* Aft^wards called Incidont of the French 

^IflBterwards called * * Soliloquy of the Spanish 


DRUSES: A Tragedy in Five 
Acts. 

1843. Bells and Pomegranates, No. V., A 

BLOT IN THE ^SCUTCHEON: 
A Tragedy in Three Acts. 

1844. Bells and Pomegranates, No. VI., 

COLOMBE^S BIRTHDAY: A 
Play in Five Acts. 

1845. Bells and Pomegranates, VII,, 

DRAMATIC ROMANCES AND 
LYRICS— 

How they brought the Good News 
from Ghent to Aix. 

Pictor Ignotus. Florence, 15—- 
Italy in England,® 

England in Italy.® 

The Lost Leader. 

The Lost Mistress. 


« Afterwards called “Johannes Agricola in 
Meditation," was first pnmed in The 
Reposttory^ voL x. N.S. 1836, pp. 45, 46. 

* Afterwards called “ Porphyria’s Lover," 
was first printed in TAe Monthfy R^piifsiixfry, 
vol. X. N.S. 1836, pp. 43, 

® Afterwards cau^ ’*The Italian In Eng¬ 
land." 

* Afterwards called “The Englishntan in 
Italy." 
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mMtmc toumm^cuM. 

tiWM TtwiqEiit* ftom Abtood (I. 
«C»» to be in Engbmd." 11. 

10 NoI^sob’s Memory*”* 
III **Nol>lyOipeSt Vitscent.”^) 
The Tcmib at St Praxed’s.* 

Garden Fancies-* 

I, The Flower’s Name.* 

IL StljaandusSchafiaahtti^iis^ 
Fiance and Spain— 

L The Laboratoiy (Anden 

IX* CcMA^^onal* 

The FIMt of the Duchess.^ 

Earth’a Immortaities. 

Songy **Nay but you, who do not 
love her.” 

The Boy and the Angel.* 

Night and Morning (1 Night,® II, 
Morning).*® 

Claret and Tokay**^ 

SauL*® 

Time’s Kevenges, 

The Glove. 

1846* Bells and Pomegranates, No. VIII. 
and last. LURIA $ and A SOUL’S 
TRAGEDY. 

iSSa CHRISTMAS-EVE AND EASTER- 
BAY. 


t Allerwards printed as the third section of 
•• Nationality in Drinks.*' 

* Aihahvards called ** Honie Thou^ts frcwn 
the Son,” 

* Ailetwards called '‘The Bishop orders 
his Tomb m Sh Praxed's Qnircfa,** was hrst 


printed In aao€s Magazini^ voL in. 

^^d III Jfiooii* Mvigaziiu, vcO. 

Jwm pp. si 3 f 

^ Seedons x to p» first printed in Abaf 1 
vni id. April X844 pp. 

«%st primed voi ii. 

at Night." ’ 

M ** Nmmtf in IlntilcsL*’ 


f jpHI pnxoply iMnntons x*pi; ihe fiff?ond > 
MuMMo h In ” ^ 


1855. MEN AND WOMEN. In Two 

Vtdnmes— 

Vol. I. Love among the Ridns# 

A Lovers’ Quarret 
Evfdyn Hope, 

I7p at a Villa—Down in the Chy. 
(As Distinguished by an Ilalkn 
Person of Quality.) 

A Woman’s Last Word. 

Fra lippo lippL 
A Toccata of Gallupl’s. 

By the Fireside, 

Any Wife to Any Husband.. 

An Epistle containing the Strange 
Medical Experience of Kandlish, 
the Arab Physician. 

Mesmerism. 

A Serenade at the Villa, 

My Star. 

Instans Tymnnus. 

A Pretty Woman. 

“ Childe Roland to the Dark Tower 
came.” 

Respectability. 

A Light Woman. 

The Statue and the Bust. 

Love in a Life. 

Life m a I.ove. 

How It Strikes a Contemporary. 
The Last Ride Together. 

The Patriot: An Did Story. 

Master H agues of Saae-Gotha. 
Bishop Bloogram’s Apology. 
Memombilia. 

Vol IL Andrea del Sarto (called «Th» 
Faultier Painter.”) 

Before. 

ARct. 

In Three Days. 

In a Year. 

Old Pictures in Florexice, 

In a Bakony4 
Saul (See wafkr**.) 
®‘DcGttstibiis-*” 

Women and Roses. 

Protu*. 

HolyfCross Dap. 

The Guttidmn A llerirtci M 
Fane. 
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Um 4KB WOMEN— 

OfoiL 
The Twhts*^ 

Fo|»ikr|ty. 

The Heietic's Tiagedy, A Middle- 
Age Interlude* 

Two in the Campagna. 

A Gmmttiarian’s Funeral. 

Doe Way of I^ve. 

Another Way of Love. 

“ Transcendentalism; ” A Poem in 
Twelve Books. 

Misconceptions. 

One Word More. To E. B. B. 
1864. DRAMATIS l‘ERSONA£— 

James Lee. 

Gold Hair: A Legend of Pornic.^ 
The Worst of It. 

Dts alitcr visum; or Le Byron de 


1868-^. THE RING AND THE BOOK* 
In Four Volumes. 

1871. BALAUSTION^S ADVENTURE, 
including a Transcript from Euii- 
I^des. 

1871. PRINCE HOHENSTIEL- 
SCHWANGAU, SAVIOUR OF 
SOCIETY. 

1872. FIFINE AT THE FAIR. 

1873. RED COTTON NIGHT-CAP 

COUNTRY, OR TURF AND 
TOWERS, 

1875. ARISTOPHANES’ APOLOGY, 
including a Transcript from Euri¬ 
pides, being the Last Adventure 
of Balaustion. 

1875. THE INN ALBUM. 

1876. PACCHIAROTTO AND HOW PIE 

WORKED IN DISTEMPER: with 


nos Jours. 

Too Late. 

Abt Vogler. 

Rabbi ^n Ezra, 

A IPeatli in the Desert. 

Caliban upon Setebos; or, Natural 
Theology in the Island. 
Confessions. 

May and Deatli.* 

Prospice.* 

Youth and Art 
A Face. 

A Likeness. 

Mr. Sludge, “The Medium.” 
Ai^rent Failure. 

Epilogue. 

l8d4. Orpheus and Eurydice. F. Wghton® 
im Deaf and Dumb.* 


J First printed In a pamphlet cntitl^ Two 
Poems. % Elisabeth Barrett and Robert 
Browning.*' 8vo. London, 1854* , , 

s First printed in Ailanttc Mcnthfy^ 

» First printed in the Keept^^ 

* First printed in The Ailanhe Monthly^ 

^ xiil. fmt 1864. P* ^ 

• Ffrat printed m the Catalogue of the 
80^ Aia&iny ExWWon 1864, .ftrawds 

«««i»vdioe to On^us.” , , , 

tfim tmvtA In ‘‘The Poetical Works of 

vol. vi.p.*s»- 


Other Poems— 


Prologue. 

Of Pacchiarotto and how he worked 
in Distemper. 

At the “ Mermaid.” 

House. 


Shop. 

Pisgah Sights. I. 

,, n- 

Fears and Scruples. 
Natural Magic. 
Magical Nature. 
Bifurcation. 
Numpholeptos. 
Appearances. 

St. Martin’s Summer. 
Herv^ Riel* 


A Forgiveness. 

Cendaja. 

FUippo Baldinucd on the Privily 
of WriaU 


Epilogue. 

,877. THE AGAMEMNON OF 
/ESCHVLUS. 

1878. LA SAISIAZ.' 

1878. THE TWO POETS OF CROISIC.® 


« First printed in Tke Comkia Ma^udne, 
March 1871. 

r-> Published together m one vdnme. 
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Iiidb6rtiind Hob. 

Ivjkn Iv&Qovitdi. 

Tiay. 

Nfld Bnttts* 

(88a DRAMATIC IDYLS s Second 

S»RI«S— 

[Pinoilogue.] 

Wdie^os. 

Clive. 

Mt|%keb. 

Pietto of Abano. 

Hoctof-. 

Tm and Lutm. 

[EpHogiie.] 
m3- JOCOSERIA-^ 

Wanting is—What ? 

Donald. 

Solomon and Ballds. 

Cfisdna and M<maldesdii 
M&ry WoUstonecraft and FuseU— 
Adam, lilith, and Eve. 

Ixion. 

Jochanan Hakkadosh. 

Nevar the Time and the Pkce. 
Fambo. 

1884. FEKISHTAH'S FANCIES- 
Pitdogue. 

X. The Eagle. 

X Melon-Seller. 

3. Shah Abbas. 

4. The Family. 

5. The Sim. 

6. Mihrab Shah. 

7 . ACamel-Bdver, 

& Two Camels. 

^ Chenies. 

10. Flot-Cttktirev 
XX. A Pillar at Sebaeyili. 
xa. A Beaii^Stfxpe: also Apfde- 
Batitig. 


mf. PARWKYINGS WITH CSETAXH 
PEOPLE OP IMPORTAKCK IN 
THEIR DAY. To wit t Bernard de 
Mandeviile, Danidl Baitoli, Christ 
to^er Smart, George Bnbb Boding* 
ton, Francis Ftirini, Gerard de 
Lairesse, and Charles Avison. Intro* 
duced by a Dialogue between Apollo 
and the Fates; eondnded by another 
between John Fust and his Friends# 
1889.* ASOLANDO: FANCIES AND 
FACTS— 

Prologue. 

Rosny. 

Dubiety. 

Now. 

Humility. 

Poetics. 

Summum Bonum. 

A Pearl, A Girl. 

Speculative. 

White Witchcraft. 

Bad Dreams. I. 

» „ IL 

„ » III. 

M o IV. 

Inapprehensiveness. 

Which? 

The Cardinal and the Dog. 

The Pope and the Net. 

The Be^*Feast. 

Muckle-mouth Meg, 

Arcades Ambo. 

The Lady and the Painter. 

Ponte dell’ Angelo, Venice. 

Beatrice SignorinL 

Flute>Music, with an Accompaniment 

“ Impeiante Augusto oatixs est — 

Development 

Rejdian, 

Reverie. 

Ei^logue. 

I X Published on Dceember xath, X889, the 
day of Mn Brownhigfs death. 
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SHORTER POEMS AND SONGS. 


A CERTAIN neighbour lying side to But do not let us quarrel any more , i. 523 

death.11. 661 But give them me, the mou^, the eyes, 

A King lived long ago . , . i. 213 the brow» .... i 599 

A Rabbi told me . On the day allowed ii. 623 

A simple ring with a single stone . 11. 745 Christ God who savest man, save most i. 385 

Ah, but—because you were struck blind 11. 718 Cleon the poet (from the sprinkled isles i. 542 

Ah but how each loved each, Marquis! 11. 635 Could I but live again . . . .11. 4!^ 

Ah, did you once see Shelley plain . 1. 297 Crescenzio, the Pope's Legate at the 

Ah, George Bubb Dodington I-rord Mel- High Council, Trent . . . 11.750 

come,—no . . 11. 704 

Ah, Love, but a day . . . i. 563 Dared and Done at last I stand upon 

Ah, the bird-like fluting . . lu 761 the summit.ii. 54a 

All I believed is true ! . . . i. 389 Dear and great Angel, wouldst thou 

All I can say is—I saw it 1 . . .11. 483 j only leave.u 296 

All June I lx>und the rose m sheaves i, 289 1 Dear, had the world m its caprice . i, 291 

All service ranks the same with God . i. 198 Dervish—(though yet un-dervished, call 

All’s over, then does truth sound bitter 1. 258 him so ..... li. 657 

All that I know.1. 280 Don, the divmest women that have 

All the breath and the bloom of the year walked.ii. 695 

in the bag of one bee: . . . ii. 745 

Among these latter busts we count by Escape me? . . . . i. 292 

scores.1. 430 | 

And so you found that poor room dull li. 487 1 ** Fame ! ” Yes, I said it and you read it H, 556 
“And what might that bold man's Fear death?-..to feel the fog in my throat 1.599 

announcement be " . . .11. 662 * Fee, faw, fum I bubble and squeak \ . I 428 

Anyhow, once full Dervish, youngsters Fire is m the flint: true, once a spark 

came.»i. 659 escapes.... . ii. 665 

As I nde, as I ride . , . . i. 251 First I salute this soil of the blessed, 

Ask not one least word of praise . . u. 676 river and rock i . . . . li. 582 

“ As like as a Hand to another Hand i ” i. 567 Flower—I never fancied, Jewel —1 pro- 

At the midnight m the silence of the fess you I .ii. 484 

sleep^time .... ii. 773 Fortii, Forth, my beloved one . • i 396 

Ay» but, Feri^tah,** — a disciple Frowned the Laird on the Lord : So, 

smirked.*1.^73 red-handed I catch thee?’* , . 11.752 

Ay, this same midnight, by this chair 

of mine. ..... ii. 690 Give her but a least excuse to love me! i »o8 

Going his rounds one day in Ispahan . tl, 658 
BEAOTIEIH. Evelyn Hope is dead f . I 260 Good to fbrgive , . , . . ii. 542 

Booti saddler to horse, and away * . i. 249 Grand rodgh old Martin Luther . . i 403 

779 
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go, Mf hewre* *Wiot. 
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|tjkl> I bat ttleaty of nuxtey, money 

iuti 4 spittle • * « L 9M64 

Itpnnellti Twn*s in Btau&wick • . i 408 

£|mp aijMa. sancial< 4 m^ * i 53 

He wes t)ie xiia&~>Fope {Latins, that 

itimt svriiki^er4*8 son . . n, 751 

fmtisd one day King 
Fmncia * . . « . . i 391 

If ere i$ a etocy shall siir you! Stand 

GreeScs dead and gone « * d. 604 

Here Is a thing that h^pened. Like 

ifild beasts whelped, for den, . ii 585 
llere*s my ease. Of I used to love 

Idai ^ , . il 483 

the garden she . 1253 

Wm% to Heison's memory I , , i 252 

Mmo was I with my arm and heart , i. 575 

High in the dome, suspended, of Hell, 

sad triumph, behold us 1 * . ii. 637 

Hii^, but a word, to and soft I . , I 298 

How I hmd, ere my human life begaft ii 768 
How of his £site, the Pilgrims' soldier- 

guide ..il. 667! 

How strange !-^but, hist of all, the little | 


fact ii. 724 

Htwr yoty hard it is to be . ► . i. 496 

How wed I know what I mean to do . 1. aSi 

I agP Clive were friends—and why 
notl Briends f 1 think you laugh, 

my lad.. u. 605 

I am a goddess of the ambrosial courts i. sto 
I am n parntm who cannot paint« « i. 307 

Jam indeed ilmpetscmage you kia^ 11491 
lampoorfaotoUppOtbyyomto^ I Sty 


I aomd hate painted mctures like tlmt 

yoath's * ^ . 1.516 

I ilmam of a red^nose tree . , « i ^94 

titoavmm* perdiaxm . t, 31 

llmow a Mount, tbe gmdboaSuil per¬ 
ceives » , 4 , . .Is# 

Item^teeshaddimmaday . . il 770 

tikahiciosiiteturr . , * • is^s 

Ho, my beanies , ii. 477 
die poet in my Me , I 509 
, 1407 
im 
lam 


Tve a l^ffcnd, over the sea . » * ^ 

I will be happy if but for once , . 11^44 

I wilt be quiet and talk with you , . 1 

I wish that when you died last May . I 
I wonder do you feel today , . 1 sdy 

If a stranger passed the tent of Hdseyn. 

he cried “A churl's V* , . ,11 6*0 

If one could have that tlttte head of 


hers 16 ot 

If you and I could diange to beasts, 

what beast should either be ? . il 746 

Is all our hre of shipwreck wood • . I 5% 

It happened thus: my slab, though 

new.ii 748 

It is a lie—their Priests, their Pope , I a# 

It once might have been, once only . i 599 
It seems as if ... or did the actual 

chance.ilTOo 

It was roses, roses, all the way , . i, 383 

Juke was not over .... I 989 
Just for a handful of silver he left us • i. 249 


Kahshish, the picker-up of teaming's 

crumbs . . . . . 1512 

Kentish Sir Byng stood for his King * i 348 
Kmg Charles, and who'll do him right 

now?. .1948 

** Knowledgedeposed, then i "—groaned 

whom that most grieved « « il 674 

Last night I saw you m my sleep . 11 746 

Let them hght it out, fitodl things 

have gone too bur .... 1.294 
Let's contend no more, Love . . i. 959 

Let us begin and carry up this corpse... I 494 
** Look, I strew beans " . . .it 676 

IIUn I am and man would be, Love^ 

meest man and nothing mmre . il 669 
May I print, ShHIey* how it came to 

pass.11496 

Mornings evening, noon and night « i ^ 
Moses the Meek was thirty Onto high H 634 
My hKha* was a uchtto and tsmw 

Ore«k a. 766 

My to thought was. he bed in every 

word # . . . « « i 486 

My grandfather says he rctnembers he 

saw, when a y^ngslar long ago . h. gyp 
MylwarisatdtwilhtoCktrm^ # lO|t 

:My to, tol6lh0bkt«to 
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NjVy but you* wbo <iti ikH Jove fetor 
Nay, thaty Fttnoi, oovor I at toast 

Never any more. 

Never the time and the place 
Nobly, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the 
North-^west died away . 

“ No, boy, we must not "—so began . 
No, for I*U save it J Seven years since 
No more wine? then well push back 
chairs and talk .... 
No protesting, dearest f . , . 

Not with my Soul, Love 1 —bid no Soul 
like mine ..... 
Now, don't, sir! Don’t expose me 1 
Just this once! . . . . 

Now that I, tying thy glass mask tightly 

O THE old wall here! How I could 

pass. 

O worthy of belief I hold it was . 

Of the million or two, more or less 
Oh but It IS not hard, Dear? 

Oh Galuppi, Baldassaro, this is very 

sad to find!. 

Oh, good gigantic smile o’ the brown 

old earth. 

Oh, Love^no, Lovei All the noise 

below, Love. 

Oh, the beautiful girl, too white . 

Oh, to be in England .... 
Oh, what a dawn of day! . 

Once I saw a chemist take a pinch of 

powder. 

On the first of the Feast of Feasts 
On the sea and at the Hogue, sixteen 
hundred ninety two 
One day it thundered and lightened , 
Only the prism’s obstruction shows 

aright. 

Others may need new life in Heaven . 
Out of the little chapel I burst . 

Out your whole life give but a 
moment I , 

Overhead the tree-tops meet 
Over the ball of it , . . . 

Over the sea owr galleys went 

Jpitm A^mmsis^hext was a magi¬ 
cian 1 . , . . , * 

Plague take all your pedants, say 11 . 
Prsly, Header* have you eaten ortolans 


1 . as^ 

iU 709 
L 293 
ii* 6 S 5 


Query ; was ever k quainter 
QuoUi an inquirer, “ Praise the Merd*^ 

fill I. 

Quoth one: Sir, solve a scruple! No 
true sage . « . . « 


i. 273 

ii. 500 

i. 624 

i. 528 

ii. 487 


Room after room .... 
Round the cape of a sudden came the 

sea. 

Round us the wild creatures, overhead 
the trees ..... 


h.469 
turns 
ii. 669 
i agt 
L 

ii. 658 


n. 673 
1. 602 

255 


11. 469 
n. 628 

I 388 
11. 637 

i. 266 

1.567 

I 

li. 683 

1- 569 

1. 272 

i. 262 

ii. 671 

I. 625 

II 488 

II. 637 

i. 599 

h. 746 

i. 4^3 

ii. 745 
i. 218 
u. 48Z 
i. 57 


Said Abner, '*At last that art come! 

Ere I tell, ere thou speak . . i. 273 

Savage I was sitting in my house, late ii. 370 
See, as the prettiest graves will do in 

time.i. 258 

Shall I sonnet sing you about myself? ii. 479 
She should never have looked at me . i. 257 
Sing me a hero ! Quench my thirst . ii. 596 
So far as our story approaches the end L 406 
So, friend, your shop was all your 


house I.ii. 479 

So, I shall see her in three days . . i 292 

*' So say the foolish !" Say the foolish 

so, Love? , . . . . li. 745 

So, the head aches and the limbs are 

faint.ii. 667 

So, the three Court-ladies began . . ii. 749 

So, the year’s done with ’ .. . .1. 258 

Solomon King of the Jews and the 

Queen of Sheba Balkis . . . ii. 633 

Some people hang portraits up . . i. 601 

Stand still, true poet that you are! . i. 297 

Still ailing, Wind? Wilt be appeased 

or no ? . . . * . .1. 565 

Still you stand, still you listen, still you 

smile 1 . . . . . . ii. 484 

Stop, let me have the truth of that! . i. 573 

Stop playing, poet! May a brother 

i speak?.i. $08 

I Stop rowing! This one of our bye- 

: canals.ii. 753 

Such a starved bank of moss . . ti. 556 

Suppose that we part (work done, 

I comes play) . . . . . ii. 655 


[Supposed of Pamphylax the Antiochene i. 583 


il 613 
5 aS 3 
il 6S7 


Take the cloak from fads faoe, and at 
first ...... 

"^t fitwn^skin-dhppled Imir of hm . 


I 295 
I 290 
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^V *y % yi ^*ytiN ^ fflff « i 3 ^ 
outlie 

lutll *.1384 

T!N(t m& t, fm htBxd hm t»g^t . i aB8 
*|W imsf f lied to-day . » . a. 300 

tlie 0 xsf m end the long black land . i. ^59 

tl# hoid^ me look to once for all . t. 406 
The mom when first it thundm m 

March . 4 « , . . 1. 267 

^*Tbe Foet*sageissad. lor why?** . 11.743 
**The poets poor us \Mtie—” . . 11 507 

The tunln set early m to*mght « . 1 434 

The swallow lias set her six young 00 

therafi 4 « 4 * 4 . t. 563 

The year*# at the spring . . . i stm 

There is nothing to remember in me 1 568 
These*# a palace in Ftorenoe, the world 

kmOws welt . * ^ . . 1.431 

Themes a woman like a dewdrop. u 336 
Thdeefs heaven above, and night by 

night. 1 516 

There they are, my fiHy men and 

women.*-547 

** They tell me, your carpenters,” ijdoth 

I to my Ihend the Rtm , u. 587 
This is a spray the Bird clung to . l 288 
This now, thk other stotymakesamen^ ti. 640 
Thin strange thing happened toa painter 

once 4 . , . . n 757 

This was my dream: 1 saw a Forest . il 747 

Thus the Mayinfglideth . . . i« 66 

Tondi him ne*er $0 lightly, mto song he 

bmke .11.629 

*Twas Bedfbrd Special Asidxe, one ^ 

Miitoniiier's Day , . . il 596 

0 » lamped Tokay on oar table . * i #5® 

V^WItr, satfh the preadher, vanity I . i. 527 
Terse^makiiig was least my virtues: 

{ viewed with de^wir • , • 11.670 


WaatiDmis-*^hat? • • * . h. 630 

We two stood simply tond^dm side \3f 

side 4 4 4 * 4 , ii. 748 

Wf were two lovers, let me he by her li, 484 
What a prmty tale you told me . , U. 576 

What girl but, haymg gathered flowers it4 745 
What, he on whom our voice unam^ 

mously ran 4 « • . .it. 750 

What, 1 disturb thee at thy monung- 

meal , . . • . « k 671 

What is lie bosdng m my ears? . , I 50 

What It was struck the terror mto me? h 7^ 
What's become of Waring , . . 402 

When I vexed you and you chid me ♦ u. 669 
Where the quiet-coloured end of even¬ 
ing smiles ..... 1. a6f 
! ** Why from the world,” Ferishtah 

smiled,''should thanks” . . n 683 

'Will sprawl, now that the heat of day 

IS best . • • • • i* S 93 

Will you hear my story also . . li. 630 

Wish no word unspoken, want no lock 

away 1 . . . , . . n. 659 

Woe, he went galloping mto the war li 744 
Would it were I had been fiilse, not 

you!.- » 571 

Would that the structure brave, the 

manifold music 1 build . . , i. 578 

Yet womanhood you reverence . 11 753 
•'You are sick, that's sure”—they 

say . . . . . ti. 604 

You blame me that I ran away ? . .11 753 

You groped your way across roy room 

r the dem dark dead of night . h. 66t 
You in the flak and here . . • ii 746 

You know, we French stormed Ratii- 

bon 4 ... 4 i. 383 

ghost will walk, you kwer of trees i. aya 
Yoa'll love me yet l—tmd I can tarry . i ais 
You're my fnend.!* 412 



GENERAL INDEX. 


Abbas, Shah . . . . . ii. 659 ' Caliban upon Setebos; or, Natural 


Abd-el-Kadr, Through the Metidja to i. 251 Theology in the Island , . .1 593 

Abt Vogler.i. 578 Camel-Driver, A.ii. 667 

Adam, Lihth, and Eve . . .it 637 Camels, Two . , . . . ii, 669 

After.»• 295 Campagna, Two in the . . . f. 287 

Agamemnon of iEschylus, Tl»e . . ii, 511 Cardinal and the Dog, The. , . ii. 750 

Agricola (Johannes) m Meditation , i, 516 Cavalier Tunes.i, 248 

Amphibian.ii. 320 Cenaaja.it 4^ 

Andrea del Sarto.t 523 Charles Avison, Parleyings with . . ii, 724 

Another Way of Love . . . . i. 289 Cherries.ii. 671 

Any Wife to Any Husband . . . 1.285 *‘Childe Roland to the Dark Tower 

Apollo and the Fates: A Prologue . ii. 684 came" . , . . , .1. 435 

Apparent Failure.i. 624 Chnstmas-Eve.i. 480 

Appearances.ii. 487 Chnstopher Smart, Parleyings with . h. 700 

Arcades Ambo.h. 753 Cleon.i. 542 


Aristophanes’ Aix>logy 

Artemis Prologizes .... 

Asolando. 

At the'‘Mermaid” . . . , 

Avison (Charles), Parleyings with 

Bad Dreams ..... 
Balaustion’s Adventure ; including A 
Transcript from Euripides . 

Balcony, In a. 

Baldtnucci (Filippo) on the Privilege of 

Burial. 

Bartoh (Daniel), Parleyings with . 

Bean-Feast, The. 

Bean-Stripe (A): also, Apple-Eating 
Bcatricd Signorini .... 

Before. 

Bemai'd de Mondeville, Parleyings with 

Bifiircation. 

Bishop Blougram’s Apology 
Bishop (The) orders his Tomb at Samt 
Praxed's Church .... 
Blot in the 'Scutcheon, A . . . 

Book (The) and the Ring . 

Boot and Saddle ..... 
Boy (The) and the Angel . 

BmtU, Ned. 

BytheFiwHidi. 


, 666 Chve. 

. 510 Colombe’s Birthday 
. 743 Confessional, The 
. 477 Confessions.... 
. 7»4 Count Gismond . 

Count Guido Franceschini . 
. 746 Cristina .... 

Cristina and Monaldeschi . 
. 627 Croisic, The Two Poets of . 


Daniel Bartoh, Parleyings with 

500 “DeGustibus-” .... 

695 Deaf and Dumb; a Group by Woolncr 
751 Death in the Desert, A . . . 

6^ Development. 

757 Dls ahter visum; or, le Byron de nos 

294 Jours. 

690 Doctor.. 

484 Dodmgton (George Bubb), Parleyings 

528 with. 

Dominus Hyadnthus de Arcbangelts . 
527 Donald ...... 

330 Dramatic Idyls. First Series 
279 M ,, Second Series . 

249 *• Eyries . » . . . 

3^ „ Romances .... 

596 Dramatis Personae .... 

28X Dreams, Bad ..... 
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K#iistl(s.ii. 6^ 

ttie Itaita in . * * 394 
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COLLECTIONS AND RECOLLECTIONS. By “On« who baa kept a Diary.” 

With n Frotttt«ipiCoo. Fourtb amo liEirigRO iiipa»£»iON. Dewy Sw, 16*. 

“One of the moftt eiitertolninjgr books that we have ever looked tUrcmgbu Mr* Bussell not 
only tells ua who is whfs but be tells tie who was who, AU the people who flit before m live, 
and some of them live iu quite a new light.”— SjHciaityr. 

SON 0 S OF ACTION. By Conan Doylk. Second Impressitni. Fcap. 8vo, 

Dr, Conan Dwle's ♦Songs' are full of movement. They have fluency, tlioy have vigour, 
they have force Bveiybody should hasten to make acquaintance with them.’'-^7%e Oto^ 

MR. GREGORY’S LETTER BOX, 1818 - 80 . Edited by Ltuly aBSooBT, With 

a l^ortrait, demy 8vo. I2s. Ad. 

l*ady Gregory's pages bristle with good stories. Indeed, the great df Ificulty of a reviewer in 
dealing with this fascinating book is the plethora of good things mat clamour for quotation.'*— 
W^ld 

EGYPT IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY; or, Mebemet Ali .nd bis Sac- 

cesRors until the llntish Oocupiitiou m 1882. By Donald A. Cameroit, Consul at 

Port Kaid, With a Map. Post 8vo, eJa. 

“ This IS a book which was distinctly wanted. As a book of i eference it should prove Invaliu 
able to journalists, and as a lucid account of how Egypt beciune what she was when England 
took her in hand, it will be Instruotlvo to every intelligent reader.”—<8utar<fa|r BiHfitw. 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF ARTHUR YOUNG. With Seleetioni from his 

Correspondence. Edited by M. BiciiiAii''£DWARDs With Two Portraits and Two Views, 
Large crown Svo, 12s. 6d. 

Edwards has done her task with a reserve and succinctness to be much eommended. 
She deserves well of all who hold iu honour the memory of one who ever Btrove manfully to 
make two blades of grass grow where one grew before.'*—yiinw. 

THE LIFE OF SIR JOHN HAWLEY GLOVER, R.N., G.C.M.G. By Lady 

Olovkh. Edited by the Right Hon. Sir Ric baud Tempi f, Bart., G C.S.I., D.C.L, LL.D., 
F B,S. With Portrait and Maps. Demy 8vo, 14». 

“ Written with note worthy tact, ability, and discretion by bis widow. . . . One of the best and 
most satisfactory biographies of its class produced within recent years.”— World, 

DEEDS THAT WON THE EMPIRE. By the Hey. W. H. Fitohett (“Vedette**). 

Seventh Edition. With Id Portraits and 111'luns. Crown 8vo, 68. 

«'Diere is no bluster, no brag, no nauseous cant about a chosen people; but there is a ringing 
enthusiasm for endurance, for dashing gallanti for daring and difficult feats, which generous* 
hearth boys and men will rosiioud to quickly. There is not a flabby paragraph from begiuning 
to end.”—BccJbnan 

THE STORY OF THE CHURCH OF EGYPT: bring «> Outline erf tbe Histay 

Of the Egyptians under their successive llilasters, from the Roman Conquest until now. % 
E. L. Boxobea, Author of "A Strange Journey,” “ A Black Jewet," «o. 2vols. Crown 
8vo, 168. 

“ Mrs. Butcher is to be congratulated on the ability, thoroughness, and research whloh she 
has brought to the accomplishment of her formidable t^k.**—CAmtion TForid. 

RELIGIG MEDlCIy And oUier Essays By Sir Thomas Bbowhs. Edited) witb 

an Introduetion, by D. Lloyd BomiRTs, H.D., F.B.O.P. Bevised EdiUon. Fcap. 

8s. 6d. net. 

“Dr. lioyd Roberts gives an excellent selection, edited with tlie lovizgr care d a true bibi&o* 
phile, which Imves no phase of Browne's genius uurevealed”—MancActCsr f^risr. 

TWELVE YEARS IN A MONASTERY. By Joseph MoCabs; lete YsHier 

Antony, O.B.F. lAirge emwn 8vo, Ts 6d, 

“ No more ruthless exiBrnure of the hollowness of the Bomish i^stein, in all ite hifi.iDiita tamill* 
cations, lias ever, we boueve, appeared In this country. Mr. MoOsbe writes without vtodictive* 
ness, but iitys h^ the sinews and nerves of the tuner heart of Homan CathoU<dsm.*''*f~Bed^ 

lord COCHRANrS TRIAL BEFORE LORD ELLENBOROUGB IM ISta 

By J. B. AVU.Y* With a Preface by Edwakd Dowmbs 1>aw, Commauder, Royal Maty. 
With Portrait 8vo, I8s. 
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AND “LIFE AND LETTERS” 


THE OOXnjrn! WOBHS of BOBEBT BBOWNING. EdUed and Annotated 

Q.C., M.P.. and Frederic G. Kehtow. to a v<ds. tatfge 
citown SvOt bofiad iB doth« gilt top, ixith a Poftrait-Frontispieoo (o iBiBxh volume, 
78. 6 d. pervolttitie. 

An Edilkm lias aho Ipeen printed on Oxford India Paper. Tl»s can be obtained only 
thixmgb booksdiers, who will furnish particulars as to price, &c. 

UMJTORIf EDITION OF THE WORKS OF ROBERT BROWNINO. Seventeen 

Volumes, small crown 8vo, lettered separately, or in set bmdmg, price 5s, each. 

This edition contains Three Portraits of Mr Browmng, at different periods of life, and a 
few illustrauons* 


CONTENTS OF THE VOLUMES 


1. PAULINE: and SORDELLO. 

2. PARACEl^US • and STRAFFORD. 

3. PIPPA PASSES- KING VICTOR 

AND KING CHARIJ'S THE RE. 
TURN OF THE DRUSES and A 
SOULS 1 RAGEDY. With a Portrait of 
Mr. Prowtiiug. 

4. A BLOT IN THE 'SCUTCHEON • 

COLOMBE'S BIRIHDAY; aud MEN 
AND WOMEN 

5. DRAMATIC ROMANCES- and 

CHRISTA! AS-EVE AND EASTER-DAY 

6. DRAMATIC LYRICS, and LURIA. 

7. IN A BALCONY- and DRAMATIS 

PERSONAE. With a Portrait of Mr. 
Browrnlng. 

8. THE RING AND THE BOOK. 

Books s to 4* With Two Illustrations. 

9. THE RING AND THE BOOK. 

Books 5 to 8* 

lalHE RING AND THE BOOK. 
Books 9 to xa. With a Poitnut of Guido 
FiaucesdiinL 


11. BALAUSTTON'S ADVENTURE 

PRINCE HOHENSTIEL - SCHWAN- 
GAU, Saviour of Society; and FlFlNE 
A1 THE FAIR. 

12. RED COTTON NIGHT-CAP 

COUNTRY : and THE INN ALBUM 

13 ARISTOPHANES’ APOLOGY, in¬ 
cluding a Transcript from Euripides, bemg 
the I^ast Adventure of Balaustion and 
THE AGAMEMNON OF iESCHYLUS. 

H. PACCHIAROTTO, and How he 

Worked in Distemper with other Poem-s • 
LA SAISIAZ: and THE TWO POETS 
OF CROISIC. 

15 . DRAMATIC IDYLS, First Senes 
DRAMATIC IDYLS, Second Scries. and 
JOCOSERIA. 

id. FERISHTAH’S FANCIES - and PAR- 
LEYINGS WITH CERTAIN PEOPLE 
OF IMPORTANCE IN THEIR DAY. 
With a Portrait of Mr. Browning. 

17, ASOLANDO: Fancies and Facts, and 
BIOGRAPHICAL AND HISTORICAL 
NOTES TO THE POEMS. 


A mSCTIOK FBOH THB POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BROWNINO. 

ftksT SBitlEa, crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. Second Series* crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

POCK&T ¥OLD]fE OF SELECTIONS FROM THE POETICAL WORKS OF 

ROBERT BROWNING. Small fcap. 8vo, bound in half-cloth, with cut or uncut 
ddges, price xs. 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF ROBERT BROWNINO. By Mm, SUTHER¬ 
LAND ORK. With Portrait, and Steel Engraving of Mr. Browning'X Study In Be 
Vhre G^udiiiwk Edition, ctown 8vo. xaa. ^ 
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THE POEMS OP EUZABETH BARRETT 

BHOWHING. New ahd Cheaper Eoitioh. Coomlete in (Me 
Vobnm^ witb P<Htnut and Facumiie of the MS. <d “A Sonnet l^xnn 
the Portugnese." Laige crown Svo, bound in doth, wilh gUt toi^ 
78.6d. 

JTdt Mdiiim is with the 7wfi~Vi»htsm JEdSim tf 

Robert Srownif^s Complete Wbrhs. 

THE POETICAL WOEKS OF ELIZABETH 

BARI^TT BROWNING. Uniform Ebition* Six Voltmie^ 
in mi yn<iiiig» small crown 8 to, ss. eacdli. 

Voliinxie ** Aurora Leigh,” can also be had bound as a separate 
vdiuina 

3Ws EMHm is uniform wUk th$ Seventeen* F^s/ume ESitim vf Mr^ 
Edmrt JBnmning^s Works. It mntains the follominf^ Portraits and Jlhts* 
imtions :— 

Poitrmt of Elizabeth Barrett Moultoii*Barrett at the age of ninct 
Coxhoe Hall, Cotitity of Durham. 

Portrait of Elizabeth Barrett Moulton-Barrett in early youth. 

Portrait of Mrs. Browning, Rome, February 1859. 

Hope End, Herelbrdshire 

Sitting Room of Casa Guidi, Florence. 

** Mays love,”—Facsimile of Mrs. Browning’s Handwriting. 

Portrait of Mrs. Browning, Rome, March 1859. 

Portrait of Mrs. Browning, Rome, 1861 

The Tomb of Mrs, Browning in the Cemetery at Fbrence 

A SELECTION FROM THE POETRY OF 
JZLIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING. First Series, 
aowo js. 6d. fiSnoonD Semies, crown 8vo, 3s. 6d 

POEMS* Small fcap. 8 to, balf-cloth, cut or uncut edges, ie 
yr-y raAtiT prom muifatorv note by mr. Robert BROWMiNa 

*•&*»€«»’MeiwWofEawibemBMmt&wwni^ b, John H. lNORAM,itii<RMerred 
ti)aR**im«mw«llwriNaw> 9 W mptand.mhm m Bogtaad or ehtwliwi#, 

HWMjplcte wimiiAiti^er «4nMteraeDM.' Fw uicM be propoMsi to MibiUuHe' a correct 
M ibottmmok:' bta. kiadljr <uid emmdMWe a* may be Mr. Ingram's tii*fer«w»Bce, there 
(McM BM a |He«eges « M equally ^ n^tteken and mimtMcd.’" 

mm LETTERS OF ELIZABETH BARRETT 

BROWNINC. Btl{«»4«ithBia|Wl^Additi^b^ 

O Rwyon. 1» Two Volimaes. widt Ptntnihs. Third Emxum. 
Sto, *5s. He*. 

umm $wm e co.,' is vi^mwo piace, &w. 



m temm St uixB. ^dfi^Hioc Tolttxnti^ itHfWVlAl Bm Oontaliiitig 
BBS iM B^l^irfogn, WW l^gmvings. 85 Ool^md Biusimidotib 
'I pte, 0I«« alia Wood "Bamirinm ai^ all pmW m ml Cfeina pap«r. Ttie 

irraS® oi oOFisas mimm u umm> to oif b MrcmiA^, each 

nm^kmiA* 1%o work oan only be obtaiiieA tbrosgb BookaeUova, wbo 
mi lariat Infortmitioi] rogardiog terms^ ko. 

TH8 $TjytDAfi!l l!DlTIOlf« Twen^-sia Volames, large 8voj llOt. 6d. each. 
Tbii Bditiim oolfctiiioa aonie of Mr. Thackerti^'s Wntioga wbioti bad not bean 
mpoviotialy eoBeotod* with many additional ftlnitratioaa. l^baa been printed 
from new type, on Ane * and, mth the exertion of the ^Utm 4e Luxe, at 
le tbe laigeet and bandaomest Bditton that baa bemi publiabed, 

THB LIBRARY EDITION* Twenty-four Yolmnea, large crown 8vo, bandaomely 
bound in cloth, price £9; or ball-niaaia, marbled edges, £13, 13s. With Bias- 
ixtMtm by tbe Author. Eiohabd Dotls, and Febdbbick Walkbb. 

*•* Tki FoliMnet art mM MepxnMyt m olofA, pr%ce Ts. 6 ( 1 . each. 

THE POPULAR EDITION. Thirteen Volumes, crown 8vo, with Fronti^ece to 
each Volume, aoarlet oloBi, gilt top, pnoe £3, 58.; or half-moroeoo, gut, price 
£5, lOa. 

The. Veiumn art mid separately^ m green cloth, pnee 5s. each, 

CHEAPER ILLUSTRATED EDITION. Twenty-six Volumes, crown Svo, bound 
in cloth, price £4, lls. ; or handsomely bound in half-moroeco, pnoe £8, 8s. 
Ooutainitig nearly all the small Woodcut Illustrations of the former Editions and 
many New lUnatrationa by Emment Artists. 

Thin Edition contains altogether 1773 Illustrations 

By the AuTRoa, Luxe Fiu^es, AR.A, Lady Butlkr (Miss Glkabeth Thompsouh Qaoaaa du 

MAORirn, Eichard Dotlr. Frrdcricx Wauckr, A.R.A., Grorok CariKSBAMK, Joan Lelcii, 

Fhare BiacsEK, Lixoky Samboormr, P Barkarx>, S. J Wbssler, F. A. Fraser, CaAttfEH 

Kekme, R. B. Waliace, J P. Atkinson, W. J. Webb T. R. Haouooid, M FiTzaxiuz4>, W 

Uajjkion, jotm Coiubr, H Furkiss, O Q Ktusubne, ko, Ac Ac 

*«* The Vohme$ are sotd separately, *n cloth, pnee 3s. 6d, 

THE POCKET EDITION* Twenty-seven Volumes Bound m doth, with gilt 
lop. Price Is. 6d. eai^; or Is. in paper cover. 

*m* The Vohmes are also sApplsed as follows 

THE NOVELS. 13 Volumes, in gold- | THE MISCELLANIES. 14 Volumes, 
letter^ doth case, 2U. I in gold-lettered cloth case, 21 b. 

W. M. THACKERAY’S LETTERS. 

A COLLECTION OF LETTERS OF W. M. THACKERAY, 1847-1855. 

With Pmtraits and Beproduotions of Letters and Drawings. Smnd Bditum. 
Imperial 8vo, 12s. 6d. 

BALLADS. By William Makjbfback Thaokbeat. With a Portrait of the 
AuthoTt and 56 Illustrations by the Author, Lady Butlbr (Miss Hiaabeth 
Thompson), GxottOK BV Haurzbr, John Oollijbb, H. Fubkisb, O. O. Kilburnb, 
H. FlWlBlULD, and J, P Atkinsok. Printed on toned paper by day, Rons, 
and Taylor; and elegantly bound in doth, gdt edges, by Burn. Bm»B 4to, 16s. 

W. M. THACKERAY’S SKETCHES. 

THE ORPHAN OF PIKUCO, and other Sketches, Fragments, and Drawing 
By William MAXtBPXAOB Tuaoxkrat. Copied by a proeeas that gives a fsdthlul 
reproduction o| the Onginala With a I^aee and Editmial Notes by Mias 
Thaokxiiat. a New Edition, in a new style of binding, bevelled boaras, gilt 
edges, royal 4to, fries One Omnea. 

tows! SMITH, ELDEK, & CO., 16 Watbiooo PtAO», 8.W. 


Klfcr so# MEKSIIUN. 

or saaeMtirs jcmm roiadittan. 

vudmiwi-imw) 

xmaowitfes. isaBdithm. 

By A. CONAN BOVIJe. 

xfm XBAOKDT or thx Kimaexa. 

WiUi IBlirtmtIaiD# 

T*ss!ss- 5 ar»-/“ 

ISUi 


TBII WHITB COU^Amt^ 

By s,j|. CBOcxerr. 

KMUjY, auam 0 » mm Oatr. 


dm 


tHi*n Bmh ShlllKi^ 

^i«#9r4isciiie ABMBTRONa. 

im0»R THB €tiicn;ii»^ 

By m Rev. CO$Ma <i0RIION UHH. 

tOtim OULKEOT: A Bxmmm 
■W. of Bio * 45 , 

By W. CARiTBN DAWE. 

OAmnr €ABtLK : A aiory tli* 
Bmth 00 tL With • 9 tfmU 9 m»C 4 , 

By Mrs. BE U PASTURE. 

^ IBKBOEAH OF TOI/R M IBdlttoii. 

^ AimA BOWARTB. 

JAM: Aa AMImodtxr foA Bditton. 

By FRAKClS B. BARDY. 

THE MUXS OF OOa 


By BfSr BimPBRY WARD. 

HSCBBOK OF BANKISOAXB. 


SXm^O&OB TEB8SADT. Srd 

MABCBUJL 1601 Bditfon. 

BOBKET MLSMERS, S7th ISdiUcm. 
TBX UISTORT OF DATIJD OEIRVE 
FItimtIcm. 

By Mrs. OUPBANT. 

fm^WAYSOFIXm TwoSloiioi. 

By Mrs. £. RENTaEt ESLER. 

XHB WARDLAWS. 

By gits THACKERAY. 

OID KKMSINaTON. 

XHK TIUUAOS OK TSB CUfT. 
nVB OLD nUKNUfl AKO A YOXTSO 
HUNUB. 

*0 BKTHSK. uKl oUwr Sketdie.. 
BLDBBSAJtD'g IIBYB, uid otlwr 


TBX 8T0BT OF XUZABBTH; TWO 
BOOBS; FROM AV mAWa 

txamm ahd anNanmi, aad oUier 


MBS AMOEL] FiShwa lawo. 

Mias wiuiAiiaoii's otrAOATiOMA 
MXK mOiOHa 

By CLI¥B'l«ILUinni<#N.UBY. 

oiw w im axrMcnr BBsoAin. 
By AUEiXANOER IH#S S8AND. 

TBB UST CERAIHIg 

By Os Rw« B> C. iBfeUlWMf. 

4N0UU» SVNX8M»« FBUKBSaia 
mf A8Mtri»llMlUto. MUBdtthn. 


By HAMILTON DROMMONO. 

FOB TBX BXUaiON. 

B|r ARCHER P. CROUCH. 

SKNOJEUTA MONllSNAB. 

By J. A. ALTSBELER. 

A aOIrDIXR OF MANHATTAH. 

By OEIVE BIRRELL. 

THB AMBmOJf OF JUDITH. 

By PERCY FENDALL And FOX 
RUSSELL. 

OUT OF THE DABKHES& 

By A. E. BOUCBTON. 

OfXBE&T IIUKEAT. 

By ADAM LILBURN. 

THE fiO&DEERR. 

By Mrs. BiRCBEKOUOB. 

DlSTU&BlEa mtEMEETR 

Sr PERCY ANDREAE. 

THE SIONORA; A TbIv. 

THE MASK AED THE MAH. 

By R. 0. PmiWSE. 

A FAtAX USHEVATIOE. 

By LORD MORKBItrELi. 

hate oEi^rmiiM 

By SARAB mLEts 

KIHOAIDVl WIDOWr 

By UDY YERREY. 

IXAHAXY RllilH 

XHTTIOB IIIW mkBmrnAnmrnA 
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